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THE 


TWO    NOBLE    KINSMEN, 


Play  was  jirft  printed  in  quarto,  anno  1634,  under  the  following 
title  :  '  The  Two  Nob/e  Kinfmen  :  Prefented  at  the  Blackfriers  by 
'  the  Kings  Maiejlies  Servants,  with  great  applaufe  :  written  by 
'  the  memorable  Worthies  of  their  time,  Mr.  John  Fletcher,  and 
'  Mr.  William  Shakfpeare,  Gent.  ;'  and  has  always  been  received 
as  the  production  of  thofe  Poets.  In  the  year  1 668,  it  cwas  altered 
by  Sir  William  Davenant,  who  gave  it  the  title  of  The  Rivali ; 
•when  it  appears  to  have  been  a  ft  id  with  great  fuccefs.  * 


VOL.  X.  A  PROLOGUI. 


PROLOGUE. 

[Flourijb. 

NEW  plays  and  maidenheads  are  near  a-kin; 
Much  follow'd  both,  for  both  much  money  gi'n, 
If  they  ftand  found,  and  well :  And  a  good  play 
(Whole  modeft  fcenes  biufh  on  his  marriage-day, 
And  fhake  to  loie  his  honour)  is  like  her 
That  after  holy  tie,  and  Mr  it  night's  ftir, 
Yet  ftill  is  modefly,  and  flill  retains 
More  of  the  maid  to  fight,  than  hufband's  pains. 
We  pray  our  play  may  be  fo  ;  for  I'm  fure 
It  has  a  noble  breeder,  and  a  pure, 
A  learned,  and  a  poet  never  went 
More  famous  yet  'twixt  Po,  and  filver  Trent : 
Chaucer  (of  all  admir'd)  the  ftory  gives  -, 
There  conftant  to  eternity  it  lives ! 
If  we  let  fall  the  noblenefs  of  this, 
And  the  firfl  found  this  child  hear  be  a  hifs, 
How  will  it  fhake  the  bones  of  that  good  man, 
And  make  him  cry  from  under-ground,  c  Oh,  fan 
'  From  me  the  witlefs  chaff  of  fuch  a  writer 
'  That  blafts  mybays,and  my  fam'd  works  make  lighter 
c  Than  Robin  Hood !'  This  is  the  fear  we  bring  j 
For,  to  fay  truth,  it  were  an  endlefs  thing, 
And  too  ambitious,  to  afpire  to  him. 
Weak  as  we  are,,  and  almoft  breathlefs  fwim, 
In  this  deep  water,  do  but  you  hold  out 
Your  helping  hands,  and  we  fliall  tack  about ! 
And  fomething  do  to  fave  us,  you  fliall  hear 
Scenes,  tho'  below  his  art,  may  yet  appear 
Worth  two  hours'  travel.  To  his  bones  fweet  fleep  ! 
Content  to  you  !— If  this  play  do  not  keep 
A  little  dull  time  from  us,  we  perceive 
Our  loffes  fall  fo  thick,  we  muft  needs  leave. 

[Fhurijh* 


A  2  DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS     P  E  R  S  Q  N  M  \ 

MEN. 

Thefeus,  duke  of  Athens. 

Palamon,  1  The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen,  m  love  wit6 

Arcite,      J  Emilia. 

Perithous,  an  Athenian  general. 

Valerius,  a  1'fieban  nobleman. 

Three  valiant  Knights. 

Herald, 

Jailor. 

Wooer. 

Gerrold,  a  Jchoolmafter. 

A  laborer ^  Countrymen,  Soldiers.^  fe?^» 

WOMEN. 

Hippolita,  bride  to  Thejeus. 

Emilia,  her  Jifter. 

Three  Queens. 

Jailor's  Daughter,  in  love  with  Palamon* 

Servant  to  Emilia. 

Nymph s-y  Wenches^  &c. 


1  Hytnen  has  hitherto  flood  as  a  perfonage  of  this  drama,  and  even 
the  firft  :  As  he  only  appears  in  the  Dumb-fhow,  we  have  expunged 
the  name.  The  Wooer,  though  a  charader  of  fome  corfideration, 
has  always  been  omitted ;  and  ib  has  Valerius* 


THE 


firs'      e+4v<9tuut  Xv//  .'  rfr//'.tf//is>tf  /if/-  //it  tie 
if  /H   ni  y  jfaeJUu.  sttf/i 
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*Jift*lf  S/uff  y  W  /W  r  /     - 

^ctffl. 


T    II    E 


TWO    NOBLE   KINSMEN. 


ACT     I.       SCENE      I. 


Enter  Hymen  with  a  torch  burning ,  a  boy,  in  a  white 
robe,  before,  fmging,  and  ftrewing  /lowers ;  after 
Hymen,  a  nymph,  encompa/Jed  in  her  trejjes,  bearing 
a  -wheat en  garland,  then  Thefeus,  between  two  other 
.nymphs,  with  wheat  en  chap  lets  on  their  heads  -,  then 
Hippolitft,  led  by  Perithous  z,  and  another  holding  a 
garland  over  her  head,  her  treffes  likewife  hanging ; 
•after  her,  Emilia,  holding  up  her  train. 

SONG. 

ROSES,  their  fharp  fpincs  being  gone, 
Not  royal  in  their  fmells  alone, 
But  in  their  hue ; 
Maiden-pinks,  of  odour  faint, 
JDaifies  fmell-lefs,  yet  moft  quaint, 
And  fweet  thime  true. 

Primrofe,  firft-born  child  of  Ver, 
Merry  fpring-time's  harbinger, 

With  her  bells  dim  ; 
Oxlips  in  their  cradles  growing, 
Marigolds  on  death-beds  blowing, 

Lark-heels  trim. 

2  Tien  Hippolita  the  Inde  hd  by  Thefeus.]    Mr.  Theobald  very 
j-uflly  changed  Tbefciu  here  to  Peritbcus.  Saward. 
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All ,  dear  Nature's  children  fweet, 
Lye  'fore  bride  and  bridegroom's  feet, 

Blefling  their  fenfe  !  [Strew  flowers. 

Not  an  angel  of  the  air 5, 
Bird  melodious,  or  bird  fair, 

Be  abfent  hence ! 

The  crow,  the  (landerous  cuckoo,  nor 
The  boding  raven,  nor  chough  hoar  4, 

Nor  chatt'ring  pie, 

May  on  our  bridehoufe  perch  or  fing, 
Or  with  them  any  difcord  bring, 

But  from  it  fly ! 

*  Not  an  angel  of  the  air.]  Mr.  Theobald  was  very  fond  of  a 
change  here,  which  I  can  by  no  means  admit ;  as  he  happened  not  to 
fee  the  Author's  defign  in  applying  the  word  angel  to  birds,  he  would 
read  augel,  from  the  Italian  Augello,  a  bird.  But  befide  the  objection 
there  is  to  admitting  words  of  foreign  extraction  without  authority 
into  the  texC  (a  thing  by  no  means  justifiable)  there  would  be  a  need* 
lefs  tautology, 

Not  an  augel  or  bird  of  the  air, 

Bird  melodious,  or  bird  fair. 

Several  birds  too  are  excluded  in  the  next  (lanza  which  renders  augel 
improper,  whereas  angel  very  beautifully  exprefles  the  birds  of  me 
lody  and  good  omen.  Sefward. 

4  The  boding  raven,  nor  clough  he 

Nor  chattering  pie.']  Clough  he,  which  is  the  reading  of  all  the 
editions,  is  neither  fenfe  nor  rhime.  My  Dictionaries  at  kail  have  no 
fuch  bird  as  dough.  Chough  is  Skakefpeare  and  Fletcher's  name  of  a 
jack-da<w,  of  which  Ray  fays,  Poftica  pars  capitis  cinerafcit.  But 
he  (and  from  him  the  Oxford  editor)  miftakes  in  making  the  chough 
the  coracias  a  frequenter  of  the  Cornifh-Cliffi  only,  which  has  no 
fuch  gray  feathers.  Befides  Shakefpeare's  chough  feeds  on  corn,  for 
Autoiocus,  in  the  Winter's  Tale,  fays,  *  My  choughs  are  fcar'd 
'  from  the  chaff/  So  that  the  chough  muft  be  the  daw  or  the  rook, 
which  has  often  gray  feathers  on  the  head  and  back.  See  Ray  on 
Birds.  There  can  be  no  reafon  to  doubt  therefore  of  our  having  got 
the  true  fubftantifejj  for  he  we  mull  have  an  adjective  that  fuits  the 
chough,  and  alfo  rhimes  to  nor  ;  hoar  will  do  both,  the  chough  having 
grayifh  feathers  on  his  head,  from  whence  Shakefpeare  calls  him  the 
ruffetpated  chough.  Midfummer-Night's  D,eam.  Senvard. 
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Enter  three  Queens^  in  Hack,  with  veils  flamed^  with 
imperial  crowns.  ¥he  firft  ®>ueen  falls  down  at  the 
foot  of  tfhefeus  ;  the  Jecond  falls  down  at  the  foot  vf 
Plippolita ,  the  third  before  Emilia. 

1  gtueen.  For  pity's  fake,  and  true  gentility's, 
Hear  and  refpect  me  ! 

2  £hteen.  For  your  mother's  fake, 

And  as  you  wifli  your  womb  may  thrive  with  fair 

ones, 
Hear  and  refpeft  me ! 

3  Queen.  Now  for  the  love  of  him  whom  Jove  hath 

mark'd 

The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  fake 
Of  clear  virginity,  be  advocate 
For  us,  and  our  diftrefTes  !  This  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  o'th'  book  of  trefpafTes 
All  you  are  fet  down  there. 

Tbef.  Sad  lady,  rife  1 

Hip.  Stand  up! 

Emi.  No  knees  to  me  !  What  woman  I 
May  fled  that  is  diilrefs'd,  does  bind  me  to  her. 

<fbef.  What's  your  requeft  ?  Deliver  you  for  all. 

i  £>ueen.  We  are  three  Queens,  whofe  fovereigns 

fell  before 

The  wrath  of  cruel  Creon  ;  who  endur'd 
The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites, 
And  pecks  of  crows,  in  the  foul  fields  of  Thebes. 
He  will  not  fuffer  us  to  burn  their  bones, 
To  urn  their  afhes,  nor  to  take  th'  offence 
Of  mortal  loathfomenefs  from  the  blefl  eye 
Of  holy  Phoebus,  but  infects  the  winds 
With  flench  of  our  flain  lords.     Oh,  pity,  duke  ! 
Thou  purger  of  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear'd  fword 
That  does  good  turns  to  th'  world ;  give  us  the  bones 
Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapel  them  ! 
And,  of  thy  boundlefs  goodnefs,  take  fome  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof 
Save  this,  which  is  the  lion's  and  the  bear's, 

A  4  And 
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And  vault  to  every  thing'! 

Thef.  Pray  you  kneel  not ! 
I  was  t ra.nl" ported  with  yonr  fpeech,  and  fuffer'd 
Your  knees  to  wrong  themfelves.     I've  heard  the 

fortunes 

Of  your  dead  lords,  which  gives  me  fuch  lamenting 
As  wakes  my  vengeance  and  revenge  for  'em. 
King  Capanctis  was  your  lord  :  The  day 
That  he  fliould  marry  you,  at  fuch  a  feafon 
AS  now  it  is  with  me,  I  met  your  groom 
By  Mars's  altar  5  you  were  that  time  fair, 
Not  Juno's  mantle  fairer  than  your  trefTes, 
JXTor  in  more  bounty fpread  her5;  yourwheaten  wreath 
Was  then  nor  threfh'd,  nor  blafted  ;  Fortune  at  you 
Dimpled  her  cheek  with  fmiles  3  Hercules  our  kinfman 
(Then  weaker  than  your  eyes)  laid  by  his  club, 
He  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nemean  hide  6, 
And  fwore  his  fmews  thaw'd  :  Oh,  Grief  and  Time, 
Fearful  confuiners,  you  will  all  devour! 

i  §£ueen:  Oh,  I  hope  fame  god, 
Some  god  hath  put  his  mercy  in  your  manhood. 
Whereto  he'll  infufe  power,  and  prefs  you  forth 
Our  undertaker ! 

T'bef.  Oh,  no  knees,  none,  widow ! 
Unto 'the  helmeted  Bellona  uie  them, 
And  pray  for  me,  your  foldier. — Troubled  I  am. 

[Turns  away.. 

1  Queen.  Honoured  Hippolita, 
Mod  dreaded  Amazonian,  that  haft  flain 
The  fcithe-tufk'd  boar ;  that,  with  thy  arm  as  ftrong 

5   Not  Juno*s  mantle  fairer  than  your  trtffei, 

Njr  in  more  bounty  jprtfid  her.]  The  reader  will  fee  that  her  is 
prejudicial  to"the  fei.fe  and  meafure,  and  to  be  discarded.  The  mantle 
of  Juno  is  beautifully  defcribed  in  the  fourteenth  Book  of  the  Iliad, 
It  was  wrought  by  Minerva,  and  adorned  with  variety  of  figures; 
filiegoiicrilly  it  may  fignify  the  aether  adorned  'with  the  fun  and  ilars 
formed  by  Minerva,  /.  e.  the  wifJorri  of  the  Creator.  Seaward. 

We  cannot  '  0:e  that  her  is  prejudicial  to  the  fenfe  and  meafure,* 
nor  that  it  ought  '  to  be  difcaided:'     The  contraction  is  eafy. 

6  Nenuan  kide.^  Corrected  in  1750. 
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As  it  is^  white,  waft  near  to  make  the  male 

To  thy  fex  captive  -,  but  that  this  thy  lord 

(Born  to  uphold  creation  in  that  honour 

Firft  Nature  ftil'd  it  in)  Ihrunk  thee  into 

The  bound  thou  waft  o'er- flowing,  at  once  fubduing 

Thy  force,  and  thy  affection  -3  foldierefs, 

That  equally  canft  poife  fternnefs  with  pity, 

Who  now,  I  know,  hail  much  more  power  on  him 

Than  e'er  he  had  on  thee  -,  who  ow'ft  his  ftrength  \ 

And  his  love  too,  who  is  a  fervant  to 

The  tenor  of  thy  fpeech  ;  dear  glafs  of  ladies, 

Bid  him  that  we  whom  flaming  War  doth  fcorch, 

Under  the  fhadow  of  his  iword  may  cool  us  ! 

"Require  him  he  advance  it  o'er  our  heads ; 

Speak't  in  a  woman's  key,  like  fuch  a  woman 

As  any  of  us  three  -,  weep  ere  you  fail  ; 

Lend  us  a  knee  -, 

But  touch  the  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 

Than  a  dove's  motion,  when  the  head's  pluck'd  off! 

Tell  him,  if  he  i'th'  blood-fize'd  field  lay  fwoln, 

Shewing  the  fun  his  teeth,  grinning  at  the  moon, 

What  you  would  do  ! 

Hip.  Poor  lady,  fay  no  more  ! 
I  had  as  lief  trace  this  good  action  with  you 
As  that  whereto  I'm  going,  and  never  yet 
Went  I  fo  willing  way8.     My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  your  diftrefs :  Let  him  confider  ; 

7  \Vhom  now  I  know  baft  much  more  poiver  on  him 
'I ban  ever  he  had  on  thee,  ivho  ow'ft  bis  Jirengtb 
And  bis  love  too,  *wbo  is  a  few  ant  for 

The  tenor  of  the  fpeech .]  The  change  of  particles  and  rnonofyl- 
labies  frequently  delkoy  both  the  grammar  and  fenfe  of  our  Authors. 
Whom  might  have  been  corre&ed  without  a  note,  but  what  i?,  Who  ij 
a  fervant  for  the  tenor  of  the  fyeech  ?  The  original  probably  was, 

nvbo  is  a  fer<vant  to 

7 'he  tenor  of  thy  fpetch  $ 

i.  e.  He  who  before  conquered  thee  is  now  obedient  to  every  word 
thou  uttereit.     Q*w*Jlt  is  the  fame  as  0ou/j#,  in  all  the  old  \vriteis. 

Sen.va.rd. 

8   .....    and  never  yst 

fo  willing  way.]  /.  ^.  I  never  went  fo  willing  a  journey. 

StTjyttrd. 

I'll 
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I'll  fpeak  anon. 

3  Queen.  Oh,  my  petition  was     [Kneels  to  Emilia. 
Set  down  in  ice,  which  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Melts  into  drops  ;  fo  forrow  wanting  form 
Is  prefs'd  with  deeper  matter. 

Emi.  Pray  ftand  up  ; 
Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

3  Queen.  Oh,  woe  ! 

You  cannot  read  it  there9  ;  here  thro'  my  tears, 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a  glafTy  ftream, 
You  may  behold  'em  !  Lady,  lady,  alack, 
He  that  will  all  the  treafure  know  o'th'  earth 
Mufl  know  the  centre  too  ;  he  that  will  fifh 
For  my  lead  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.     Oh,  pardon  me  ! 
Extremity,  that  fharpens  fundry  wits, 
Makes  me  a  fool. 

Emi.  Pray  you  fay  nothing  •,  pray  you  ! 
Who  cannot  feel  nor  fee  the  rain,  being  in't, 
Knows  neither  wet  nor  dry.     If  that  you  were 
The  ground-piece  of  fome  painter,  I  would  buy  you, 
TJ  inftruct  me  'gainft  a  capital  grief  indeed  -, 
(Such  heart-pierc'd  demonftration  !)  but,  alas, 
Being  a  natural  filler  of  our  fex, 
Your  forrow  beats  fo  ardently  upon  me, 
That  it  (hall  make  a  counter-reflect  'gainfl 
My  brother's  heart,  and  warm  it  to  fome  pity 
Tho'  it  were  made  of  ftonc  :  Pray  have  good  comfort! 

TbeJ.  Forward  to  th'  temple  !  leave  not  out  a  jot 
O'th'  facred  ceremony. 

i  Q^een.  Oh,  this  celebration 
Will  longer  laft  I0,  and  be  more  coflly,  than 
Your  fuppliants'  war!   Remember  that  your  fame 
Knolls  in  the  ear  o'  th'  world:  What  you  do  quickly 


9    Ton  cannot  read  it  there  ;  there  thro*  m 

Like  ivrinkl'd  ptbblts  in  a  glafle  Jirtam,]  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I 
change  the  fecond  there  to  here,  as  (he  evidently  points  at  her  heart, 
and  fo  explains  herfe.f  in  the  icquel.  Glajjy  iw  glujj'e  Mr.  Theobald 

with  us  in.  StW&rJ. 

#'  ///  long  l*fl.]  Correded  in  1750. 

Is 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN,     u 

Is  not  done  rafhly;  your  firft  thought  is  more 
Than  others' labour'd  meditance;  your  premeditating 
More  than  their  actions ;  but,  (oh,  Jove !)  your  actions, 
Soon  as  they  move,  as  ofprays  do  the  fifh, 
Subdue  before  they  touch  :  Think,  dear  duke,  think 
What  beds  our  flain  kings  have  ! 

2  Queen.  What  griefs  our  beds, 
That  our  dear  lords  have  none  ! 

3  Queen.  None  fit  for  th'  dead  : 

Thofe  that  with  cords,  knives,  drams11,  precipitance, 
Weary  of  this  world's  light,  have  to  themfelves 
Been  Death's  moil  horrid  agents,  human  grace 
Affords  them  duil  and  fhadow. 

i  Queen.  But  our  lords 
Lie  blift'ring  'fore  the  vifitating  fun, 
And  were  good  kings,  when  living. 

Thef.  It  is  true  j 
And  I  will  give  you  comfort, 
To  give  your  dead  lords  graves  l* : 
The  which  to  do  muft  make  fome  work  with  Creon. 

i  Queen.  And  that  work  now  prefents  itfelf  to  th' 

doing  13 : 

Now  'twill  take  form ;  the  heats  are  gone  tomorrow  $ 
Then  bootlefs  Toil  muft  recompenfe  itfelf, 
With  its  own  fweat;  now  he's  fecure, 
Not  dreams  we  ftand  before  your  puiffance, 
Rinfing  your  holy  begging  u  in  our  eyes, 

11  Drams  precipitance.]  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  disjoin  thefe  two,  the 
one  expreffing  poiibn,  the  other  leaping  down  precipices.  Seaward. 

Precipitance  is,  we  think,  rightly  disjoined  from  drams ;  but  fjgni- 
fies,  in  general,  the  unhappy  precipitation  of  filicides  in  getting  rid  of 
their  lives,  not  the  particular  a£t  of  -leaping  down  precipices^  which 
ieems  to  us  a  ridiculous  explanation. 

lz  To give  your  dead  lords  graves."]  As  both  the  fenfe  and  meafure 
are  fomewhat  deficient,  there  is  reaion  to  fufpect  a  part  of  the  fen- 
tence  dropt,  perhaps  fomewhat  like  the  following  might  have  been 
the  original. 

But  /  will  give  you  comfort,  and  engage 
Myielf  and  pow'rs  to  give  your  dead  lords  graves.  Senvard. 
'*   And  that  work  prefents,  fcfr.J    Former  editions.        StixarJ. 
f*  Wrinching  0«r  holy  begging.}  Corrected  in  1750. 

To 
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To  make  petition  clear. 

i  Queen.  Now  you  may  take  him, 
.  Drunk  with  his  victory. 

3  Qveen.  And  his  army  full 
.  Of  bread  and  floth. 

Tbef.  Artefius,  that  beft  know'ft 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  this  enterprize 
The  prim'ft  for  this  proceeding,  and  the  number 
To  carry  fuch  a  bufinefs  ;  forth  and  levy 
...Our  worthier!  infcruments  -,  whilft  we  difpatch 
This  grand  aft  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  fate  in  wedlock  ! 

i  Queen.  Dowagers,  take  hands  ! 
Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes  I5  !  Delay 
Commends  us  to  a  famifhing  hope. 

All.  Farewell! 


Cull  forth,  as  unpang'd  Judgment  can,  fit'ft  time 
For  bed  folicitation  ? 

f'bef.  Why,  good  ladies, 
This  is  a  fervice,  whereto  I  am  going, 
Greater  than  any  war  l6  ;  it  more  imports  me 
Than  all  the  actions  tha£  I  have  foregone, 
Or  futurely  can  cope. 

i  Queen.  The  more  proclaiming 
Our  fuit  fhall  be  neglefted  :  When  her  arms, 
Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a  fynod,  fhall 

1?  Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes.']  i.  e.  Let  us  continue  flill  in  th« 
inoft  dillrefs'd  widowhood  by  the  continuance  of  our  woes.  The 
expreffion  tho'  not  quite  clear,  will  give  this  fenfe  which  is  certainly 
a  fine  one  ;  and  in  fuch  writers  as  our  Authors  we  me  ft  not  always  ex- 
peft  that  pejfpicuity  as  we  meet  with  in  poems  of  lefs  depth.  For 
this  reafon  I  cannot  admit  a  conjecture  of  Mr.  Sympfon,  tho'  it  is  un 
doubtedly  an  ingenious  one: 

Let  us  be  wedded  to  our  woes.  Seward. 

16  This  if  a  fervice,  whereto  I  am  going, 

Greater  than  any  was.]  War  [which  is  Theobald's  variation} 
inftead  of  was  is  a  great  improvement  of  the  old  text,  and  I  verily 
Jbelieve  it  the  Author's  word.  The  fervice  J  am  now  going  to,  ft.  e. 
rny  marriage)  is  of  more  import  to  my  happinefs  than  any  war  can 
pofiiblv  be.  '  SpwaifJ. 

By 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN.      ij 
By  warranting  moon-light  corflet  thee,  oh,  when 
Her  twinning  cherries  l?  fhall  their  fweetnefs  fall 
Upon  thy  tafteful  lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Of  rotten  kings,  or  blubber'd  queens  ?  what  care 
For  what  thou  feel'ft  not,  what  thou  feel 'ft  being  able 
To  make  Mars  fpurn  his  drum  ?  Oh,  if  thou  couch 
But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in't  will 
Take  hoftage  of  thee  for  a  hundred,  and 
Thou  ihalt  remember  nothing  more  than  what 
That  banquet  bids  thee  to. 

Hip.  Tho'  much  unlike 

You  fhould  be  fo  tranfported,  as  much  forry 
I  fhould  be  fuch  a  fuitor  j  yet  I  think 
Did  I  not,  by  th*  abftaining  of  my  joy, 
Which  breeds  a  deeper  longing,  cure  their  furfeitj. 
That  craves  a  prefent  med'cine,  I  fhould  pluck 
All  ladies'  fcandal  on  me  :  Therefore,  Sir> 
As  I  fhall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayers, 
Either  prefuming  them  to  have  fome  force, 
Or  fentencing  for  ay  their  vigour  dumb, 
Prorogue  this  bufinefs  we  are  going  about,  and  hang; 
Your  fhield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I  freely  lend 
To  do  thefe  poor  Queens  fervice  ! 

All  Queens.  Oh,  help  now  ! 
Our  caufe  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emi.  If  you  grant  not 
My  fitter  her  petition,  in  that  forcey 
With  that  celerity  and  nature,  which 
She  makes  it  in,  from  henceforth  I'll  not  dare 
To  afk  you  any  thing,  nor  be  fo  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a  hufband. 

ttef.  Pray  ftand  up  ! 
I  am  entreating  of  myfelf  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me.     Perithous, 
Lead  on  the  bride  !  Get  you  and  pray  the  gods 
For  fuccefs  and  return  ;  omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  celebration.     Queens, 

f?  Her  twining  cberries.\  Theobald  corrected  the  fpelling  here. 

Follovf 
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Follow  your  foldier  (as  before)  hence  you, 

And  at  the  banks  of  Aulis  IS  meet  us  with 

The  forces  you  can  raife,  where  we  fhall  find 

The  moiety  of  a  number,  for  a  bulinefs 

More  bigger  look'd  ! — Since  that  our  theme  is  hafle, 

I  flamp  this  kifs  upon  thy  currant  lip; 

Sweet,  keep  it  as  my  token  !  Set  you  forward ; 

For  I  will  fee  you  gone.      [Exeunt  towards  the  temple. 

Farewell,  my  beauteous  filler !  Perithous, 

Keep  the  feafl  full  j  bate  not  an  hour  on't ! 

Per.  Sir, 

I'll  follow  you  at  heels :  The  feaft's  folcmnity 
Shall  want  till  your  return  '9. 

Thef.  Coufm,  I  charge  you 
Budge  not  from  Athens ;  we  Ihall  be  returning 
Ere  you  can  end  this  feafl,  of  which  Tpray  you 
Make  no  abatement.     Once  more,  farewell  all ! 

1  §>ueen.  Thus  dofl  thou  flill  make  good  the  tongue 

o'th'  world. 

2  Queen.  And  earn'fl  a  deity  equal  with  Mars. 

3  §>ueen.  If  not  above  him  -,  for, 

Thou  being  but  mortal,  mak'fl  affections  bend 
To  godlike  honours  j  they  themfelves^  fome  fay, 
Groan  under  fuch  a  maflery. 

Thef.  As  we  are  men, 

Thus  fhould  we  do ;  being  fenfually  fubdued, 
We  lofe  our  humane  title.  Goodcheer,ladies!  [Flourijh. 
Now  turn  we  tow'rds  your  qomforts.  [Exeunt. 

18  And  at  the  banks  of  Anly.]  Mr.  Theobald  Tent  me  a  very 
probable  conjecture  upon  this  place,  none  of  us  being  able  to  find  in 
any  geographer  fuch  z.  name  as  Anly  in  Greece,  he  reads  Aulis  the 
celebrated  fea  port  between  Athens  and  Thebes.  It  would  indeed  be 
more  convincing  were  there  a  river  of  that  name,  for  I  don't  know 
whether  it  be  proper  in  fpeaking  of  Calais  or  Dover  to  fay,  Meet  me 
at  the  banks  of  Dover.  But  Aulis  being  a  fituation  fo  exceedingly 
proper  to  be  mentioned  here,  I  fliil  believe  it  the  true  word,  and  per 
haps  banks  may  be  alfo  a  corruption,  it  might  have  been  At  the  gates, 
or  at  the  port,  or  at  the  back  cf  Aulis.  Seward. 

!9  Shall  want  till  your  return.]  The  Editors  of  1750,  for  want 
read  iv ait ;  but  want  feems  genuine  ;  fignifying,  the  celebration  of  the 
nuptials  (hould  remain  incomplete  till  his  return, as  Perithous  had  rather 
accompany  Thefeus  than  Hay  behind  to  be  his  proxy,as  the  latter  defires. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite. 

Arc.  Dear  Palamon,  dearer  in  love  than  blood? 
And  our  prime  coufin,  yet  unharden'd  in 
The  crimes  of  nature ;  let  us  leave  the  city 
Thebes,  and  the  temptings  in't,  before  we  further 
Sully  our  glofs  of  youth ! 
And  here  to  keep  in  abflinence  we  fhame 
As  in  incontinence  :  For  not  to  fwim 
I'th*  head  o'th'  current10,  were  almoft  to  fmk> 
At  leaft  to  fruftrate  flriving ;  and  to  follow 
The  common  ftream,  'twould  bring  us  to  an  eddy 
Where  we  fhould  turn  or  drown  j  if  labour  thro', 
Our  gain  but  life,  and  weaknefs. 

Pal.  Your  advice 

Is  cried  up  with  example :  What  ftrange  ruins, 
Since  firft  we  went  to  fchool,  may  we  perceive 
Walking  in  Thebes  !  Scars,  and  bare  weeds, 
The  gain  o'th'  martialift,  who  did  propound 
To  his  bold  ends,  honour,  and  golden  ingots, 
Which,  tho'  he  won,  he  had  not ;  and  now  flurted 
By  Peace,  for  whom  he  fought !  Who  then  fhall  offer 
To  Mars's  fo-fcorn'd  altar  ?  I  do  bleed 
When  fuch  I  meet,  and  wifh  great  Juno  would 
Refume  her  ancient  fit  of  jealoufy, 
To  get  the  foldier  work,  that  Peace  might  purge 
For  her  repletion,  and  retain  anew 
Her  charitable  heart,  now  hard,  and  harfher 
Than  Strife  or  War  could  be. 

Arc.  Are  you  not  out  ? 
Meet  you  no  ruin,  but  the  foldier  in 

*°  Tib*  aid  o^tfr  current  ]  The  variation  is  from  Theobald's  con 
jecture,  which  we  think  a  happy  one,  tho'  rejected  by  Seward.  The 
old  reading,  if  fenfe,  is  very  hard.  Palamon  fays,  a  few  fpeeches  lower, 

< Either  1  am 

The  fore-horfe  in  the  team,  or  1  am  none 
'  fequent  tract. 

The 
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The  cranks  and  turns  of  Thebes  ?  You  did  begin 
As  if  you  met  decays  of  many  kinds : 
Perceive  you  none  that  do  aroufe  your  pity, 
But  th'  unconfider'd  foldier  ?        * 

Pal.  Yes;  I  pity 

Decays  where-e'er  I  find  them ;  but  fuch  molt 
That,  fweating  in  an  honourable  toil, 
Are  paid  with  ice  to  cool  'em. 

Arc.  'Tis  not  this 

I  did  begin  to  fpeak  of;  this  is  virtue 
Of  no  refpe6t  in  Thebes :  I  fpake  of  Thebes, 
How  dangerous,  if  we  will  keep  our  honours, 
It  is  for  our  refiding;  where  ev'ry  evil 
Hath  a  good  colour ;  where  ev'ry  feeming  goad's 
A  certain  evil  3  where  not  to  be  ev'n  jump 
As  they  are21,  here  were  to  be  ftrangers,  and 
Such  things  to  be  mere  monfters. 

Pal.  It  is  in  our  power 
(Unlefs  we  fear  that  apes  can  tutor's)  to 
Be  matters  of  our  manners :  What  need  I 
Affect  another's  gait,  which  is  not  catching 
Where  there  is  faith  ?  or  to  be  fond  upon 
Another's  way  of  fpeech,  when  by  mine  own 
I  may  be  reasonably  conceiv'd ;  fav'd  too, 
Speaking  it  truly  ?  Why  am  I  bound 
By  any  generous  bond  to  follow  him 
Follows  his  tailor,  haply  fo  long,  until 
The  followed  make  purfuit  ?  Or  let  me  know^ 
Why  mine  own  barber  is  unblefs'd,  with  him 
My  poor  chin  too,  for  'tis  not  fciffar'd  juft 
To  fuch  a  favourite's  glafs  ?  What  canon  is  there 
That  does  command  my  rapier  from  my  hip, 

ai  Where  not  to  be  erfn  jump 

As  they  are.']  Jump,  in  our  nncient  writers,  frequently  means 
juft  exaft ;'  fometimes  to  agree.     So,  in  Ocheiio,  ad:  ii.  fcene  iii. 
'  Myfelf,  the  while,  will  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
'  And  bring  him  jump  where  he  may  Caffio  find 
'  Soliciting  his  wife.' 

Again,  '  Not  two-of  themjumfe  in  one  tale.'     Pierce  Pennileffe  his 
Supplication,  p.  29.  R. 

To 
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To  dangle't  in  my  hand,  or  to  go  tip-toe 
Before  the  flreet  be  foul  ?  Either  I  am 
The  fore-horfe  in  the  team,  or  t  am  none 
That  draw  i'th'  fequent  trace !  Thefe  poor  flight  fores 
Need  not  a  plantain  -,  that  which  rips  my  bofom, 
Almoft  to  th'  heart,  's 

Arc.  Our  uncle  Creon. 

Pal.  He, 

A  moll  unbounded  tyrant !  whofe  fucceffes 
Make  Heav'n  unfear'd  ",  and  villainy  aiTur'd, 
Beyond  its  power ;  there's  nothing  almoft  puts 
Faith  in  a  fever,  and  deifies  alone 
Voluble  chance — who  only  attributes 
The  faculties  of  other  inftruments 
To  his  own  nerves  and  aft ;  commands  mens'  fervice, 

2Z  Makes  Heaven  unfeaSd,  and  villainy  cjfur'd, 

Beyond  its  power ',  there's  nothing  almoji  puts 

Faith  in  a  favour,  and  deifies  alone 

Voluble  chance.]  This  fentence  as  hitherto  printed  has  been  a 
mere  chaos,  for  firit  what  is  making  villainy  ailur'd  beyond  its  power  ? 
and  how  does  nothing  almoft  put  faith  in  a  fever  ?  The  true  adjjuftment  of 
the  paints  reftores  connexion,  fenfe,  and  beauty,  *  The  luccefles  of 
'  the  tyrant  makes  Heaven  unfear'd,  and  villainy  aflfur'd  that  nothing 
'  is  beyond  its  power;  which  almoft  ftaggers  the  faith  of  good  men, 
'  and  makes  them  think  that  Chance  and  not  a  juft  Providence  governs 
'  the  world.'  The  moral  of 'this  is  extremely  beautiful,  foritisjuft 
utter'd  before  they  hear  that  Thefeus  the  inftrument  of  divine  ven 
geance  is  at  hand,  and  the  thunder  burftingon  the  head  of  Creon.  In 
jthe  emendation  of  the  points  in  this  paf&ge,  Mr.  Sympfon  concurr'd 
with  me.  Seward. 

Seward  points, 

Beyond  its  pow'r  there" s  nothing  ;  a/moft,  &C. 

In  more  than  the  two  lalt  lines  it  is  difficult  to  make  cut  even  a 
tolerable  conftruftion,  and  in  the  firft  line  and  half  ac  leait,  S;ward 
has  perverted  the  fenfe  by  altering  the  points : 

Wbofe  JitccfJ/es 

Make  Heav'n  unfcar  d,  and  'villainy  afluirA 

Beyond  its  power  ; 

plainly  fignifies,  that  '  Creon's  fuccefs  diminlmes  our  fear  of  the  gods, 
*  by  making  us  fuppofe  that  Guilt  can  oppofe  their  power,  and  defend 
'  itfelf  from  their  juftice.'— ITS  power  refers  to  Heav'n,  not  to  villainy. 
The  next  fentence  appears  to  be  incomplete,  probably  by  a  cafual 
omiiTion,  or  poffibly  on  purnofe  broken  off  abruptly  ;  if  the  latter, 
there  mould  be  a  dam  after  -voluble  chance. 

VOL.  X.  B  And 


i8      THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 

And  what  they  win  in't,  boot  and  glory  too Z3 ; 
That  fears  not  to  do  harm  •,  good  dares  not :  Let 
The  blood  of  mine  that's  fibbe  to  him Z4,  be  fuck'cE 
From  me  v/ith  leeches ;  let  them  break  and  fall 
Off  me  with  that  corruption  ! 

Arc.  Clear- fpirited  coufinr. 

Let's  leave  his  court,  .that  we  may  nothing  fhar£ 
Of  his  loud  infamy  !  for  our  milk 
Will  reiifh  of  the  pafture,  and  we  mufl 
Be  vile,  or  difobedient;  not  his  kinfmen 
In  blood,  unlefs  in  quality. 

Pal.  Nothing  truer ! 

I  think  the  echoes  of  his  fhames  have  deaf  'd 
The  ears  of  heav'nly  juftice  :  Widows'  cries 
Defcend  again  into  their  throats,  and  have  notr 
Due  audience  of  the  gods. — Valerius  ! 

Enter  Valerius. 

VaL  The  king  calls  for  you  5  yet  be  leaden-footed^ 
'Till  his  great  rage  be  off  him  !  Phoebus  when 
He  broke  his  whipfcock,  and  exclaim'd  againft  % 
The  horfes  of  the  fun,  but  whifper'oV  to 
The  lotidnefs  of  his  fury. 

Pal.  Small  winds  fhals:e  him  -, 
But  what's  the  matter  ? 

Val.  Thefeus  (who  where  he  threats  appals)  hath  feat 
Deadly  defiance  to  him,   and  pronounces 
Ruin  to  Thebes;  who  is  at  hand  to  feal 
Tiie  promife  of  his  wrath.. 

Arc.  Let  him  approach  ! 

But  that  we  fear  the  gods  in  him,  he  brings  not 
A  jot  of  terror  to  us :  Yet  what  man 
Thirds  his  own-  worth  (the  cafe  is  each  of  ours)- 
When  that  his  adion's  dreg^d  with,  mind  afTur'd; 
'Tis  bad  he  goes  about  ? 


z*  Boot  and  glory  on.]  Former  eclhicns  ;  I  read  fcoy  i.  e.  both  the  ad 
vantage  anti  honour.  S sward. 

~*  That's  f^bbe  to  him."]  i.  e.  \Kin.     It  is  fpelt  fib  by  Spenfer  and 
falbe  by  Chaucer. 
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Pal.  Leave  that  unreafon'd  ! 
Our  fervices  ftand  now  for  Thebes,  not  Creon. 
Yet,  to  be  neutral  to  him,  were  difhonour, 
Rebellious  to  oppofe;  therefore  we  muft 
With  him  ftand  to  the  mercy  of  our  Fate, 
Who  hath  bounded  our  lad  minute. 

Arc.  So  we  muft. 

Is't  faid  this  war's  afoot  ?  or  it  ihall  be, 
On  fail  of  fome  condition  ? 

VaL  'Tis  in  motion , 

The  intelligence  of  ftate  came  in  the  inftant 
With  the  defier. 

Pal.  Let's  to  the  king  !  who,  were  he 
A  quarter  carrier  of  that  honour  which 
His  enemy  comes  in>  the  blood  we  venture 
Should  be  as  for  our  health ;  which  were  not  fpent, 
Rather  laid  out  for  purchafe  :  But,  alas, 
Our  hands  advanc'd  before  our  hearts,  what  will 
The  fall  o'th'  ftroke  do  damage  ? 

Arc.  Let  th'  event, 
That  never-erring  arbitrator,  tell  us 
When  we  know  all  ourfelves ;  and  let  us  follow 
The  becking  of  our  chance  !  \JLxeitnt. 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  Perithous,  Hippo  lit  a,  and  Emilia. 

Per.  No  further ! 

Hip.  Sir,  farewell !  Repeat  my  wifhes 
To  our  great  lord,  of  whole  fuccefs  I  dare  not 
Make  any  timorous  queftion  ;  yet  I  wifh  him 
Excels  and  overflow  of  power,   an't  might  be, 
To  cure  ill-dealing  fortune  2\     Speed  to  him  ! 

2*  70  dure  ill-dealing  Fortune.]  This  makes  an  odd  crmclsjfion  to 
the  climax  of  Hippojita's  good  withes  to  her  hufband.  She  wifced 
him  not  only  fuccsfs ,  but  fuch  excefs  of  it  as  to  do  what?  why,  tt> 
be  able  to  bear  ill  fortune,  I  read, 

'To  cure  ill-dealing  Fcrfune, 

i.  *.To  take  from  Fortune  her  malignity  or  the  power  of  ever  deal 
ing  ill  to  him  again.  Mr.  Svmpfon  has  fince  fent  me  dare  as  his 
conje&ure.  &corn/ 

B  2  Store 
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Store  never  hurts  good  governors. 

Per.  Tho'  I  know 

His  ocean  needs  not  my  poor  drops,  yet  they 
Muft  yield  their  tribute  there.     My  precious  maicl, 
Thofe  beft  affe&ions  that  the  Heav'ns  infufe 
In  their  beft-temper'd  pieces,  keep  enthron'd 
In  your  dear  heart ! 

Emi.  Thanks,  Sir!  Remember  me 
To  our  all-royal  brother !  for  whofe  fpeed 
The  great  Bellona  I'll  folicit:  And 
Since,  in  our  terrene  ftate,  petitions  are  not 
Without  gifts  underftood,  I'll  offer  to  her 
What  I  fhall  be  advis'd  flie  likes.     Our  hearts 
Are  in  his  army,  in  his  tent ! 

Hip.  In's  bofom! 

We  have  been  foldiers,  and  we  cannot  weep 
When  our  friends  don  their  helms,  or  put  to  fea, 
Or  tell  of  babes  broach'd  on  the  lance,  or  women 
That  have  fod  their  infants  in  (and  after  eat  them) 
The  brine  they  wept  at  killing  'em :  Then  if 
You  flay  to  fee  of  us  fuch  fpinflers,  we 
Should  hold  you  here  for  ever. 

Per.  Peace  be  to  you, 
As  I  purfue  this  war  !  which  fhall  be  then 
Beyond  further  requiring.  [Exit. 

Emi.  How  his  longing 

Follows  his  friend  !  Since  his  depart,  his  fports, 
Tho'  craving  ferioufnefs  and  {kill,  pafl  (lightly 
His  carelefs  execution,  where  nor  gain 
Made  him  regard,  or  lofs  confider  ;  but 
Playing  o'er  bulinefs  in  his  hand,  another 
Directing  in  his  head,  his  mind  nurfe  equal 
To  thefe  fo  diff'ring  twins !    Have  you    obferv'd 

him 
Since  our  great  lord  departed  ? 

Hip.  With  much  labour, 

And  I  did  love  him  for't.     They  two  have  cabin'd 
In  many  as  dangerous,  as  poor  a  corner, 
Peril  and  Want  contending,  they  have  fkift 
Torrents,  whofe  roaring  tyranny  and  power 
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F  th'  leaft  of  thefe  was  dreadful  *6;  and  they  have 
Fought  out  together,  where  Death's  felf  was  lodg'd, 
Yet  Fate  hath  brought  them  off.  Their  knot  of  love 
Tied,  weav'd,  entangled,  with  fo  true,  fo  long, 
And  with  a  finger  of  fo  deep  a  cunning, 
May  be  out-worn,  never  undone.     I  think 
Thefeus  cannot  be  umpire  to  himfelf. 
Cleaving  his  confcience  into  twain,  and  doing 
Each  fide  like  juftice,  which  he  loves  beft. 

Emi.  Doubtlefs, 

There  is  a  beft,  and  Reafon  has  no  manners 
To  fay  it  is  not  you.     I  was  acquainted 
Once  with  a  time,  when  I  enjoy'd  a  playfellow; 
You  were  at  wars  when  fhe  the  grave  enrich'd, 
"Who  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave  o'th'  moon 
(Which  then  look'd  pale  at  parting)  when  our  count 
Was  each  eleven. 

Hip.  'Twas  Flavina. 

Emi.  Yes. 

You  talk  of  Perithous'  and  Thefeus' love: 
Theirs  has  more  ground,  is  more  maturely  feafon'd, 
More  buckled  with  ftrong  judgment ,  and  their  needs 
The  one  of  th'  other  may  be  faid  to  water 
Their  intertangled  roots  of  love ;  but  I 
And  fhe  (I  figh  and  fpoke  of)  were  things  innocent, 


they  have  Jkift 


torrents,  <whoj'e  roaring  tyranny  and power, 
P  th'  leajl  of  thefe  ivas  dreadful.]  The  expreffion  here  is  ob- 
fcure ;  the  pronoun  theft,  whether  ir  relates  to  tyranny  and  power  or 
to  torrents,  feems  very  forc'd.  Whofe  tyranny  and ponver  in  the  leaft 
of  thefe  torrents,  or  of  their  tyranny  and  power,  ivas  dreadful.  I 
lhall  not  obtrude  my  conjecture  upon  the  reader,  as  the  original ;  it 
departs  rather  too  far  from  the  trace  of  the  letters,  but  it  is  offered 
as  what  I  could  have  wifh'd  the  Poets  to  have  wrote. 

they  have  Jkift 

Torrents,  luhofe  roaring  tyranny  and  power 
r  tfr  beft  of  (hips  were  dreadful. 

/.  e.  in  a  finall  fkiff  they  have  endured  iiorms  which  would  have  been 
terrible  to  the  largeft  (hips.  Bewara*. 

The  text  is  obfcure  ;  but  the  conjectural  reading  ridiculous.  Tlje 
fenfe  feems  to  be,  *  That  the  very  leaft  of  their  dangers  and  dijtrefict 
«  was  dreadful? 

B  3  Lov'd 
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Lov'd  for  we  did,  and  like  the  elements 

That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 

Rare  iliues  by  their  operance  ;  our  fouls 

Did  fo  to  one  another:  What  flie  lik'd, 

Was  then  of  me  approved  ;  what  not,  condemn'd, 

No  more  arraignment"7  -,  the  flower  that  I  would  pluck 

And  put  between  my  breads,  (oh,  then  but  beginning 

To  fwell  about  the  bloffom  a8)  fhe  would  long 

'Till  fhe  had  fuch  another,  and  commit  it 

To  the  like  innocent  cradle,  where  phcenix-like 

They  died  in  perfume  ;  on  my  head  no  toy 

But  was  her  pattern  ;  her  affecliions  (pretty, 

Tho'  happily  her  carelefs  wear)  I  follow'd 

For  my  moil  ferious  decking  Z9  ;  had  mine  ear 

*?   No  more  arraignment.]  i.  e.  fays  Dr.  Dodd,  *  Her  not  liking  it 
Vw.as  fufiicient  to  condemn  it,  without  any  further  arraignment,  or 
f  bringing  it  to  its  trial.' 
z3   O#,  then  but  beginning 

To  fa  ell  about  the  bloflorn.']  Somewhat  fimilar  to  this  is  a  paffag$ 
in  Cymbeline,  where  Jachnno,  defcribing  Imogen  afleep,  fays^ 
<   -  _.  .......  —  on  her  left  breait 

'  A  mole  cinque-  fpotied,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
«  Fth'  bpitom  of  a  cowilip,  &c.* 
on  my  head  no  toy 


But  washer  patterns  ;   her  affeflions  (pretty 
Thd*  happeiy,  HER  cartles,  WERE,  1  followed 
For,  &c.]  Thus  the  olc  quarto.     Sympfon  firit  propofed, 
But  was  her  pattern  \  her  affections  pretty 
(The"  happily  THEY  carelefs  WERE)  If  allowed  > 
£nd  afterwards, 

But  IV  as  h;r  pattew,  her  afFeftions  ;  pretty 
'7  ho'  happily  H  E  R  carckfi  w  E  A  R  7/o//cwV. 

Ti;e  firft,  Sevvard  reject?,  becaufe  *  to  term  an  accidental  carelefs  or- 
*  n;:mv  :nt  the  alk'Cbons  of  the  weaker,  is  fcarcely  to  be  defended  -^ 
and  the  fecond,  '  as  not  thinking  the  words  Englifli.'  Tha;  gentle- 
liL.n  punts  ihus  : 

Hut  was  her  f>fitiern>  her  afyt<Ttion  j   HER 
Pretty,   iko"  hripSy  carelefs  WE  AR,   Jfo//ofiv'1^; 

and  obferves,  that   the  being  obliged  to  depart  fo  far  from  the  trace 
of  the  letters,  is,  he  believes,  the  chief  objection  to  his  reading. 
£)r,  Dodd  [Beauties  of  Shakefpear,  vol.  i.  p.  92]  reads, 
But  was  her  pattern:   her  afFedions  (pretty, 
fih<f  happily.  THEY  careless  WERE)  ffeliaixdi 

giving  us  upon  tins  p;<f£igc;  the  following  note:  '  -  flie  fays,  *  She 
*t  Had  no  toy  on  h«r  i'lea^i,  but  that  became  her  friend's  pattern  : 
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Stol'n  fome  new  air^  or  at  adventure  humm'd  one  JC> 
From  mufical  coinage,  why,  it  was  a  note 
Whereon  her  fpirits  would  fojourn,  (rather  dwell  on5') 
And  fing  it  in  her  (lumbers  :  This  rehearfal 
(Which  furely  Innocence  wots  well ?1)  comes  in 
Like  old  Importment's  baflard  ;  has  this  end, 

And   her  affections  [the  things  her  fsiend  afrbctcd,  or  Hk'd,  in 
which  fenfe  the  word  is  frequently  ufedj  (ever  pretty,  tho1  perhaps 
they  were  merely  cafual  and  caretefs  at  firil.)  yet  (he  fo  much  ap 
proved  that  (he  follow'd  them  for  her  moll  ierious  deeding.'    The 
reader  will  find  this   paffi^e  differently  read  by  the  late  Editors : 
Poflibly  fome  may  object  againft  a  carelefs  drefs  beiitg  caJled  the 
ajfefliosi  of  the  wearer,  and  afk  how  any  one   can  affetf  or  like 
that,  which  they  take  no  care  about  ?   I  think  two  aniwcrs  may  be 
given  :  It   is   well   known   how  much  fome  ladies  affeft  a  carciefi 
way  of  drefiing;  and  what  Teems  in  them,  often  the  effect  of  mere 
chance  is    the  produce  of  their  utmolt  Itudy — confoimable  to  the 
old  maxim  ars  eft  ce'are  artem,  or  it  may  be,  the  lady  calls  thofe 
the  ajfe&ians  of'her  friend,  which  (he  he-felf  efteem'd  fo,  and  which, 
as  being  hers,  (he  admiYd  : — Perhaps  we  might  read  the  pafiage 
thus,  if  thefe  reafons  are  not  fatisfactory : 

'  But  was  •her  'pattern,  her.  affect  ;  her  pretty 

'   Though  happily,   HER  carelrfs.vt-&\nt  1  foiled, 

*  which  is  almoft  the  fame  with  that  Mr.  Seward  places  in  the  text.'* 

The  difficulties  of  the  paff'ge  appear  to  have  arifen  partly  from  3. 
anis-fpelling  ({were  fa  wear)  and  partly  from  the  commentators'  mif- 
apprehenfion  of  the  word  ajfcSions,  which  is  not  here  ufed  to  fignify 
a  folid  mature  preference  (as  Seward  -Teems  to  think  it)  but  merely 
choice,  fancy.  The  plain  fignificstion  then  appears  to  be,  '  Her  fancy 

*  (which  was  fure  to  be  pretty,  even  in  her  molt  CARELESS  dref;)   I 
'  copied  in  my  molt  STUDIED  adornments.'  If  this  explanation  is  ad- 
mifiible,  there  wants   only  the  orthographical  correction  :   We  need 
jiot  fo  much  as,  with  Dr.  Do.dd,  alter  her  to  they,  much  lefs  fubfcriba 
to  Mr.  Sevvard's  violent  modes — It  may  not   be  amifs  to  remark, 
.that,  in  the  old  quarto,  the parentbefa  begins  at  the  word  ^//j,  bat 
js  -nowhere  clofed. 

30  Or  at  adventure  'humnC d  on 

From  mufic&l  coinage.]  The  correction  propofed  by  Seward. 

31  Wbereon,  &c.]   Dr.  Dodd  makes  the  following  very  ingenious 
remark  :  *  The  reader  will  be  ple:.fed,  well  to  obferve  that  heavy  line, 

*  Wker-eon  ker  fpirits  would  fojourn  (rather  dwell  or.}  : 

*  Do  not  the  lait  words  found  as  if  they  had  been  a  marginal  note  of 
'  fome  critic,   or  a  remark  of  a  prompter  ?'  The  conjecture  is  fo 
.very  probable,  and  the  pafTage  would  be  fo  much  amended,  we  ^are 
.^imoit  inclined  to  difcard  the  words. 

3Z  (Which  fury-innocent  wots  well)  ]  Amended  by  Sympfon. 

6  That 
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That  the  true  love  'tween  maid  and  maid  may  be 
More  than  in  fex  dividual  5J. 

Hip.  You're  out  of  breath  ; 
And  this  high-fpeeded  pace  is  but  to  fay, 
That  you  ihall  never,  like  the  maid  Flavina, 
Love  any  that's  call'd  man. 

Emi.  I'm  fure  I  (hall  not. 

Hip.  Now,  alack,  weak  fitter, 
I  mult  no  more  believe  thee  in  this  point 
(Tho'  in't  I  know  thou  doft  believe  thyfelf ) 
Than  I  will  truft  a  fickly  appetite, 
That  loaths  even  as  it  longs.     But  fure,  my  fifler> 
If  I  were  ripe  for  your  perfuafion,  you 
Have  faid  enough  to  fhake  me  from  the  arm 
Of  the  all-noble  Thefeus;  for  whofe  fortunes 
I  will  now  in  and  kneel,  with  great  aflurance, 
That  we,  more  than  his  Perithous,  poflefs 
The  high  throne  in  his  heart. 

Emi.  I  am  not 
Againft  your  faith  ;  yet  I  continue  mine.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE      IV. 

« 

A  I  at  tie  ftruck  within  ;  then  a  retreat ;  flour  ifh.  Then 
enter  tfhejeus  (victor) ;  the  three  Queens  meet  him> 
and  fall  on  their  faces  before  him. 

i  Qiteen.  To  thee  no  ftar  be  dark ! 
i  <j$ueen.  Both  Heav'n  and  earth 
'Friend  thee  for  ever  ! 

3  Qneen.  All  the  good  that  may 
Be  wilh'd  upon  thy  head,  I  cry  amen  to't ! 

Th'  impartial  gods,  who  from  the  mounted 
Heav'n  s 


35  ft  fore  than  in  fex  individual.]  As  the  vvoid  individual  is  very 
common,  but  dividual  not  fo,  the  tranfcriber  or  printer  put  the  one 
for  the  other  here,  though  it  abfolutely  deftroyed  both  fenfe  and 
meafure.  Mr.  Sympfon  too  favv  und  corrected  the  error.  Sex  divi 
dual  for  different  fexes  is  perhaps  an  uncommon  but  a  perfectly 
poetical  expreifton,  Sewant. 

View 
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View  us  their  mortal  herd,  behold  who  err, 
And  in  their  time  chaflife.     Go,  and  find  out 
The  bones  of  your  dead  lords,  and  honour  them 
With  treble  ceremony !  rather  than  a  gap 
Should  be  in  their  dear  rites,  we  would  fupply't. 
But  thofe  we  will  depute  which  fhall  inveft 
You  in  your  dignities,  and  ev'n  each  thing 
Our  hafte  does  leave  imperfect :  So  adieu, 
And  Heav'n's  good  eyes  look  on  you  ! — What  arc 
thofe  ?  [Exeunt  Queens. 

Herald.  Men  of  great  quality,  as  may  be  judg'd 
By  their  appointment;  fome  of  Thebes  havetold's 
They're  filter's  children,  nephews  to  the  king. 

3?bef.  By  th'  helm  of  Mars,  I  faw  them  in  the  war, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  lions,  fuccour'd  with  prey, 
Make  lanes  in  troops  aghaft :  I  fix'd  my  note 
Constantly  on  them ;  for  they  were  a  mark 
Worth  a  god's  view!  What  prifonerwas't  that  told  me, 
When  I  enquir'd  their  names  ? 

Herald.  With  leave,  they're  called 
Arcite  and  Palamon. 

Tbef.  Tis  right;    thofe,  thofe. 
They  are  not  dead  ? 

.   Herald.  Nor  in  a  ftate  of  life  :  Had  they  been  taken 
When  their  laft  hurts  were  given,  'twas  poffible 
They  might  have  been  recover'd  j  yet  they  breathe, 
And  have  the  name  of  men. 

fbsf.  Then  like  men  ufe  'em  ! 
The  very  lees  of  fuch,  millions  of  rates 
Exceed  the  wine  of  others ;  all  our  furgeons 
Convent  in  their  behoof;  our  richeft  balms, 
Rather  than  niggard,  -wafte  !  their  lives  concern  us 
Much  more  than  Thebes  is  worth.  Rather  than  have 

'em 

Freed  of  this  plight,  and  in  their  morning  ftate, 
Sound  and  at  liberty,  I  would  'em  dead ; 
But,  forty  thoufand  fold,  we'd  rather  have  'em 
Prifoners  to  us  than  Death.     Bear  'em  fpeedily 
From  our  kind  air  (to  them  unkind),  and  minifter 

What 
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What  man  to  man  may  do  !  for  our  fake,  more  ! 
Since  I  have  known  frights,  fury,  friends,  behefts, 
Loves,  provocations  343  zeal,  a  miflrefs'  tafk, 
Defire  of  liberty,  a  fever,  madnefs, 
Sicknefs  in  will,  or  wreflling  ftrength  in  reafon  ; 
'Thath  let  a  mark  which  Nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  forne  impofition.     For  our  love, 
And  great  Apollo's  mercy,  all  our  bed 
Their  befi  (kill  tender!  —  Lead  into  the  city: 
Where  having  bound  things  fcatter'd,  we  will  poft 
To  Athens  'fore  our  army  *5.  \_Exeunt. 

H  Since  I  bow  known  fright  s,  fury,  friends,  beheits, 
Jeeves,   provocations,  %eal^  a  miftrefi  tajk, 
I)  eft  re  of  liberty,  afc<ver,  madnefs, 
Hathyt7  a  mark  mqbicb  nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  jome  impojition,  fuknefs  in  will 
Or  wrtftling  ftrength  in  reafon,  far  cur  lo~ce 
J^nd  great  Apollo's  mercy,  all  our  be  ft 

'Their  beft  fiills  tender.}   'Tis  a  great  pity  that  this  fine  enume- 
"Tation  of  the   ills  of  human  life,  (which  for  concifenefs  and  beauty 
may  almoil  vie  with  the  celebrated  one  in  the  foliloquy  of  Hamlet) 
fbould  at  iaft  by  ihe  errors  of  the  tranfcriber  or  printer  vanifli  into 
darknefs  and  obfcurity.     There  is  hopes  that  it  is  now  reftored  by  a 
very  fmall  change  in  the  auxiliary  verb  hatb>  and  a  tranfpofition  of 
|he  lines  into  the  order  which  the  fenfe  feenis  to  lequire.     I  read 
--  —  -  a  fever,  tnadnefs, 
Sicknefs  in  <u>///,  or  ivr  eft  ling  jlrengtb  in  reafon  ; 
vl  hath/f/  a  mark  which  nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  fonje  in^pojttion.      For  our  love,  &c. 
/The  fentiment  is  the  common  one, 

Non  ignara  tnali,  nriferis  fuccurrere  difcoy 

•*  That  our  own  miferies  naturally  awaken  our  compaffion  for  thofe  of 
*  others.1  When  therefore  he  has  enumerated  the  various  ills  which 
he  has  gone  thro'  he  fays,  That  thefe  ills  have  fet  a  mark  of  huma 
nity  on  his  heart  that  nature,  without  fame  impojition,  i.  e.  without 
the  addition  of  ftich  experience  could  not  have  arrived  at.  The  reader 
will  find  another  change,  initea.d  of  making  friends^  behefis,  lows, 
provocations  ^  four  of  the  ills  of  life,  as  in  the  former  editions,  I  join 
"them  and  make  only  two,  friends  behefts,  and  love  '/  provocations  ; 
the  former  is  particularly  applicable  to  Thefeus  ;  the  latter  gives  much 
the  fame  idea  as  Shakeipear's  pa-rigs  of  defpis'd  love.  Scward. 

T*his  paffage  is  extremely  difficult  and  obfcure.  Seward's  reading 
and  explanation  are  certainly  ingenious,,  and  his  flight  tranfpofition  in 
jthe  lacier  part  admiifibJe  ;  but  the  two  firll  lines  of  the  old  text  aie 


clo   Athens  for  our  army.]  The  correction  of  for   into  'fare  is 
felf-evident,  and  occurred  to  us  all  three.  Sewnrd. 

SCENE 
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SCENE       V. 

fnter  the  Queens  with  the  hearfes  of  their  knights,  in  a 
funeral  Solemnity,  £#f, 

Urns  and  odours  bring  away, 
Vapors,  fighs,  darken  the  day  ! 
Our  dole  more  deadly  looks  than  dying  ! 

Balms,  and  gums,  and  heavy  cheers, 
Sacred  vials  filPd  with  tears, 
And  clamours,  thro?  the  wild  air  flying : 

Come,  all  fad  and  folemn  fhows, 
That  are  quick-ey'd  Pleafure's  foes! 
We  convent  nought  elfe  but  woes. 
We  convent,  &c. 

3  Queen.  This  funeral  path  brings  to  your  houihold 

graves : 
Joy  feize  on  you  again  !  Peace  deep  with  him ! 

2  Queen.  And  this  to  yours  ! 

i  Queen.  Yours  this  way !  Heavens  lend 
,A  thoufand  differing  ways  to  one  fure  end  ! 

3  Queen.  This  world's  a  city  full  of  ftraying  ftreetS| 
,And  death's  the  market-place,  where  each  one  meets? 

[Exeunt  feveralfyf 


A  G   T      II.        S    C   E  N  E      I. 

Enter  Jailor  and  Wooer. 

Jailor.  Y  MAY  depart  with  little  *6,  while  I  live  3 
J[  Something  I  may  caft  to  you,  not  much.  Alas, 
The  prifon  I  keep,  tho'  it  be  for  great  ones,  yet 
They  feldom  come :  Before  one  falmon,  you 
Shall  take  a  number  o'  minnows.     I  am  given  out 

*6   Depart.']    i.  e.   in  this  plr.ce,  part.     So    Ben    Jonfon,  in   the 
Jnduftion  to  Bartholomew- Fair, 

? ,  tjie  author  haying  now  depart edy\\k  his  right.'    R. 

To 
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To  be  better  lin'd,  than  it  can  appear  to  me 
Report  is  a  true  fpeaker  :  I  would  I  \vere 
Really,  that  I  am  delivered  to  be  !  Marry,  what 
I  have  (be't  what  it  will)  I  will  allure 
Upon  my  daughter  at  the  day  o'  my  death: 

Wooer.  Sir,  I  demand  no  more  than  your  own  offer;' 
And  I'll  efbate  your  daughter,  in  what  I 
Have  promifcd. 

Jailor.  Well,  we'll  talk  more  of  this, 
"When  the  folemnity  is  pad.     But  have  you  I 

A  full  promife  of  her  ?  When  that  fhall  be  feen, 

Enter  Daughter. 

I  tender  my  confent. 

Wooer.  I  have,  Sir.     Here  fhe  comes. 

Jailor,   ^fonr  friend  and  I  have  chanc'd  to  name 

you  here, 

the  old  bufmefs  :  But  no  more  o*  that  now  ! 
o  foon  as  the  court-hurry  is  o'er,  we'll  have 
An  end  oft  :  I'  th'  mean  time,  look  tenderly 
To  the  two  prifoners  !  I  can  tell  you  they're  princes. 
Daugb.  Thefe  ftrewings  are  for  their  chamber.   It 

is  pity  they  are 

In  prifon,  and  'twere  pity  they  fliould  be  out. 
I  do  think  they  have  patience  to  make  any 
Adverfity  afham'd  :  The  prifon  itfelf  is  proud 
Of  them  ;  and  they  have  all  the  world  in  their  chamber. 
Jailor.  They're  fam'd  to  be  a  pair  of  abfolute  men. 
Daugh.  By  my  troth,  I  think  Fame  but  ftammerS 


They  ftand  a  grief57  above  the  reach  of  report. 


and  a  grief  ]   This  is  a   IhfF  expreflion,  and    only  the 
conjectural  reading  of  the  late  editions:  The  old  quarto  reads, 

-  they  ft  and  p.  griefe. 

Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  both  read  and  conje&ure,  gree,  the  o!d  word  for 
gradus  or  degree.  See  Urry's  Gloflary  to  Chaucer.  Indeed  fpeiling 
of  words  was  formerly  fo  very  uncertain,  thst^rrV/fc  for  a  ftep,  might 
have  been  in  ufe  as  well  as  gree,  and  therefore  it  is  beft  to  reitore  it. 

Sewartl. 

We  fee  no  objection  to  the  text,  but  think  ir,  both  in  exprefiion  and 
every  way  fuperior  to  the  propoicd  reparation. 

Jailer. 
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Jailor.  I  heard  them  reported.,  in  the  battle 
To  be  the  only  doers. 

Daugh.  Nay,  moil  likely ; 
For  they  are  noble  fufFerers.     I  marvel 
How  they'd  have  look'd,  had  they  been  vidlprs,  that 
With  fuch  a  conftant  nobility  enforce 
A  freedom  out  of  bondage,  making  Mifery 
Their  mirth,  and  Affliction  a  toy  to  jefc  at. 

Jailor.  Do  they  fo  ? 

Qaugb.  It  feems  to  me, 
They've  no  more  fenfe  of  their  captivity, 
Than  I  of  ruling  Athens :  They  eat  well, 
Look  merrily,  difcourfe  of  many  things, 
But  nothing  of  their  own  reftraint  and  difaftcrs. 
Yet,  fometime,  a  divided  figh,  martyr'd 
As  'twere  in  the  deliverance,  will  break 
From  one  of  them  ;  when  th'  other  prefently 
Gives  it  fo  fweet  a  rebuke,  that  I  could  wifii 
Myfelf  a  figh  to  be  fo  chid,  or  at  leafl 
A  figher  to  be  comforted. 

Wooer.  I  ne'er  faw  'em. 

Jailor.  The  duke  himfelf  came  privately  in  the  night, 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arclte  above. 

And  fo  did  they JS ;  what  the  reafon  of  it  is,  I 
Know  not. — Look,  yonder  they  are  !  that  is 
Arcite  looks  out, 

~Daiigb.  No,  Sir,  no ;  that's  Palamon : 
Arcite's  the  lower  of  the  twain  -,  you  may 
Perceive  a  part  of  him. 

Jailor.  Go  to,  leave  your  pointing! 
They'd  not  make  us  their  object  :  Out  of  their  fight ! 

38   The  duke  hlnfclf  came  privately  in  the  night, 

Enter  F.alamon  and  Arcite. 

Andfo  did  they  —  ]  There  is  a  deficiency  in  the  fenfe  here  that 
feems  to  denote  the  lofs  of  at  leaft  one  whole  line,  nor  can  I  from  the 
context  erdily  guefs  the  purport  of  it.  By  linking  oatv  Andfo  did 'they \ 
the  whole  woaid  be  fer.fe,  but  the  meafure  would  be  loll.  ?o  we  rr.uit 
leave  it  to  feme  more  fortunate  conje&ure.  Sgwara. 

-We  do  not  perceive  any  fault. 

Daugh, 
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Daugh.  It  is  a  Holiday  to  look  on  them  ! 
Lord,  the  difference  of  men  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite>  in  frifon. 

Pal.  How  do  you,  noble  coufm  ? 
•   Arc.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Pal.  Why,  flrong  enough  to  laugh  at  Mifery, 
And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet.     We  are  prifoners 
I  fear  for  ever,  coufm. 

Arc.  I  believe  it; 
And  to  that  deftiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  come. 

Pal.  Oh,  coufm  Arcite, 

Where  is  Thebes  now  ?  where  is  our  noble  country  ? 
Where  are  our  friends,   and  kindreds  ?   Never  more 
Muil  we  behold  thofe  comforts ;  never  fee 
The  hardy  youths  ftrive  for  the  games  of  honour, 
Hung  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  ladies, 
Like  tall  fhips  under  fail ;  then  ftart  amongft  'em,. 
And,  as  an  Eaft  wind,  leave  'em  all  behind  us 
Like  lazy  clouds,  whilft  Palamonvand  Arcite, 
Ev'n  in  the  wagging  of  a  wanton  leg, 
Out-flript  the  peoples'  praifes,  won  the  garlands, 
Ere  they  have  time  to  wiih  'em  ours.     Oh,  never 
Shall  we  two  exercife,  like  twins  of  Honour, 
Our  arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horfes, 
Like  proud  feas  under  us  !  Our  good  fwords  now, 
(Better  the  red-ey'd  god  of  war  ne'er  wore 39  ) 
Ravifh'd  our  fides,  like  age,  mufl  run  to  ruft, 
And  deck  the  temples  of  thofe  gods  that  hate  us  j 

3 9  ...  our  good  /words,  now 

(Better  the  red- ey* d god  of  war  nev*r  were) 
Braviih'd  our  Jidcs.~\  The  two  miftakes  of  nvere  for  <wore,  and 
Iravifti'd  for  raFui/h'td%  are  very  eafily  amended,  and  the  Reader  will 
obferve  that  the  fecond  arofe  from  the  initial  letter  of  the  former  line 
being  repeated.     I  had  the  concurrence  here  of  both  my  afiiftants. 

Seaward. 

Thefc 
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Thefe  hands  fhall  never  draw  'em  out  like  lightening;,, 
To  blaft  whole  armies  more ! 

Arc.  No,  Paiamon, 

Thofe  hopes  are  prifoners  with  us :  Here  we  are, 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  mud  wither, 
Like  a  too-timely  fpring;  here  Age  mufl  find  us, 
And,  which  is  heaviefl,  Paiamon,  unmarried; 
The  Iweet  embraces  of  a  loving  wife 
Loaden  with  kifTes,  arm'd  with  thoufand  Cupids, 
Shall  never  clafp  our  necks  !  no  iflue  know  us, 
No  figures  of  ourfelves  fhall  we  e'er  fee, 
To  glad  our  age,  and  like  young  eagles  teach  'em 
Boldly  to  gaze  againft  bright  arms,  and  fay 
Remember  what  your  fathers  were,  and  conquer  \ 
The  fair-ey'd  maids  iliall  weep  our  banifhmerits, 
And  in  their  fongs  curfe  ever-blinded  Fortune, 
Till  fhe  for  fharne  fee  what  a  wrons:  fh'  has  clone 

O 

To  Youth  and  Nature:  This  is  all  our  world; 
We  fhall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another  ; 
Hear  nothing,  but  the  clock  that  tells  our  woes  ; 
The  vine  fhall  grow,  but  we  fhafl  never  fee  it ; 
Summer  fhall  come,  and  with  her  all  delights, 
But  dead-cold  Winter  muft  inhabit  here  flill ! 

Pal.  Tis  too  true,  Arcite  !  To  our  Theban  hounds, 
That  fhook  the  aged  fore  ft  with  their  echoes, 
No  more  now  muft  we  halloo ;  no  more  fhake 
Our  pointed  javelins,  whilft  the  angry  fwine 
Flies  like  a  Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages, 
Struck  with  our  well-fteel'd  darts  !  All  valiant  ufes- 
(The  food  and  nourishment  of  noble  minds) 
In  us  two  here  fhall  perifli ;  we  fhall  die, 
(Which  is  the  curfe  of  Honour  I)  lazily40, 
Children  of  Grief  and  Ignorance. 

4°  (Which  is  tJye  curfe  of  Honour)  laftly, 

Children  of  Grief,  and  Ignorance.]  When  a  word  is  flat  and 
nnpoetical,  and  at  the  fame  time  detrimental  to  the  meafure,  there  i* 
almoft  a  certainty  of  its  being  corrupt.  Laftly  has  both  thefe  bad 
qualities ;  it  a  mere  degrading  expletive  as  to  the  fenfe,  and  wants  a 
fyllable  to  complete  the  meafure.  I  cannot  doubt  therefore  of  the 
true  word  being  lazily  j  lazincfs  to  a  man  of  fpirit  being  the  true 

curfe 
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Arc.  Yet,  coufin, 

Even  from  the  bottom  of  thefe  miferies, 
From  all  that  Fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 
I  fee  two  comforts  rifing,  two  mere  bleflings, 
If  the  gods  pleafe  to  hold  here ;  a  brave  patience, 
And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together, 
Whilrt  Palamon  is  with  me,  let  me  perifh 
If  I  think  this  our  prifon ! 

Pal.  Certainly, 

'Tis  a  main  goodnefs,  coufm,  that  our  fortunes 
Were  twinn'd  together :  'Tis  moft  true,  two  fouls 
Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  'em  fuffer 
The  gall  of  hazard,  fo  they  grow  together, 
Will  never  fink ;  they  mufl  not ;  fay  they  could, 
A  willing  man  dies  fleeping,  and  all's  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  make  worthy  ufes  of  this  place, 
That  all  men  hate  fo  much  ? 

Pal.  How,  gentle  coufm  ? 

Arc.  Let's  think  this  prifon  a  holy  fancluary, 
To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worfe  men  ! 
We're  young,  and  yet  defire  the  ways  of  Honour; 
That,  liberty  and  common  conversation, 
The  poiibn  of  pure  fpirits,  might,  like  women, 
Wooe  us  to  wander  from.     What  worthy  bleiling 
Can  be,  but  our  imaginations 
May  make  it  ours  ?  and  here  being  thus  together, 
We  are  an  endlefs  mine  to  one  another ; 
We're  one  another's  wife,  ever  begetting 
New   births  of   Love ;    we're  father,  friends,   ac 
quaintance  ; 

We  are,  in  one  another,  families ; 
I  am  your  heir,  and  you  are  mine ;  this  place 
Is  our  inheritance  -,  no  hard  oppreflbr 

curfe  of  Honour.     Herce  the  fentence  becomes  a  fine  climax  to  that 

noble  fpirit  of  poetry  that  animates  the  whole  fpeech.       St*0*t4- 
Seward's  emendation  here  is  happy,    and  we  believe  gives   the 

genuine  text.    He  fupports  his  conjecture  by  the  following  quotation 

from  the  Lovers'  Progrefs : 

• Wtfoall  grown  old  men  and  feeble + 

Wbicb  is  tbcjcom  of  Love  and  rufi  of  Honour. 

Dare 
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ftare  take  this  from  us  :  Here,  with  a  little  patience, 
We  fhall  live  long,  and  loving ;  no  forfeits  feek  us  j 
The  hand  of  War  hurts  none  here,  nor  the  feas 
Swallow  their  youth;  were  we  at  liberty, 
A  wife  might  part  us  lawfully,  or  bufinds; 
Quarrels  cdnfume  us;  envy  of  ill  men 
Crave  our  acquaintance4' ;  I  might  iickert,  coufin^ 
Where  you  fhculd  never  know  it,  and  fo  perifh 
Without  your  noble  hand  to  clofe  mine  eyes, 
Or  prayers  to  the  gods :  A  thoufand  chances, 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  fever  us. 

Pal.  You  have  made  me 
(I  thank  you,  coufm  Arcite  !)  almoft  wanton 
With  my  captivity  :  What  a  miiery 
It  is  to  live  abroad,  and  every  where  ! 
'Tis  like  a  bead  methinks  !  I  find  the  court  here> 
I'm  fure  a  more  content ;  and  all  thofe  pleafures 
That  wooe  the  wills  of  men  to  vanity* 
I  fee  thro'  now ;  and  am  fufFicierit 
To  tell  the  world,  'tis  but  a  gaudy  fhadow, 
That  old  Time,  as  he  paiTes  by,  takes  with  him-. 
What  had  we  been,  old  in  the  court  of  Creon, 
Where  fin  is  juftice,  hi  ft  and  ignorance 
The  virtues  of  the  great  ones  ?  Coufm  Arcite, 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  us, 
We  had  died  as  they  do,  ill  old  men  unwept, 
And  had  their  epitaphs,  the  peoples'  curfes  ! 

41  envy  of  ill  men 

Crave  our  acquaintance.']  We  have  ench  a  different  conjefture' 
here,  Mr.  Theobald  reads  craxe,  Mr.  Symplon,  carve,  and  I,  reave  •: 
1  know  not  whether  felf-partiality  makes  me  prefer  the  latter.  It  is 
a  common  word  in  old  Authors,  though  now  we  feldom  ufe  it  except 
in  the  perfect  tenfe  reft,  as  in  Mr.  Malleus  charming  fong,  the  firit 
itanza  of  which  is  taken  from  Fletcher  : 

'  Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  mud  wear 
*  When  Death  has  reft  their  crown.1 

See  Skinner  on  the  word  reave  :  Spo/iare,  to  fpoi/  or  take  a<vc'ay.  The 
two  former  words,  craze  and  carve*  feein  ftifFcr  than  this.    Seaward. 

Reave  is  a  plaufible  reading,  and  much  better  than  craze  or  carve  : 
but  the  old  text  (crave )  being  eafy  and  intelligible,  ihould  not  be 
diihirbed. 

VOL,  X.  C  Shall 
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Shall  I  fay  more  ? 

Arc.  I  would  hear  you  full. 

Pal.  You  (hall. 

Is  there  record  of  any  two  that  lov'd 
Better  than  we  do,  Arcite  ? 

'Arc.  Sure  there  cannot. 

pal.  \  do  not  think  it  poflible  our  friendfhip 
Should  ever  leave  us. 

Arc.  'Till  our  deaths  it  cannot; 

Enter  Emilia  and  her  Servant. 
And  after  death  our  fpirits  fhall  be  led 
To  thofe  that  love  eternally.     Speak  on,  Sir  ! 

End.  This  garden  has  a  world  of  pleafures  in't4*. 
What  Mower  is  this  ? 

Seri-.  ''Tis  call'd  NarcifTus,  madam. 

Emi.  That  was  a  fair  boy  certain,  but  a  fool 
To  love  hirnfelf ;  were  there  not  maids  enough  ? 

Arc.  Pray  forward  I 

Pal  Yes. 

•Em.  Or  were  they  all  hard-hearted  ? 

Serv.  They  could  not  be  to  one  fo  fair. 

Emi.  Thou  v/ouldft  not  ? 

Serv.  I  think  I  fhould  not,  madam. 

Emi.  That's  a  good  wench  ! 
But  take  heed  to  your  kindnefs  tho' ! 

Serv.   Why,  madam  ? 

Emi.  Men  are  mad  things. 

Arc.  Will  you  go  forward,  coufm  ? 

EmL  Canftnot  thou  workfuch  flowers  infilk,wench  ?• 

cerv.  Yes. 

Emi.  I'll  have  a  gown  full  of  'em ;  and  of  thefe ; 
This  is  a  pretty  colour:  Will't  not  do 
Rarely  upon  a  ikirt,  wench  ? 

Serv.  'Dainty,  madam. 

41  Ttis  garden  has  a  world  of  pleafures  in  V.  ]  This  in  all  the 
former  editions  was  made  the  end  of  Arcitis  fpeech  ;  the  abfurdity 
\v;is  evident  to  us  all,  and  mail  have  been  fo  to  every  Reader  of  the 
kxit  attention.  Seward. 

Arc. 
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Arc.  Coufin  !  Coufm  !  How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Why, 
Palamon  ! 

Pal.  Never  'till  now  I  was  in  prifon,  Arcite. 

Arc.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 

Pal.  Behold,  and  wonder  ! 
By  Heayn*  fhe  is  a  goddefs  ! 

Arc.  Ha! 

Pal.  Do  reverence  ! 
She  is  a  goddefs,  Arcite  ! 

Emi.  Of  all  flowers, 
Methinks  a  rofe  is  bed. 

Serv.  Why,  gentle  madam  ? 

Emi.  It  is  the  very  emblem  of  a  maid  : 
For  when  the  Weft  wind  courts  her  gently  4?, 
How  modeftly  fhe  blows,  and  paints  the  fun 
With  her  chafte  blulhes  !   when  the  North  comes; 

near  her, 

Rude  and  impatient,  then,  like  Chaftity, 
She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again, 
And  leaves  him  to  bafe  briers44". 

Serv.  Yet,  good  madam, 
Sometimes  her  modefly  will  blow  fo  far 
She  falls  for  it  :  A  maid, 
If  fhe  have  any  honour,  would  be  loath 
To  take  example  by  her. 

45  For  when  the  Weft-wind  courts  her  g^nlly.}  As  there  is  a  defi 
ciency  in  meafure  Mr.  Theobald  reads, 

-courts  her  beauties  gently. 


But  the  neceffity  of  fuch  an  inferdon  does  not  appear,  as  maki 

three  fyll.ibles,  a  thing  very  common  in  our  Authors,  fufficienry  fills 

up  the  meafure.  Se-ivard. 

Theobald's  variation  is  bell,  but  neither  is  neceflary  :    Our  Authors 
are  not  fo  precife  in  their  meafure. 

44  //  is  the  very  emblem  of  a  maid. 

For  'when  the  Weft-nvind  courts  her  gently  > 

Hofw  modeftly  .jbt  blows,  and  paints  the  fun 

With  her  chajle  bh'Jbes?  When  the  North  comts  near  her, 

Rude  and  impatient  ,   then  like  Chaftity 

She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again, 

And  leaves  Mm  to  baje  brier  s.~\  Dr.  Farmer  {Appendix  to  Shakfc- 
fpeare,  1773)  quotes  this  fpeech,  and  with  Seward  (line  2)  icaclj 
gentily  for  gently.  J  mention  this  minutenefs  of  the  Dodor,  becaufe 

C  2  (line  5) 
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EmL  Thou  art  wanton. 

Arc.  She's  wondrous  fair ! 

PaL  She's  all  the  beauty  extant  \ 

Emi.  The  fim  grows  high  ;  let's  walk  in !  Keep 

thefe  flowers  -, 

We'll  fee  how  near  Art  can  come  near  their  colours. 
I'm  wondrous  merry- hearted ;  I  could  laugh  now. 

Serv.  I  could  lie  down,  I'm  fure. 

Emi.  And  take  one  with  you  ?  % 

Serv.  That's  as  we  bargain,  madam. 

Emi.  Well,  agree  then.  \Exit  with  Serv. 

PaL  What  think  you  of  this  beauty  ? 

Arc.  'Tis  a  rare  one. 

PaL  Is't  but  a  rare  one  ? 

Arc.  Yes,  a  matchlefs  beauty. 

PaL    Might  not  a  man  well  lofe  himfelf,    and 
love  her? 

Arc.  I  cannot  tell  what  you  have  done;  I  have, 
Befhrew  mine  eyes  for't  I  Now  I  feel  my  fhackks. 

PaL  You  love  her  then  ? 

Arc .  Who  would  not  ? 

PaL  And  defire  her  ? 

Arc.  Before  my  liberty. 

PaL  I  faw  her  firft. 

Arc.  That's  nothing. 

PaL  But  it  fliall  be. 

Arc.  I  faw  her  too. 

Pal.  Yes ;  but  you  mutt  not  love  her. 

Arc.  I  will  not,  as  you  do ;  to  woriliip  her, 
As  fhe  is  heav'nly,  and  a  blelTed  goddefs  : 
I  love  her  as  a  woman,  to  enjoy  her , 
So  both  may  love. 

(line  5)  he  fubftitute?  Charity  for  Cbaftity,  and  (line  0)  fouts  for  locks. 
The  quotation  is  made  in  iupport  of  a  propoia!.  by  *  an  eminent 
'  critic,'  to  alter  the  wmdJfaJitJ  to  fiufs,  in  the  following  pafTage 
in  Cymbeline  : 

<  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 

'  Shahs  all  our  buds  from  growing/ 

I  dare  fay,  the  Doctor  did  not  intentionally  viohte  the  Poets'  text ; 
but  think  each  of  the  errors  very  rtnLirkable*  J.  A". 

PaL 
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Pal.  You  Ihall  not  love  at  all ! 

Arc.  Not  love  at  all  ?  who  ihall  deny  me  ? 

Pal.  I  that  firft  faw  her ;  I  that  took  pofleflion 
Firft  with  mine  eye  of  all  thofe  beauties  in  her 
,  Reveal'd  to  mankind  !  If  thou  lovefl  her, 
Or  entertain'ft'a  hope  to  blafl  my  wifhes, 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  Arcite,  and  a  fellow 
Falfe  as  thy  title  to  her :  Friendlhip,  blood, 
And  all  the  ties  between  us,  I  difclaim, 
If  thou  once  think  upon  her  ! 

Arc.  Yes,  I  love  her; 
And  if  the  lives  of  all  my  name  lay  on  it, 
I  muft  do  fo  ;  I  love  her  with  my  foul. 
If  that  will  lofe  you,  farewell,  Palamon  ! 
I  fay  again,  I  love ;  and,  in  loving  her,  maintain 
I  am  as  worthy  and  as  free  a  lover, 
And  have  as  juft  a  title  to  her  beauty, 
As  any  Palamon,  or  any  living, 
That  is  a  man's  fon. 

Pal.  Have  I  call'd  thee  friend  ? 

Arc.  Yes,  and  have  found  me  fo.     Why  are  you 

mov'd  thus  ? 

Let  me  deal  coldly  with  you  !  am  not  I 
JP.art  of  yo.ur  blood,  part  of  your  foul?  you've  told  me 
That  I  was  Palamon,  and  you  were  Areite. 

Pal.  Yes, 

Arc.  Am  not  \  liable  to  thofe  affections, 
Thofe  joys,  griefs,  angers,  fears,  my  friend  Ihall  fuffer? 

Pal.  You  may  be. 

Arc .  Why  then  would  you  deal  fo  cunningly, 
So  ftrangely,  fo  unlike  a  Noble  Kinfman, 
To  love  .alone  ?  Speak  truly ;  xio  you  think  me 
Unworthy  of  her  fight  ? 

Pd.  No;  but  unjuft 
If  thou  purfue  that  fight. 

.Au.  Becaufe  another 
Firft  fees  the  enemy,  fhall  I  (land  ftill, 
And  let  mine  honour  down,  and  never  charge.? 

fal.  Yes,  if  he  be  but  one. 

C  3 
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Arc.  But  fay  that  one 
Had  rather  combat  me  ? 

Pal.  Let  that  one  fay  fo, 
And  ufe  thy  freedom !  elfe,  if  thou  purfueft 
Be  as  that  curled  man  that  hates  his  country, 
A  branded  villain  ! 

Arc.  You  are  mad. 

Pal.  Imuftbe, 

'Till  thou  art  worthy,  Arcite ;  it  concerns  me  ! 
And,  in  this  madnefs,  if  I  hazard  thee 
And  take  thy  life,  I  deal  but  truly. 

Arc.  Fy,  Sir ! 

You  play  the  child  extremely :  I  will  love  her, 
I  mil  ft,  1  ought  to  do  fo,  and  I  dare ; 
And  all  this.juftly. 

Pal.  Oh,  that  now,  that  now 

Thy  falfe  felf,  and  thy  friend,  had  but  this  fortune^ 
To  be  one  hour  at  liberty,  and  grafp    . 
Our  good  fwords  in  our  hands,  I'd  quickly  teach  thee 
What  'twere  to  filch  affection  from  another ! 
Thou'rt  bafer  in  it  than  a  cutpurfe ! 
Put  but  thy  head  out  of  this  window  more, 
And,  as  I  have  a  foul,  I'll  nail  thy  life  to't ! 

Arc.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  fool ;  thou  canft  not  •>  thou 

art  feeble ! 

fut  my  head  out  ?  I'll  throw  my  body  out. 
And  leap  the  garden,  when  I  fee  her  next, 

Enter  Jailer. 
And  pitch  between  her  arms,  to  anger  thee. 

Pel.  No  more  !  the  Keeper's  coming  :  I  fhall  live 
To  knock  thy  brains  out  with  my  fhackles. 

Arc.  Do! 

Jailor.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  ! 

Pal.  Now,  hon-eft  Keeper  ? 

Jailor.  Lord  Arcite,  you  rnuft  prefently  to  th'duke: 
The  caufe  I  know  not  yet. 

Arc.  I'm  ready,  Keeper. 

Jailor.  Prince  Palarnon,  I  muft  awhile  bereave  you 

Of 
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Of  your  fair  coufin's  company.       [Exit  with  Arcite. 

Pal.  And  me  too, 

Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  of  life  ! — Why  is  he  feat  for? 
It  may  be,  he  fhall  marry  her ;  he's  goodly, 
And  like  enough  the  duke  hath  taken  notice 
Both  of  his  blood  and  body.     But  his  falihood  ! 
Why  Ihould  a  friend  be  treacherous  ?  If  that 
Get  him  a  wife  fo  noble,  and  fo  fair, 
Let  honeft  men  ne'er  love  again.     Once  more 
I  would  but  fee  this  fair  one.     BlefTed  garden, 
And  fruit,  and  flowers  more  blefled,  that  frill  bio  fib  m 
As  her  bright  eyes  fhine  on  ye  !  'Would  I  were, 
For  all  the  fortune  of  my  life  hereafter, 
Yon  little  tree,  yon  blooming  apricot ! 
How  I  would  fpread,  and  fling  my  wanton  arms 
In  at  her  window  !  I  would  bring  her  fruit 
Fit  for  the  gods  to  feed  on  -,  youth  and  pleafure, 
Still  as  Ihe  tafted,   fhould  be  doubled  on  her; 
And,  if  fhe  be  not  heav'nly  44,  I  would  make  her 
So  near  the  gods  in  nature,  they  fhould  fear  her ; 

Enter  Jailor. 

And  then  I'm  fure  fhe'd  love  me.  How  now,  Keeper ! 
Where's  Arcite  ? 

Jailor.  Banifhed.     Prince  Perithous 
Obtain'd  his  liberty  •,  but  never  more, 
Upon  his  oath  and  life,  muft  he  fet  foot 
Upon  this  kingdom. 

4*  And  if  Jhe  be  not  hea<vnl\ — ]  This  and  the  end  of  the  next 
fpeech  which  may  at  firll  fight  appear  a  rant,  are  inimitably  beautiful 
in  a  character  of  fuch  warm  paffions  under  a  phrenfy  of  love.  Our 
Authors  have  improv'd  upon  Chaucer  in  making  Palamon  and  Arcite 
fuch  very  diilinft  characters  ;  but  Arcite,  who  is  not  crown'd  with 
fuccefs,  becomes  by  this  means  the  more  amiable,  and  has  the  reader's 
wifhes  in  his  favour.  This  is  a  fault  that  Chaucer  particularly  guards 
againil,  for  he  makes  the  Two  Kinfnien  under  an  engagement  upon 
oath,  to  affift  each  other  when  either  happened  to  be  in  Jove.  Had 
our  Authors  inlerted  this,  they  had  obviated  all  prejudice  againit 
Palamon,  and  given  fufficient  matter  to  kindle  his  rage  and  violence. 

Sevcard. 

Who  entertains  any  prejudice  agair.Il  Palamon  here? 

C  4 
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Pal.  He's  a  bleffed  man  ! 
He  fliall  fee  Thebes  again,  and  gall  to  arms 
The  bold  young  men,  that,  when  he  bids  'em  charge, 
Fall  on  like  fire :  Arcite  fliall  have  a  fortune, 
If  he  dare  make  himfelf  a  worthy  lover, 
Yet  in  the  field  to  ftrike  a  battle  for  her  ; 
And  if  he  lofe  her  then,  he's  a  cold  coward : 
How  bravely  may  he  bear  himfelf  to  win  her, 
If  he  be  noble  Arcite,  thoufand  ways ! 
Were  I  at  liberty,  I  would  do  things 
Of  fuch  a  virtuous  greatnefs,  that  this  lady, 
This  blufhing  virgin,  fhould  take  manhood  to  her, 
And  feek  to  ravifh  me. 

Jailor.  My  lord,  for  you 
I  have  this  charge  too. 

Pal.  To  difcharge  my  life  ? 

Jailor.  No  ;  but  from  this  place  to  remove  your 

lordfliip ; 
The  windows  are  too  open. 

Pal.  Devils  take  'em, 
That  are  fo  envious  to  me  !  Prithee  kill  me  ! 

Jailor.  And  hang  for't  afterward  ? 

Pal.  By  this  good  light, 
Had  I  afworcl,  I'd  kill  thee. 

Jailor.  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Pal.  Thou  bring'ft  fuch  pelting  fcurvy  news  con 
tinually, 
Thou  art  not  worthy  life !  I  will  not  go. 

Jailor.  Indeed  yoirmuft,  my  lord. 

Pal.  May  I  fee  the  garden  ? 

Jailor.  No. 

Pal.  Then  I'm  refolv'd  I  will  not  go. 

Jailor.  I  muft 

Conftrain  you  then ;  and,  for  you're  dangerous^ 
I'll  clap  more  irons  on  you. 

Pal.  Do,  good  Keeper  ! 
I'll  (hake  'em  fo,  you  lhall  not  fleep ; 
I'll  make  you  a  new  morris  !  Muft  I  go  ? 

Jailor.  There  is  no  remedy. 

Pal. 
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Pal.  Farewell,  kind  window  ! 
May  rude  wind  never  hurt  thee  !  Oh,  my  lady, 
If  ever  thou  haft  felt  what  forrow  was, 
Dream  how  I  fuffer !  Come,  now  bury  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Arclte. 

Arc.  Baniili'd  the  kingdom  ?  'Tis  a  benefit, 
A  mercy,  I  muft  thank  'em  for;  but  banifh'd 
The  free  enjoying  of  that  face  I  die  for, 
Oh,  'twas  a  ftudied  punifhment,  a  death 
Beyond  imagination  !  Such  a  vengeance, 
That,  were  I  old  and  wicked,  all  my  fins 
Could  never  pluck  upon  me.     Palamon, 
Thou  haft  the  ftart  now ;  thou  flialt  flay  and  fee 
Her  bright  eyes  break  each  morning  'gainft  thy 

window, 

And  let  in  life  into  thee  ;  thou  fhalt  feed 
Upon  the  fweetnefs  of  a  noble  beauty, 
That  Nature  ne'er  exceeded,  nor  ne'er  fhall : 
Good  gods,  what  happinefs  has  Palamon  ! 
Twenty  to  one,  he'll  come  to  fpeak  to  her ; 
And,  if  fhe  be  as  gentle  as  fhe's  fair, 
I  know  fhe's  his  -,  he  has  a  tongue  will  tame 
Tempefcs,  and  make  the  wild  rocks  wanton.     Come 

what  can  come, 

The  worft  is  death ;  I  will  not  leave  the  kingdom  : 
I  know  my  own  is  but  a  heap  of  ruins, 
And  no  redrefs  there;  if  I  go,  he  has  her. 
I  am  refolv'd:  Another  Qiape  fhall  make  me, 
Or  end  my  fortunes;  either  way,  I'm  happy: 
I'll  fee  her,  and  be  near  her,  or  no  more. 

En  f  erf  our  Country  People ;  one  with  a  garland  before  them . 

1  Coun.  My  mafters,  I'll  be  there,  that's  certain. 

2  Coun.  And  I'll  be  there. 

3  Coun.  And  L 

4  Coun. 
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4  Coun.  Why  then,  have  with  ye,  boys  !  'tis  but  a 

chiding; 

Let  the  plough  play  to-day  !  I'll  tickle't  out 
Of  the  jades'  tails  tomorrow  ! 

1  Coun.  I  am  fure 

To  have  my  wife  as  jealous  as  a  turkey : 
But  that's  all  one  •,  I'll  go  thro',  let  her  mumble. 
zCoun.  Clap  her  aboard  tomorrow-night,  andftow 

her, 
And  all's  made  up  again. 

3  Coun.  Ay,  do  but  put 

A  fcikuc  in  her  fift,  and  you  fhall  fee  her 
Take  a  new  lefibn  out,  and  be  a  good  wench. 
Do  we  all  hold,  againft  the  inaying  ! 

4  Coun.  Hold  ?  what 
Should  ail  us  ! 

3  Coun.  Areas  will  be  there. 

2  Coun.  And  Sennois, 

And  Rycas ;  and  three  better  lads  ne'er  danc'd 
Under  green  tree ;  and  ye  know  what  wenches.   Ha! 
But  will  the  dainty  domine,  the  fchool mailer, 
Keep  touch,  do  you  think  ?  for  he  does  all,  ye  know. 

3  Coun.  He'll  eat  a  hornbook,  ere  he  fail :  Go  to  ! 
The  matter  is  too  far  driven  between 

Him  and  the  tanner's  daughter,  to  let  flip  now; 
And  fhe  muft  fee  the  duke,  andfhemuft  dance  too, 

4  Coun.  Shall  we  be  lufty  ? 

2  Coun.  All  the  boys  in  Athens 

Blow  wind  i'th'  breech  on  us  !   and  here  I'll  be, 
And  there  I'll  be,  for  our  town,  and  here  again, 
And  there  again  !   Ha,  boys,  heigh  for  the  weavers ! 
i  Coun.  This  muft  be  done  i'th'  woods. 

4  Coun.  Oh,  pardon  me  ! 

i  Coun.  By  any  means  •,  our  thing  of  learning  fays  fo; 
Where  he  himfelf  will  edify  the  duke 
Mod  parloufly  in  our  behalfs :   He's  excellent  i'th' 

WOOds  ; 

Bring  him  to  th'  plains,  his  learning  makes  no  cry. 

3  Coun,  We'll  fee  the  fports  ;  then  every  man  to's 

tackle  ! 

And, 
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And,  fweet  companions,  let's  rehearfe  by  any  means, 
Before  the  ladies  fee  us,  and  do  fweetly, 
And  God  knows  what  may  come  on't ! 

4  Coun.  Content :  The  fports 
Once  ended,  we'll  perform.    Away,  boys,  and  hold  ! 

Arc.  By  your  leaves,    honed  friends!    Pray  you 
whither  go  you  ? 

4  Coun.  Whither  ?  why,  what  a  queftion's  that ! 

Arc.  Yes,  'tis  a  queftion,  to  me  that  know  not. 

3  Coun.  To  the  games,  my  friend. 

2  Coun.  Where  were  you  bred,  you  know  it  not  ? 

Arc.  Not  far,  Sir. 
Are  there  fuch  games  to-day  ? 

1  Coun.  Yes,  marry  are  there  ; 

And  fuch  as  you  ne'er  faw  :  The  duke  himfelf 
Will  be  in  pt:rfon  there, 

Arc.  What  paftimes  are  they  ? 

2  Coun.  Wraftling  and  running.  'Tis  a  pretty  fellow. 

3  Coun.  Thou  wilt  not  go  along  ? 
Arc.  Not  yet,  Sir. 

4  Coun.  Well,  Sir, 

Take  your  own  time.     Come,  boys  ! 

1  Coun.  My  mind  mifgives  me 

This  fellow  has  a  veng'ance  trick  o'th'  hip ; 
Mark,  how  his  body's  made  for't ! 

2  Coun.  I'll  be  hang'd  tho', 

If  he  dare  venture ;  hang  him,  plumb-porridge  \ 
He  wraftle  ?  He  roaft  eggs.  Come,  let's  be  gone,  lads ! 

[Exeunt  Countrymen. 
Arc.  This  is  an  ofFer'd  opportunity 
I  clurlt  not  wiih  for.     Well  I  could  have  wreftled. 
The  beft  men  cali'd  it  excellent ;  and  run, 
Swifter  the  wind  upon  a  field  of  corn  4S 
(Curling  the  wealthy  ears)  ne'er  flew  !   I'll  venture, 
And  in  ibme  poor  difguife  be  there  :  Who  knows 
Whether  my  brows  may  not  be  girt  with  garlands, 
And  happinefs  prefer  me  to  a  place, 
Where  I  may  ever  dwell  in  light  of  her  ?  [Exit. 

*s  Swifter  than  <uv>//]  AjnendeU  by  i>ew«»id  and  oy-npfon. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter   Jailor's   Daughter. 

Ddugb.  Why  fhonld  I  love  this  gentleman  ?  'Tis  odds 
He  never  will  affect  me  :  I  am  bafe, 
My  father  the  mean  keeper  of  his  prifbn, 
And  he  a  prince:  To  marry  him  is  hopelefs, 
To  be  his  whore  is  witlefs.     Out  upon't ! 
What  pufnes  are  we  wenches  driven  fo, 
When  fifteen  once  has  found  us  !   Firtl,  I  faw  him  j 
I,  feeing,  thought  he  was  a  goodly  man  *, 
He  has  as  much  to  pleafe  a  woman  in  him, 
(If  he  pleafe  to  beftow  it  fo)  as  ever 
Thefe  eyes  yet  look'd  on  :  Next,  I  pitied  him  ; 
And  fo  would  any  young  wench,  o'  my  conference, 
That  ever  dream'd,  or  vow'd  her  maidenhead 
To  a  young  handfome  man :  Then,  I  lov'ci  him, 
Extremely  lov'd  him,  infinitely  lov'ci  him  ! 
And  yet  he  had  a  coufin,  fair  as  he  too  ; 
But  in  my  heart  was  Palamon,  and  there, 
Lord,  what  a  coil  he  keeps46 !  To  hear  him 
Sing  in  an  evening4"7,  what  a  heaven  it  is  1 

46  Lord,  what  a  coil  he  keeps  ?   To  bear  bi-mJ]    This  line  wants 
two  fyilables  of  its  due  meafure,  and  the  words  that  1  have  inferud 
feem  to  improve  the  fenfe  as  well  as  compieat  the  oiealure,  as  they 
impfy  a  continuance  of  his  finging  and  her  attention  to  it.     SfcwwJ. 

Sexvard  reads,  To  fit  and  hear  him  ; 

&ut  theie  fuppofed  improvements  of  the  Jenfe*  and  arbitrary  coir.ple- 
tions  of  the  Hjeajure,  are  unwarrantable,  fo  ft  would  rather  in=piy 
fitting  in  his  company,  which  is  not  fuppofeci  in  this  place. 

47  — r-  To  hear  him 

Sing  in  an  evening^  &c .]  In  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,  ad  L 
&,  i.  Helena  fay?, 

• 'Twas  pretty,  tho"  a  plague, 

To  fee  him  every  hour ;  to  fit  ai;d  draw 

His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls, 

Jn  our  heart's  table  :  Heart,  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour ! 

But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Mult  fandify  his  relics.'  #. 

And 
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And  yet  his  fongs  are  fad  ones.     Fairer  fpoken 
Was  never  gentleman  :  When  I  come  in 
To  bring  him  water  in  a  morning,  firft 
He  bows  his  noble  body,  then  falutes  me  thus  : 
*  Fair,  gentle  maid,  good  morrow  !  may  thy  goodnefc 
c  Get  thee  a  happy  hufband  !'  Once  he  kifs'd  me  •, 
I  lov'd  my  lips  the  better  ten  days  after  : 
'Would  he  would  do  fo  ev'ry  day  !  He  grieves  much, 
And  me  as  much  to  fee  his  mifery  : 
What  mould  I  do,  to  make  him  know  I  love  him  ? 
For  I  would  fain  enjoy  him  :  Say  I  ventur'd 
To  fet  him  free  ?  what  fays  the  law  then  ? 
Thus  much  for  law,  or  kindred  !   I  will  do  it48, 
And  this  night,  or  tomorrow  :  He  fhall  love  me  !  [Ex. 

SCENE         V. 

\_Afoortfloiirifh  of  cornets,  and  /bouts  within. 
Enter  The/ens,  Hippolitay  Peritbous,  Emilia^  and  Arcite 
with  a  garland,  &c. 

Thef.  You  have  done  worthily  •,  I  have  not  feen, 
Since  Hercules,  a  man  of  tougher  finews  : 
Whate'er  you  are,  you  run  the  belt,  and  wreftle, 
That  thefe  times  can  allow. 

Arc.  I'm  proud  to  pleafe  you. 

fbtf.  What  country  bred  you  ? 

**   For  law  cr  kindred  :  I  will  do  it, 

And  this  nighty  cr  tomorrow  he  Jball  Jove  me^\  The  fir  (I  verfs 
wants  a  fy  liable,  and  'tis  odd  in  her  to  fay  that  he  mould  love  her 
either  this  night  or  tomorrow  ;  what  fhe  would  naturally  fay,  is 
that  {he  would  free  him  this  night,  and  that  would  fo  oblige  him, 
that  tomorrow  he  would  love  her.  I  have  added  one  particle  and 
chang'd  another,  in  which  I  hope  I  have  only  reilor'd  the  original. 


Seward  reads, 

For  laiv,  or  kindred  :    1  will  do  it,  ay 

And  this  night  ;  and  tomorrow  he  fljall  love  me. 
Our  punctuation,  we  hope,  reitores  the  Poet's  meaning,  without  com 
mitting  any  violence  on  the  old  text.     A  fimilar  e-\prd2on  occurs, 
p.  39  of  this  play  : 

—  —  —   they  fooiild  fear  her  ; 

And  then  I'm  Jure  fiie'd  love  me. 

Arc* 
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Arc.  This  •,  but  far  off,  prince. 
fbef.  Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 
Arc.  My  father  faid  fo ; 
And  to  thofe  gentle  ufes  gave  me  life49. 
,<fbef.  Are  you  his  heir? 
Arc.  His  youngeft,  Sir. 
TheJ.  Your  father 
Sure  is  a  happy  fire  then.     What  prove  you  ? 

Arc.  A  little  of  all  noble  qualities  : 
I  could  have  kept  a  hawk,  and  well  have  holloa'd 
To  a  deep  cry  of  dogs  •,  I  dare  not  praife 
My  feat  in  horfemaniOhip,  yet  they  that  knew  me 
Would  fay  it  was  my  beft  piece  -,  laft,  and  greateft, 
I  would  be  thought  a  foldier. 
Tbef.  You  are  perfect. 
Per.  Upon  my  foul,  a  proper  man  ! 
Emi.  He  is  fo. 

Per.  How  do  you  like  him,  lady  ? 
Hip.  I  admire  him  : 

I  have  not  feen  fo  young  a  man  fo  noble, 
(If  he  fay  true)  of  his  fort. 

Emi.  Believe, 

His  mother  was  a  wondrous  handfome  woman  ! 
His  face  mcthinks  goes  that  way. 

Hip.  But  his  body, 
And  fiery  mind,  illuftrate  a  brave  father. 

Per.  Mark  how  his  virtue,  like  a  hidden  fun, 
Breaks  thro'  his  bafer  garments. 
Hip.  He's  well  got  lure. 
¥hef.   What  made  you  leek  this  place,  Sir  ? 
Arc.  Noble  Thefeus, 

To  purchale  name,  and  do  my  ableft  fervice 
To  luch  a  well-found  wonder  as  thy  worth  ^ 
For  only  in  thy  court,  of  all  the  world, 
Dwells  fair-ey'd  Honour. 

Per.  All  his  words  are  worthy. 

*9  And  to  thoje  gentle  ufes  gave  me  life.]  i.  e.  Gave  me  life  on 
purpofe  to  educate  me  gentilely  :  The  reading  may  be  defended,  but 
it  would  certainly  be  more  natural  if  we  read  gave  my  life,  i.  e. 
brought  me  up,  and  dedicated  my  life  to  all  gentile  habits  and 
cxercifes.  Seaward. 

ttef. 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN.     47 

<£kef.  Sir,  we  are  much  indebted  to  your  travel, 
Nor  ihall  you  lofe  your  wifhes.     Perithous, 
Dilpofe  of  this  fair  gentleman. 

Per.  Thanks,  Theieus  !  — 

Whate'er  you  are,  you're  mine  ;  and  I  (hall  give  you 
To  a  mod  noble  fervice,  to  this  lady, 
This  bright  young  virgin  :  Pray  obferve  her  goodnefs, 
You've  honour'd  her  fair  birth-day  with  your  virtues, 
And,  as  your  due,  you're  hers  •,  kiis  her  fair  hand,  Sir. 

Arc.  Sir,  you're  a  noble  giver.  —  Dcareft  beauty, 
Thus  let  me  feal  my  vow'd  faith  !  when  your  fervant 
(Your  molt  unworthy  creature)  but  offends  you, 
Command  him  die,  he  (hall. 

Emi.  That  were  too  cruel. 
If  you  deferve  well,  Sir,  I  ihall  foon  fee't  : 
You're  mine  ;   and  fomewhat  better  than  your  rank 
I'll  ufe  you. 

Per.  I'll  fee  you  furnifh'd  :   And  becaufe  you  fay 
You  a-e  a  h  or  ft:  man,  I  mil  ft  needs  entreat  you 
This  afternoon  to  ride  ;  but  'tis  a  rough  one. 

Arc.  I  like  him  better,  prince  ^  I  fliall  not  then 
Freeze  in  my  fad  die. 

'•The/.  Sweet,  you  muft  be  ready  ; 
And  you,  Emilia;  and  you,  friend;  and  all  ; 
Tomorrow,  by  the  fun,  to  do  obiervance 
To  flow'ry  May  s°3  in  Dian's  wood.     Wait  well,  Sir, 
Upon  your  miftrefs  !  Emily,  I  hope 
He  Ihall  not  go  afoot. 

Emi.  That  were  a  fhame,  Sir, 
While  I  have  horfes.     Take  your  choice-,  and  what 
You  want  at  any  time,  let  me  but  know  it  : 
If  you  ferve  faithfully,   I  dare  allure  you 
You'll  find  a  loving  miftrefs. 

Arc.  If  I  do  not, 


so  —  -  __  to  jg 

To  floury  May  ]  Of  the  cuftom  of  going  into  the  woods  to 
celt-orate  the  introduction  of  May,  and  the  ieveral  rites  obferved  by 
different  people  on  that  occafion,  the  reader  will  fee  an  ample  account 
in  Bourne's  Obfervatiors  on  Popular  Antiquities,  See  Brand's  edition, 
Svo*  1777,  printed  at  Nevvcaitle,  p.  255.  R. 

Les 
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Let  me  find  that  my  father  ever  hated, 
Difgrace  and  blows  ! 

I'bef.  Go,  lead  the  way ;  you've  won  it ; 
It  fhall  be  fo  :  You  ihall  receive  all  dues 
Fit  for  the  honour  you  have  won  -,  'twere  wrong  elfe* 
Sifter,  befhrew  my  heart,  you  have  a  fervant, 
That,  if  I  were  a  woman,  would  be  mafter ; 
But  you  are  wife.  [Flouri/h* 

Emi.  I  hope  too  wife  for  that,  Sin  [Exatonto 

SCENE      VI. 

Enter    Jailor's  Daughter. 

Daugh.  Let  all  the  dukes,  and  all  the  devils  roar, 
He  is  at  liberty  !   I've  ventured  for  him  ; 
And  out  I've  brought  him  to  a  little  wood 
A  mile  hence.     I  have  fent  him,  where  a  cedar, 
Higher  than  all  the  reft,  fpreads  like  a  plane SI 
Fait  by  a  brook  -,  and  there  he  fhall  keep  clofe, 
'Till  I  provide  him  files  and  food  •,  for  yet 
His  iron  bracelets  are  not  off.     Oh,  Love, 
What  a  ftout-hearted  child  thou  art !  My  father 
Durft  better  have  endur'd  cold  iron,  than  done  it* 
I  love  him  beyond  love,  and  beyond  reafon, 
Or  wit,  or  fafety  !  I  have  made  him  know  it: 
I  care  not ;  I  am  delperate !   If  the  law 
Find  me,  and  then  condemn  me  for't,  fome  wenches, 
Some  honeft-hearted  maids,  will  fing  my  dirge, 
And  tell  to  memory  my  death  was  noble, 
Dying  almoft  a  martyr.     That  way  he  takes, 
I  purpofe,  is  my  way  too  :  Sure  he  cannot 
Be  fo  unmanly  as  to  leave  me  here  ! 
If  he  do,  maids  will  not  fo  eafily 
Truft  men  again  :  And  yet  he  has  not  thank'd  me 
For  what  I've  done ;  no,  not  fo  much  as  kifs'd  me ; 
And  that,  methinks,  is  not  fo  well  •,  nor  fcarcely 
Could  I  perfuade  him  to  become  a  freeman, 

*!  Plane ;]  i.e.  The  plane-  tree.  R. 

He 
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He  made  fuch  fcruples  of  the  wrong  he  did 

To  me  and  to  my  father.     Yet,  I  hope, 

When  he  confiders  more,  this  love  of  mine 

Will  take  more  root  within  him  :  Let  him  do 

What1  he  will  with  me,  fo  he  ufe  me  kindly! 

For  ufe  me  fo  he  (hall,  or  I'll  proclaim  him, 

And  to  his  face,  no  man.     I'll  prefently 

Provide  him  neceflfaries,  and  pack  my  cloaths  up, 

And  where  there  is  a  path  of  ground  I'll  venture, 

So  he  be  with  me  !   by  him,  like  a  fhadow, 

I'll  ever  dwell.     Within  this  hour  the  whoobub 

Will  be  all  o'er  the  prifon  :  I  am  then 

KifTing  the  man  they  look  for.  .  Farewell,  father ! 

Get  many  more  fuch  priibners,  and  fuch  daughters. 

And  fhortly  you  may  keep  yourfelf.  Now  to  him !  [£.v, 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

Cornets  infundry  places.    Noife  and  hallooing  as  people 
a-maying. 

Enter  Arcite* 
Arc,  Ai1  HE  duke  has  loft  Hippolita;  each  took 

JL     A  feveral  land.     This  is  a  folemn  rite 
They  owe  bloom'd  May,  and  the  Athenians  pay  it 
To  th*  heart  of  ceremony.     Oh,  queen  Emilia, 
Fremer  than  May,  fweeter 
Than  her  gold  buttons  on  the  boughs,  or  all 
Th'  enamel  I'd  knacks  o'th'  mead  or  garden  1  yea, 
We  challenge  too  the  bank  of  any  nymph, 
That  makes  the  dream  fern  flowers  •,  thou,  oh,  jewel 
O'th' wood,  o'th'  world,  haft  likewife  bleft  a  place 
With  thy  fole  prefetifte"5** — In  thy  rumination 

51  ~ *  haft  likewise  bleft  a  pace 

With  fly  fole  pre  fence,    in  thy  rumination 

*That  1  poor  man  might  eftfoorzs  came  between 

find  chop  on  fome  cold  t bought,  thnce  blcffed  chance.  &o.}  7"h« 
amendment  of  the  punctuation  in  this  paiTage,  and  aitenng  pact  to 
place,  are  by  Sc;ward. 

VOL.  X.  D  That 
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That  I  poor  man  might  eftibons  come  between, 
And  chop  on  fome  cold  thought! — Thrice  blefled 

chance, 

To  drop  on  fuch  a  miftrefs  !  Expectation 
Moil  guiltlefs  oPt !  Tell  me,  oh,  lady  Fortune, 
(Next  after  Emily  my  fovereign)  how  far 
I  may  be  proud.     She  takes  ftrong  note  of  me, 
Hath  made  me  near  her,  and  this  beauteous  morn 
(The  prim'ft  of  all  the  year)  prefents  me  with 
A  brace  of  horfes  -,  two  fuch  fteeds  might  well 
Be  by  a  pair  of  kings  back'd,  in  a  field 
That  their  crowns'  titles  tried.     Alas,  alas, 
Poor  coufm  Palamon,  poor  prifoner  !  thou 
So  little  dream'ft  upon  my  fortune,  that 
Thou  think'ft  thyfelf  the  happier  thing,  to  be 
So  near  Emilia  -,  me  thou  creerh  ft  at  Thebes, 
And  therein  wretched,  altho'  free  :  But  if 
Thou  knew'ft  my  miftrefs  breath'd  on  me,  and  that 
I  ear'd  her  language,  liv'd  in  her  eye,  oh,  coz, 
What  pafTion  would  enclofe  thee  ! 

Enter  Palamon  as  out  of  a  lujh,  with  his  foackles ;  lends 

hisfift  at  Arcite. 
Pal.  Traitor  kinfman ! 

Thou  ihouldft  perceive  mypafTion,  if  thefe  figns 
Of  prifonment  were  off  me,  and  this  hand 
But  owner  of  a  fword.     By  all  oaths  in  one, 
I,  and  the  juftice  of  my  love,  would  make  thee 
A  confefs'd  traitor  !  Oh,  thou  moft  perfidious 
That  ever  gently  look'd  !  the  voicTft  of  honour 
That  e'er  bore  gentle  token 5S  !  falfeft  coufm 
That  ever  blood  made  kin  !  cairft  thou  her  thine  ? 
I'll  prove  it  in  my  fliackles,  with  thefe  hands 
Void  of  appointment,  that  thou  lieft,  and  art 
A  very  thief  in  love,  a  chaffy  lord, 

53  :    ..    O  tbou  moft  perfidious 

That  ever  gently  looked  tba  voids  of  honour, 

'That  ever  bore  gentle  token."]  The  reader  will,  I  believe,  fnd 
this  difficult  paflage  (which  had  long  puzzled  us  all  three)  at  kit 
ctear'd  up  by  Mr.  Sympfon  to  entire  fatisfadion.  Seward. 

Nor 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN.    51 

Nor  worth  the  name  of  villain  !  Had  I  a  fword 
And  thefe  houfe-clogs  away 

Arc.  Dear  coufinPalamon 

Pal.  Cozener  Arcite,  give  me  language  fuch 
As  thou  haft  fhew'd  me  feat ! 

Arc.  Not  finding,  in 
The  circuit  of  my  bread,  any  grofs  fluff 
To  form  me  like  your  blazon,  holds  me  to 
This  gentlenefs  of  anfwer :  'Tis  your  pafTion 
That  thus  miftakes ;  the  which  to  you  being  enemy, 
Cannot  to  me  be  kind.     Honour  and  honefty 
I  cherifh,  and  depend  on,  howfoe'er 
You  (kip  them  in  me ;  and  with  them,  fair  coz, 
I'll  maintain  my  proceedings.     Pray  be  pleas'd 
To  fhew  in* generous  terms  your  griefs,  fince  that 
Your  qneftion's  with  your  equal,  who  profeiTes 
To  clear  his  own  way,  with  the  mind  and  fword 
Of  a  true  gentleman. 

Pal.  That  thou  durft,  Arcite ! 

Arc.  My  coz,  my  coz,  you  have  been  well  advertised 
How  much  I  dare  :  You've  feen  me  ufe  my  fword 
Againft  th'  advice  of  fear.     Sure,  of  another 
You  would  not  hear  me  doubted,  but  your  filence 
Should  break  out,  tho'  i'th'  fanciuary. 

Pal.  Sir, 

I've  feen  you  move  in  fuch  a  place,  which  well 
Might  juilify  your  manhood ;  you  were  call'd 
A  good  knight  and  a  bold :  But  the  whole  week's  not 

fair, 

If  any  day  it  rain  !  Their  valiant  temper 
Men  lofe,  when  they  incline  to  treachery; 
And  then  they  fight  like  compell'd  bears^  would  fly 
Were  they  not  tied. 

Arc.  Kinfman,  you  might  as  well 
Speak  this,  and  aft  it  in  your  glafs,  as  to 
His  ear,  which  now  difdains  you  ! 

Pal.  Come  up  to  me  ! 
Quit  me  of  thefe  cold  gyves  545  give  me  a  fword 

54  Gyves.]  See  note  38  on  Beggars'  Bulh. 

D  2  (Tho* 
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(Tho'  it  be  rufty),  and  the  charity 
Of  one  meal  lend  me ;  come  before  me  then, 
A  good  fword  in  thy  hand,  and  do  but  fay- 
That  Emily  is  thine,  I  will  forgive 
The  trefpais  thou  haft  done  me,  yea  my  life, 
If  then  thou  carry't  $  and  brave  fouls  in  ihades, 
That  have  died  manly,  which  will  feck  of  me 
Some  news  from  earth,  they  mall  get  none  but  this, 
That  thou  art  brave  and  noble. 

Arc.  Be  content ; 

Again  betake  you  to  your  hawthorn-houfe  ! 
With  counfel  of  the  night,  I  will  be  here 
With  wholefome  viands  •,  thefe  impediments 
Will  I  file  off;  you  fball  have  garments,  and 
Perfumes  to  kill  the  fmell  o'  th'  prifon  ;  after, 
When  you  mall  ftretch  yourielf,  and  lay  but,  4  Arcite, 
*  I  am  in  plight !'  there  (hall  be  at  your  choice 
Both  fword  and  armour. 

Pal.  Oh,  you  Heav'ns,  dare  any 
So  noble  bear  a  guilty  bufinefs  ?  None 
But  only  Arcite  ;  therefore  none  but  Arcite 
In  this  kind  is  fo  bold. 

Arc.  Sweet  Palamon — — 

Pwl.  I  do  embrace  yon,  and  your  offer  :  For 
Your  offer  do't  I  only,  Sir  ;  your  perfon, 
Without  hypocrify,  I  may  not  wiih 
More  than  my  I  word's  edge  on't.  \_Windhornsof  cornets. 

Arc.  You  hear  the  horns  : 
Enter  your  mule  quick55,  left  this  match  between'* 

55   You  bear  the  horns  ; 

Enter  your  rnufic  left  tbis  match  between  s 

Bs  croft  e'er  met.}  Mujic  is  evidently  corrupt  >  I  read,  mufe 
quick  ;  the  mufe  of  a  hare  is  exadlly  the  idea  the  context  requires.  I 
find  this  emendation  in  Mr.  Theobald's  margin,  but  as  ]  lent  it  him 
I  know  not  whether  he  had  it  from  me,  or  hit  upon  it  before. 

Seaward. 

This  emendation  had  been  made  before  by  Sir  William  Davenant, 
to  whom,  as  it  feems  a  happy  conje&ure,  the  merit  of  it  oii£,ht  to  be 
afcribed.  He  reads  (Rivals,  aft  iii.  p.  28), 

'  You  hear  the  horns :  Enter  your  mitift.     Take 

*  Comfort  and  be  ilrong.'  7?. 

Be 
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Be  croft  ere  met.     Give  me  your  hand  •,  farewell  ! 
I'll  bring  you  every  needful  thing  :  I  pray  you 
Take  comfort,   and  be  ftrong  ! 

Pal.  Pray  hold  your  promife, 
And  do  the  deed  with  a  bent  brow  !  moft  certain 
You  love  me  not  ;  be  rough  with  me3  and  pour 
This  oil  out  of  your  language  :  By  this  air, 
I  could  for  each  word  give  a  cuff!   my  ftomach 
Not  reconcil'd  by  reafon. 

Arc.  Plainly  fpoken  ! 

Yet  pardon  me  hard  language  :  When  I  fpur 
My  horfe,  I  chide  him  not  j  content  and  anger 

\JVind  borns. 

In  me  have  but  one  face.     Hark,  Sir  !   they  call 
The  fcatter'cl  to  the  banquet:  You  muft  guefs 
1  have  an  office  there. 

Pal.  Sir,  your  attendance 
Cannot  pleafe  Heaven  •,  and  I  know  your  office 
Unjuftly  is  atchiev'd. 

Arc.  I've  a  good  title  56, 

I  am  perfuaded  :  This  queftion,  fick  between's, 
By  bleeding  muft  be  cur'd.     I  am  a  fuitor 
That  to  your  fword  you  will  bequeath  this  plea, 
And  talk  of  it  no  more. 

Pal.  But  this  one  word  : 
You're  going  now  to  gaze  upon  my  miftrefs  ; 
For,  note  you,  mine  ilie  is  -- 
x   Arc.  Nay,  then  —  — 

Pal.  Nay,  pray  you  !  —  • 
You  talk  of  feeding  me  to  breed  me  flrength  : 
You're  going  now  to  look  upon  a  fun 
That  ftrengthens  what  it  looks  on  •,  there  you  have 
A  vantage  o'er  me  -,  but  enjoy  it  till 
I  may  enforce  my  remedy.     Farewell  !  [Exeunt. 

&  If  a  gtod  title, 

I'm  perfuajed  tins  queftion,  &c.]  The  reading  and  pointing  of 


farmer  editions, 

D  3  SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

"Daugh.  He  has  mi  (look  the  beck  I  meant57;  'is  gone 
After  his  fancy.     'Tis  now  well-nigh  morning-, 
No  matter  !  'would  it  were  perpetual  nis;ht, 
AndDarknefs  lord  o'  th'  world  !  —  Hark  !  'tis  a  wolf: 
In  me  hath  Grief  flam  Fear,  and,  but  for  one  thing, 
I  care  for  nothing,  and  that's  Palamon  : 
I  reck  not  if  the  wolves  would  jaw  me,  fo 
He  had  this  file.     What  if  I  halloo'd  for  him  ? 
J  cannot  halloo  •,  if  I  whoop'd,  what  then  ? 
If  he  not  anfwer'd,  I  mould  call  a  wolf, 
And  do  him  but  that  fervice.     I  have  heard 
Strange  howls  this  live-long  night  •,  why  may't  not  be 
They  have  made  prey  of  him  ?  Jhje  has  no  weapons  j 
lie  cannot  run  ;  the  jingling  of  his  gyves 
Might  call  fell  things  to  liflen,  who  have  in  them 
A  lenfe  to  know  a  man  unarm'd,  and  can 
Smell  where  refiftance  is.     I'll  fet  it  down 
He's  torn  to  pieces  ;  they  how  I'd  many  together, 
And  then  they  fed  on  him  :  So  much  for  that  ! 
Be  bold  to  ring  the  bell  •,  how  fland  I  then  ? 
All's  char'd  when  he  is  gone.     No,  no,  I  lie  j 
My  father's  to  be  hang'd  for  his  efcape  ; 
Myfclf  to  beg,  if  I  .priz'd  life  fo  much 
As  to  deny  my  a6t  -,  but  that  I  would  not, 
Should  I  try  death  by  dozens  !  —  I  am  mop'd  : 
Food  took  I  none  thcfe  two  days  5% 
Sipt  fome  water  v  I've  not  clos'd  mine  eye?, 


57  He  has  mi/took  the  beake  I  meant  ]  Seward  alters  beake  to  Itek. 
wli  ch,  fays  he,  *  is  an  old  EngliHi  word,  and  row  in  ule  in  all  the 

*  northern  counties  ;  itfigniiks  a  brook  or  river;  and  Tome  towns,  as 

*  Welbeck,   Holbeck,  &e.   take  their  names  from   it.       See  Ray's 

*  Northern  Diale&s,  aiiu  Skinner  on  the  word.' 

Davenant  herp  is  lefs  fatcetsful  iq  his  alteration  than  in  other  paf. 
fages  :  He  reads  btacv.  ft. 

58  Food  took  Inane  tbefe  two  days, 

f  9ft  fait  ivatfr,  I've  not  cloid  mine  tyes 
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Save  when  my  lids  icower'd  off  their  brine.     Alas, 

Diflfolve,  my  life  !  let  not  my  fenfe  unfettle, 

Left  I  Ihould  drown,  or  ftab,  or  hang  myfelf ! 

Oh,  ftate  of  Nature,  fail  together  in  me, 

Since  thy  beft  props  are  warp'd  !— So!  which  way  now  ? 

The  belt  way  is,  the  next  way  to  a  grave : 

Each  errant  itep  befide  is  torment.     Lo, 

The  moon  is  down,  the  crickets  chirp,  the  fcreech-owl 

Calls  in  the  dawn  !   all  offices  are  done, 

Save  what  I  fail  in  :  But  the  point  is  this, 

An  end,  and  that  is  all !  {Exit. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Arcite,  with  meat,  wine,  and  files. 
Art.  I  Ihould  be  near  the  place.  Ho,  coufm  Palamon! 

Enter  Pdamcn. 

Pal.  Arcite  ? 

Arc.  The  fame :  I've  brought  you  food  and  files. 
Come  forth,  and  fear  not ;  here's  no  Thefeus. 

Pal.  Nor  none  fo  honeft,  Arcite. 

Arc.  That's  no  matter ; 

We'll  argue  that  hereafter.     Come,  take  courage  ; 
You  fhall  not  die  thus  beaftly  ^  here,  Sir ;  drink  ! 
I  know  you're  faint  •,  then  I'll  talk  further  with  you. 

Pal.  Arcite,  thou  miglu'ft  now  poifon  me. 

Arc.  I  (night ; 

Save  when  my  lids  fcoiveSd  off  their  brine."]  Here  both  fenfe 
and  meafure  are  very  deficient  j  Mr.  Sympfon  reads, 

Food  took  1  none  tbefe  two  Jays,  'ceptfome  wafer ; 
But  then  the  fecond  line  becomes  an  hemiftich,  and  feems  to  be  de 
ficient  top  in  fenfe,  as  (he  does  not  fpecify  how  long  ftie  had  continued 
fleeplefs ;  I  fill  up  both  yerfea  with  what  feerns  perfectly  natural  for 
her  to  fay  : 

Food  took  I  none  tbffe  tvuo  days,  only  fipt 

Some  'wafer,  two  nights  Tije  not  closed  mine  eyes,  &c.  Se-iuard. 
It  is  not  unnatural  (he  (hould  fay  this ;  but  not  feeing  the  defect 
in  fenfe  as  well  as  meafure,  we  think  this  way  of  filing  uf  wtrftf  an 
unwarrantable  licence  in  an  editor. 

D  4 
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But  I  mnft  fear  you  firil.   Sit  down;  and, good  now, 
No  more  of  thefe  vain  parlies !  let  us  not, 
Having  our  ancient  reputation  with  us, 
Make  talk  for  fools  and  cowards.     To  your  health  ! 

fal  Do 

Arc.  Pray  fit  down  then  ;  and  let  me  entreat  you, 
By  all  the  honefty  and  honour  in  you, 
]>Jo  mention  of  this  woman  !  'twill  difturb  us  ; 
We  (hall  have  time  enough. 

Pal.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  pledge  you. 

Arc.  Drink  a  good  hearty  draught !  it  breeds  good 

blood,  man. 
PO  not  you  feel  it  thaw  you  ? 

Pal  Stay;  I'll. tell  you 
After  a  draught  or  two  more. 

Arc.  .Spare  it  not ; 
The  duke  has  more,  coz.     Eat  now  ! 
Pal.  Yes. 
Arc.  Pm  glad 
You  have  fo  good  a  flomach, 

Pal.  I  am  gladder 
I  have  fo  good  meat  to't. 

Arc.  Is't  not  mad  lodging 
Here  in  the  wild  woods,  coufm  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  for  them 
That  haye  wild  confciences. 

Arc.  How  taftes  your  vidtuals  ? 
Your  hunger  needs  no  faufe,  I  fee. 

Pal.  Not  much : 

]But  if  it  did,  yours  is  too  tart,  fweet  coufm. 
What  is  this  P 
Arc.  Vcniibn. 
Pal  'Tis  a  lufty  meat. 

Give  me  more  wine :  Here,  Arcite,  to  the  wenches 
We  have  known  in  our  days  !    The  lord-fleward's 

daughter  $ 

PO  you  remember  her  ? 
Arc.  After  you,  coz. 
Pal  She  lov'd  a  black-hair'd 
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Arc.  She  did  fo  :  Well,  Sir  ? 

Pal.  And  I  have  heard  fome  call  him  Arcitc;  and  — 

Arc.  Out  with  it,  faith  ! 

Pal.  She  met  him  in  an  arbour  : 
What  did  me  there,  coz  ?  Play  o'  th'  virginals  ? 

Arc.  Something  me  did,  Sir. 

Pal.  Made  her  groan  a  month  for't  ; 
Or  two,  or  three,  or  ten. 

Arc.  The  marfhal's  fifter 
Had  her  mare  too,  as  I  remember,  coufin, 
Elie  there  be  tales  abroad  :  You'll  pledge  her  ? 

Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  A  pretty  brown  wench  'tis  !  There  was  a  time 
When  young  men  went  a-hunting,  and  a  wood, 
And  a  broad  beech  -5  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale.— 
Heigh-ho  ! 

Pal.  For  Emily,  upon  my  life  !  Fool, 
Away  with  this  ftrain'd  mirth  !   I  fay  again, 
That  figh  was  breath'd  for  Emily  :  Bale  coufin, 
Dar'ft  thou  break  firft  i 

Arc.  You're  wide. 

Pal.  By  Heav'n  and  earth, 
There's  nothing  in  thee  honeft  ! 

Arc.  Then  I'll  leave  you  : 
You  are  a  beaft  now. 

Pal.  As  thou  mak'ft  me,  traitor. 

Arc.  There's  all  things  neadful  j  files,  and  fhirts,  an3 

perfumes  : 

I'll  come  again  fome  two  hours  hence,  and  bring 
That  that  mall  quiet  all. 

Pal.  A  fword  and  armour  ? 

Arc.  Fear  me  not.  You  are  now  too  foul  :  Farewell! 
Get  off  your  trinkets  ;  you  mall  want  nought. 

Pal.  Sirrah59  -- 

Arc.  I'll  hear  no  more  !  [Exit. 

Pal.  If  he  keep  touch,  he  dies  for't  ! 


,&>,  ha.]  Former  copies. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter   Jailor's  Daughter. 

Daitgb.  I'm  very  cold  ;  and  all  the  ftars  are  out  too, 
The  little  ftars,  and  all  that  look  like  aglets: 
The  fun  has  feen  my  folly.     Pal  am  on  ! 
Alas,  no ;  he's  in  Heav'n  ! — Where  am  I  now  ? — 
Tender's  the  fea,  and  there's  afhip;  how't  tumbles! 
And  there's  a  rock  lies  watching  under  water ; 
Now,  now,  it  beats  upon  it !  now,  now,  now  ! 
There's  a  leak  fprung,  a  found  one ;  how  they  cry  ! 
Up  with  her 'fore  the  wind60,  you'll  lofe  all  elfe  ! 
Up  with  a  courfe  or  two,  and  tack  about,  boys  ! 
Good  night,  good  night  ;  you're  gone  1 — I'm  very 

hungry : 

'Would  I  could  find  a  fine  frog !  he  would  tell  me 
News  from  all  parts  o'th'  world  ;  then  would  I  make 
A  carrack  of  a  cockle-fhell,  and  fail 
IBy  Eaft  and  North-eaft  to  the  king  of  pigmies, 
For  he  tells  fortunes  rarely.     Now  my  father, 
Twenty  to  one,  is  trufs'd  up  in  a  trice 
Tomorrow-morning;  I'll  fay  never  a  word. 

SONG. 

For  I'll  cut  my  green  coat6',  a  foot  above  my  knee; 
And  I'll  clip  my  yellow  locks,  an  inch  below  mine  eye, 
Hey,  nonny,  nonny,  nonny. 

60  Upon  her  before  the  wind.}  iVir.  Sympfon  thinks  this  not  true 
•ft'd.  language,  and  puts  what  I  believe  is, 

Up  iKttb  her  *fore  the  cwind~ - 

Mr.  Theobald  reads, 

Spoon  her  before  the  wind,      ..    • 
Either  of  them  will  do.  SewarJ. 

61  ForTllcut,  £3V]  Davenant  altered  this  fong  in  the  following 
manner: 

'  Per  ftraight  my  green  gown  into  breeches  Pll  make, 
*  And  rny  long  yellow  locks  much  fhorter  I'll  take. 

•  Sing  down  a-down,  £c. 

'  Then  I'll  cut  me  a  fwitch,  and  on  that  ride  about, 
'  <And  wander  and  wander  'till  I  rind  him  out. 

*  With  a  heigh  down,  #c.'  R. 

He's 
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'He's  buy  me  a  white  cut,  forth  for  to  ride, 
And  I'll  go  feek  him,  thro'  the  world  that  is  fo  wide. 
Hey,  nonny,  nonny,  nonny. 

Oh,  for  a  prick  now  like  a  nightingale  6s3 
To  put  my  breaft  againft  !    I  fnall  deep  like  a  top 
clfe.  [Exit. 

SCENE        V. 

Enter  Gerrold,  four  Countrymen    (and  the  Bavian)^ 
two  or  three  Wenches,  with  a  Taborer* 

Ger.  Fy,  f y  ! 

What  tediofity  arid  difenfanity 
Is  here  among  ye  !  Have  my  rudiments 
Been  labour'd  fo  long  with  ye,  mi  He'd  unto  ye, 
And,  by  a  figure,  ev'n  the  very  plumb- broth 
And  marrow  of  my  understanding  laid  upon  ye, 
And  do  ye  frill  cry  where,  and  bow^  and  wherefore? 
Ye  moil  coarfe  freeze  capacities,   ye  (leave  judg 
ments65, 

6z   O&,  for  a  prick  now,  like  a  nightingale. 

To  put  my  breaft  againfl.]  This  allufion  i?  very  frequent  in  our 
ancient  poets  :  From  feverai  examples  which  might  be  produced,  w«, 
ifcull  feleft  the  following,  from  a  poem  written  by  Fletcher's  couiin, 
Itfhich  at  prefent  is  fcarcely  known  : 

'  So  Philomel,  perch'c  on  an  afpin  fprig, 

*  Weeps  all  tiie  night  her  ioft  virgimtie, 
'  And  fings  her  fad  tale  to  the  merne  twig, 

*  That  dances  at  fuch  joyful!  miferie, 

'  Ne  ever  lets  fvveet  reft  invade  her  eyes : 

*  But  leaning  on  a  thorn  her  dainty  cheit, 

'   Far  fear  joft  jlerp  Jhwld  jieal  into  her  b>-e/?9 
*  Exprefles  in  i\er  long  grief  not  to  be  exprett.' 
Chrifts  Vidorie  and  Triumph  in  Heaven  and  Earth  over  and  after 
Death.     By  Giles  Fletcher,   zd  edit.  410.   1^32,  p.  63.  R. 

6?  Ye  jave  judgments ."]  Whether  jave  be  fome  fort  of  coarfe 
cloth  as  well  &s>fre£%,e,  or  a  millake  of  the  prefs,  muft  be  uncertain  to 
ali  who  are  unacquainted  ;vnh  the  word.  Suppofirg  it  the  latter,  I  have 
two  conjectures  to  offer,  fit  it,  ye  baysjvdgmfntt,  or  ye  fa&vt judgments. 
SUave  is  the  term  the  filk-weavers  uie  for  the  ravell'd  knotty  gouty 
parts  of  the  fiik,  from  whence  Shakefpoare  has  taken  an  extremely 
Beautiful  n»€t2})hor  th*;  has  been  hitherto  generally  miiunderltood,  aod 
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Have  I  faid  thus  let  be>  and  there  let  be, 

And  then  let  be,  and  no  man  under fland  me  ? 

Proh  Deum,  medius  fidius  \  ye  are  all  dunces! 

For  why  ?  here  fland  I ;  here  the  duke  comes  3  there 

are  you, 

Clofe  in  the  thicket ;  the  duke  appears,  I  meet  him,. 
And  unto  him  I  utter  learned  things, 
And  many  figures  5  he  hears,  and  nods,  and  hums, 
And  then  cries  rare !  and  I  go  forward  ;  at  length 
I  fling  my  cap  up ;  mark  there  !  then  do  you, 
As  once  did  Meleager  and  the  boar, 
Break  comely  out  before  him,  like  true  lovers, 
Cafl  yourfelves  in  a  body  decently, 
And  fweetly,  by  a  figure,  trace,  and  turn,  boys  ! 

i  Coun.  And  fweetly  we  will  do  it,  mafter  Gerrold. 

a  Coun.  Draw  up  the  company.  Where's  the  tabprer? 

3  Coun.  Why,  Timothy ! 

*Tatf  Here,  my  mad  boys ;  have  at  ye ! 
Ger.  But  I  fay  where's  their  women  ? 

4  Coun.  Here's  Friz  and  Maudlin. 

2,  Coun.  And  little/  Luce,  with  the  white  legs,  and 

bouncing  Barbary. 
i  Coun.  And  freckled  Nell,  that  never  fail'd  her 

mafter. 
Ger.  Where  be  your  ribands,  maids?  Swim  with 

your  bodies, 

And  carry  it  fweetly,  and  deliverly; 
And  now  and  then  a  favour,  and  a  frifk ! 
Nell.  Let  us  alone,  Sir. 
Ger.  Where's  the  reft  o'th'  mufic  ? 


therefore  diflik'd  and  ev'n  difcarded  from  the  text  as  fpuricus  by 
IVir.  Pope  and  the  Oxford  edition.  It  is  in  Macbeth,  ii)  the  fine 
icene  after  the  murder  of  the  king ; 

'  Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  Jleeve  of  care.' 
It  mould  have  been  Jleaw.  The  trouble  that  this  rawlFd  knotty 
filk  gives  the  knitter  or  weaver :  And  the  confufion  and  embarraf- 
ment  of  the  Jleanje  itfelf,  makes  it  an  exceeding  proper  emblem  of 
the  perplexities  and  uneafmefs  of  care  and  trouble,  bee  Skinner  on 
the  word.  I  owe  the  emendation  in  Shakefpeare  to  an  ingenious 
friend.  Sewuard. 
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3  Conn.  Difpers'd  as  you  commanded. 
Ger.  Couple  then. 

And  fee  what's  wanting.     Where's  the  Bavian  ? 
My  friend,  carry  your  tail  without  offence 
Or  fcandal  to  the  ladies  3  and  be  fure 
You  tumble  with  audacity,  and  manhood ! 
And  when  you  bark,  do  it  with  judgment. 

Bav.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ger.  Quo  ufque  tandem  ?  Here's  a  woman  wanting. 

4  Coun.  We  may  go  whiftle  ;  all  the  fat's  i'th'  fire  ! 
Ger.  We  have, 

As  learned  authors  utter,  wafli'd  a  tile ; 
We  have  been  fatuus,  and  labour' d  vainly. 

iCoun.  This  is  that  fcornful  piece,   that  fcurvy 

hilding, 

That  gave  her  promife  faithfully  fhe  would  be  here, 
Cicely,  the  fempfter's  daughter  ! 
The  next  gloves  that  I  give  her  fhall  be  dog's  fkLn  I 
Nay,  an  ihe  fail  me  once — You  can  tell,  Areas, 
She  fwore,  by  wine  and  bread,  flie  would  not  break. 

Ger.  An  eel  and  v/oman, 
A  learned  poet  fays,  unlefs  by  th'  tail 
And  with  thy  teeth  thou  hold,  will  either  fail. 
In  manners  this  was  falfe  pofuion. 

i  Coun.  A  fire  ill  take  her 64 !  does  fhe  flinch  now  ? 

3  Coun.  What 

Shall  we  determine,  Sir  ? 

Ger.  Nothing; 

Our  bufinefs  is  become  a  nullity, 
Yea,  and  a  woful,  and  a  piteous  nullity  ! 

4  Coun.  Now,  when  the  credit  of  our  town  lay  on  it, 

*•  A  fire  ill  take  her.~\  This  may  be  defended,  hut  as  the  ex- 
prefiion  is  not  a  very  common  or  eligible  one,  and  the  dialogue  it  with 
a  fchoolmai^er  who  fays  of  himfelf  that, 

He  humults  ivif/y  a  ferula  the  tall  ones, 
I  hope  I  only  reftore  the  original  in  reading, 

A  feril  take  her.  Senvard. 

We  believe  there  is  no  fuch  word  a?  fcril.  May  we  not  underlhncl 
by  FFRE  ill  a  MIGHTY  ///,  a  SEVERE  funifimsnt ?  Afimihr  ufe  of 
fre  adjeclively  is  frequent. 

Now 
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Now  to  be  frampal 64,  now  to  pifs  o'th'  nettle  ? 
Go  thy  ways  -,  I'll  remember  thee,  I'll  fit  thee  ! 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Daugh.  The  George  alow  came  from  the  South, 

From  the  coafl  of  Barbary-a. 
And  there  he  met  with  brave  gallants  of  war, 
By  one,  by  two,  by  three-a. 

Well  hail'd,  well  hail'd,  you  jolly  gallants  ! 

And  whether  now  are  you  bound-a  ? 
Oh,  let  me  have  your  company 

'Till  I  come  to  the  Sound-a ! 

There  was  three  fools,  fell  out  about  an  howlet : 

The  one  faid  'twas  an  owl, 

The  other  he  faid  nay, 
The  third  he  faid  it  was  a  hawk, 

And  her  bells  were  cut  away. 

3  Conn.  There  is  a  dainty  mad  woman,  magifter% 
Comes  i'th'  nick ;  as  mad  as  a  March  hare  ! 
If  we  can  get  her  dance,  we're  made  again  : 
I  warrant  her,  fhe'll  do  the  rareft  gambols ! 

i  Conn.  A  mad  woman  ?  We  are  made,  boys  ! 

Ger.  And  are  you  mad,  good  woman  ? 

Daugh.  I  v/ould  be  forry  elfe ; 
Give  me  your  hand. 

Ger.  Why? 

Daugh.  I  can  tell  your  fortune  : 
You  are  a  fool.     Tell  ten  :  I've  poz'd  him.     Buz  ! 
Friend,  you  mufl  eat  no  white  bread ;  if  you  do, 
Your  teeth  will  bleed  extremely.  Shall  we  dance,  ho? 
I  know  you  ;  you're  a  tinker:  Sirrah  tinker66, 

64-  Frampal.']  See  note  30  on  Wit  at  Several  Weapons. 

65  Tberis  a  dainty  madwoman,  Mr.]    As  moft,  and   I  believe  sll 
the  Countrymens  fpeeches  are  in  verfe,  I  fancy  Mr.  flood  for  Ma- 
gifter  here.     The  fcboolmafter's  firl*  fpeech  and'  the  greateit  part  of 
this  fcene  was  printed  as  profe.     B^t  I  have  found  it  running  eafily 
into  meafure,  which  Fletcher's  drollery  frequently  does.      Sevcard. 

66  Sir,  ha,  7Y«&r.]  Former  copies. 

Stop 
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Stop  no  more  holes,  but  what  you  Ihould  ! 

Ger.  Dii  boni  I 
A  tinker,  damfel  ? 

Daugh.  Or  a  conjurer : 
Raife  me  a  devil  now,  and  let  him  play 
Quipa/a,  o-th9  bells  and  bones  ! 

Ger.  Go,  take  her, 

And  fluently  perfuade  her  to  a  peace 6? : 
Atque  opus  exegi,  quod  nee  Jovis  ira,  nee  ignis — • 
Strike  up,  and  lead  her  in  ! 

2  Conn.  Come,  lafs,  let's  trip  it ! 

Daugb.  I'll  lead.  \Wind  horns. 

3  Coun.  Do,  do. 

Ger.  Perfuafively,  and  cunningly  j  away,  boys  I 

[Exeunt  all  but  G  err  old. 
I  hear  the  horns :  Give  me  fome  meditation, 
And  mark  your  cue.     Pallas  infpire  me  ! 

Enter  'Tbefeus,  Per  it  bo  us,   NippoUta,    Emilia  >  Arctic* 
and  train. 

fbef.  This  way  the  ftag  took. 

Ger.  Stay,  and  edify  ! 

fbef.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Per.  Some  conntry-fport,  upon  my  life,  Sir*, 

¥bef.  Well,  Sir,  go  forwards  we  will  edify. 
Ladies,  fit  down  !  we'll  ftay  it. 

Ger.  Thou  doughty  duke,  all  hail  !  all  hail,  fwcet 
ladies ! 

ttef.  This  is  a  cold  beginning. 

Ger. If  you  but  favour,  our  country  paftime  made  is* 
We  are  a  few  of  thofe  collected  here, 
That  ruder  tongues  diftinguiih  villager  j 
And  to  fay  verity,  and  not  to  fable, 
We  are  a  merry  rout,  or  elfe  a  rabble, 
Or  company,  or,  by  a  figure,  chorus, 
That  Tore  thy  dignity  will  dance  a  morris. 

67  Perfuade  her  to  a  peace.]  I  think  we  Ihould  read  appeafe  ;  i.  e. 
be  quiet,  QrfJent.  R. 

And 
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And  I,  that  am  the  reftifier  of  all, 

By  title  Pedagogus,  that  let  fall 

The  birch  upon  the  breeches  of  the  fmall  ones, 

And  humble  with  a  ferula  the  tall  ones, 

Do  here  prefent  this  machine,  or  this  frame : 

And,  dainty  duke,  whofe  doughty  difmal  fame 

From  Dis  to  Dedalus,  from  poft  to  pillar, 

Is  blown  abroad  ;  help  me,  thy  poor  well-wilier, 

And  with  thy  twinkling  eyes,  look  right  and  ftraight 

Upon  this  mighty  morr — of  mickle  weight ; 

Is — now  comes  in,  which  being  glew'd  together 

Makes  morris,  and  the  caufe  that  we  came  hither, 

The  body  of  our  {port  of  no  fmall  ftudy. 

I  firft  appear,  tho*  rude,  and  raw,  and  muddy,- 

To  fpeak  before  thy  noble  Grace,  this  tenor : 

At  whofe  great  feet  I  offer  up  my  penner. 

The  next,  the  lord  of  May,  and  lady  bright, 

The  chambermaid,  and  fervingman  by  night, 

That  feek  out  filent  hanging  :  Then  mine  noil, 

And  his  fat  fpoufe,  that  welcome  to  their  coil 

The  galled  traveller,  and  with  a  beck'ning 

Informs  the  tapfter  to  inflame  the  reck'ning : 

Then  the  beaft-eating  clown,  and  next  the  fool, 

The  Bavian,  with  long  tail,  and  eke  long  tool; 

Cum  multis  aliis,  that  make  a  dance ; 

Say  ay,  and  all  (hall  prefently  advance. 

Thef.  Ay,  ay,  by  any  means,  dear  dominel 

Per,  Produce. 

Ger.   Intrate  Jilii  /  Come  forth,  and  foot  it. 

Enter  Countrymen^  &c.     fhey  dance. 

Ladies,  if  we  have  been  merry 68, 
And  have  pleas'd  ye  with  a  derry, 
And  a  derry,  and  a  down, 
Say  the  Schoolm afters  no  clown. 
Duke,  if  we  have  pleas'd  thee  too* 
And  have  clone  as  good  boys  fhould  do, 

Ladies,  if  <we  kave,  &c.}   We   have  ventured   to   prefix  the 
s  name  Co  thisfpeech.  It  has  always  been  given  toPeritkous. 

Give 
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Give  us  but  a  tree  or  twain 
For  a  Maypole,  and  again. 
Ere  another  year  run  out, 
We'll  make  thee  laugh,  and  all  this  rout. 
.  Take'  twenty,  domine. — How  does  my  fweet- 

heart  ? 

Hip.  Never  fo  pleas'd,  Sir. 
Emi.  'Twas  an  excellent  dance ; 
And,  for  a  preface,  I  never  heard  a  better. 

fbef.  Schoolmafter,  I  thank  you.     One  fee  'em 

all  rewarded  ! 

Per.  And  here's  fomething  to  paint  your  pole  withal. 
tfhef.  Now  to  our  iports  again  ! 

Ger.  May  the  flag  thou  hunt'ft  ftand  long, 
And  thy  dogs  be  fwift  and  flrong ! 
May  they  kill  him  without  letts, 
And  the  ladies  cat's  dowfcts ! 

Come,  we  are  all  made  !  [Wind  horns. 

Dii  De^que  omnes !  ye  have  danc'd  rarely,  wenches. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE       VI. 

Enter  Palamon  from  the  luflj. 

Pal.  About  this  hour  my  coufm  gave  his  faith 
To  vifit  me  again,  and  with  him  bring 
Two  fwords,  and  two  good  armours ;  if  he  fail 
He's  neither  man,  nor  foldier.     When  he  left  me, 
I  did  not  think  a  week  could  have  reftor'd 
My  loft  ftrength  to  me,  I  was  grown  fo  low 
And  creft-falFn  with  my  wants  :  I  thank  thee,  Arcite, 
Thou'rt  yet  a  fair  foe ;  and  I  feel  myfelf, 
With  this  refrefhing,  able  once  again 
To  out-dure  danger.     To  delay  it  longer 
Would  make  the  world  think,   when  it  comes  to 

hearing, 

That  I  lay  fatting,  like  a  fwine,  to  6ght, 
And  not  a  foldier :  Therefore,  this  bleft  morning 
Shall  be  the  laft;  and  that  fword  he  refufes, 

VOL.  X.  £  If 
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If  it  but  hold,  I  kill  him  with;  'tis  juftice  : 

So,  Love  and  Fortune  for  me  !  Oh,  good-morrow  I 


Enter  Arcite>  with  armours 

Arc.  Good-morrow,  Noble  Kinfman  ! 

PaL  I  have  put  you 
To  too  much  pains,  Sir. 

Arc.  That  too  much,  fair  coufin, 
Is  but  a  debt  to  honour,  and  my  duty. 

P^/.'Would  you  were  fo  in  all,  Sir  !  I  could  wifhyou 
As  kind  a  Kinfman,  as  you  force  me  find 
A  beneficial  foe,  that  my  embraces/ 
Might  thank  you,  not  rny  blows, 

Arc.  I  fliall  think  either, 
Well  done,  a  noble  recompenfe. 

PaL  Then  I  lhall  quit  you. 

Arc  .  Defy  me  in  thefe  fair  terms,  and  you  fhcw 
More  than  a  miftrefs  to  me  :  No  more  anger, 
As  you  love  any  thing  that's  honourable  ! 
We  were  not  bred  to  talk,  man  ;  when  we're  _arm'd, 
And  both  upon  our  guards,  then  let  our  fury, 
Like  meeting  of  two  tides,  fly  ftrongly  from  us  ! 
And  then  to  whom  the  birthright  of  this  beauty 
Truly  pertains  (without  upbraidings,  fcorns, 
Defpifings  of  our  perfons,  and  fuch  poutings 
Fitter  for  girls  and  fchoolboys)  will  be  feen 
And  quickly,  yours,  or  mine.    Wilt  pleafe  you  arm. 

Sir? 

Or  if  you  feel  yourfelf  not  fitting  yet, 
And  furnifh'd  with  your  old  ftrength,  I'll  flay,  coufin, 
And  every  day  difcourfe  you  into  health, 
As  I  am  ipar'd  :  Your  perfon  I  am  friends  with, 
And  I  could  wifli  I  had  not  faid  I  lov'd  her> 
Tho'  I  had  died  ;  but  loving  fuch  a  lady, 
And  juftifying  my  love,  I  muft  not  fly  from'r, 

PaL  Arcite,  thou  art  fo  brave  an  enemy, 
That  no  man  but  thy  coufm's  fit  to  kill  thee  : 
I'm  well,  and  lufty  \  chufe  your  arms  ! 
Arc.  Chufe  you,  Sir  ! 

Pal. 
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Pal.  Wilt  thou  exceed  in  all,  or  dofl  thou  do  it 
To  make  me  fpare  thee  ? 

Arc.  If  you  think  fc,  cctifin, 
You  are  deceived ;  for,  as  I  am  a  foldier, 
I'll  not  fpare  you  ! 

Pal.  That's  well  faid  ! 

Arc.  You  will  find  it. 

Pal.  Then,  as  I  am  an  honeft  man,  and  love 
With  all  the  juftice  of  affeftion, 
I'll  pay  thee  foundly  !  This  I'll  take. 

Arc.  That's  mine  then; 
Til  arm  you  firft. 

Pal.  Do.     Pray  thee  tell  me>  coufm> 
Where  got'ft  thou  this  good  armour  ? 

Arc.  'Tis  the  duke's  • 
And,  to  fay  true,  I  ftole  it.     Do  I  pinph  you  ?•' 

Pal.  No. 

Arc.  Is't  not  too  heavy  ? 

Pal.  I  have  worn  a  lighter  5 
But  I  fhall  make  it  ferve. 

Arc.  I'll  buckle' t  clofe. 

Pal.  By  any  means. 

Arc.  You  care  not  for  a  grand-guard  ? 

Pal.  No,  no ;  we'll  ufe  no  horfes :  I  perceive 
You  would  fain  be  at  that  fight. 

Arc.  I'm  indifferent. 

Pal.  Faith,  fo  am  I.  Good  coiifin>  thrufl  the  bucklfc 
Thro'  far  enough ! 

Arc.  I  warrant  you. 

Pal.  My  cafque  now ! 

Arc.  Will  you  fight  bare-arm*d  ? 

Pal.  We  fhall  be  the  nimbler. 

Arc.  But  ufe  your  gauntlets  tho* :  Thofe  arc  o*thv 

leaft; 
Prithee  take  mine,  good  coufin  ! 

Pal.  Thank  you,  Arcite  ! 
How  do  I  look  ?  am  I  fall'n  much  away  ? 

Arc .  Faith,  very  little ;  Love  has  us'd  you  kindly. 

Pat.  I'll  warrant  thee,  I'll  ftrikc  home. 

E  2  Arc. 
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Arc.  Do,  and  fpare  not ! 
I'll  give  you  caufe,  fvveet  coufin. 

Pal.  Now  to  you,  Sir ! 

Methinks  this  armour's  very  like  that,  Arcite, 
Thou  wor'ft  that  day  the  three  kings  fell,  but  lighter. 

Arc.  That  was  a  very  good  one ;  and  that  day, 
I  well  remember,  you  out-did  me,  coufin  -, 
I  never  faw  fuch  valour  :  When  you  charg'd 
Upon  the  left  wing  of  the  enemy, 
I  fpurr'd  hard  to  come  up,  and  under  me 
I  had  a  right  good  horfe. 

Pal.  You  had  indeed ; 
A  bright-bay,  I  remember. 

Arc.  Yes.     But  all 

Was  vainly  labour'd  in  me ;  you  out-went  me, 
Nor  could  my  wifhes  reach  you  :  Yet  a  little 
I  did  by  imitation. 

Pal.  More  by  virtue ; 
You're  modeft,  coufm. 

Arc.  When  I  faw  you  charge  firft, 
Methought  I  heard  a  dreadful  clap  of  thunder 
Break  from  the  troop. 

Pal.  But  ftill  before  that  flew 
The  lightning  of  your  valour.     Stay  a  little ! 
Is  not  this  piece  too  ftraight  ? 

Arc.  No,  no ;  'tis  well. 

Pal.  I  would  have  nothing  hurt  thee  but  my  fword* 
A  bruife  would  be  difhonour. 

Arc.  Now  I'm  perfect. 

Pal.  Stand  off  then ! 

Arc.  Take  my  fword !  I  hold  it  better. 

Pal.  I  thank  you,  no ;  keep  it ;  your  life  lies  on  it: 
Here's  one,  if  it  but  hold,  I  afk  no  more 
For  all  my  hopes.     My  caufe  and  honour  guard  me ! 
[They  bow  fever  al  ways ;  then  advance  and  ft  and. 

Arc.  And  me,  my  love  !  Is  there  aught  elfe  to  fay  ? 

Pal.  This  only,  and  no  more :  Thou  art  mine 

aunt's  fon, 
And  that  blood  we  defire  to  flied  is  mutual ; 

la 
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In  me,  thine,  and  in  thee,  mine  :  My  fword 
Is  in  my  hand,  and  if  thou  killeit  me 
The  gods  and  I  forgive  thee  !  If  there  be 
A  place  prepared  for  thofe  that  fleep  in  honour, 
I  wiili  his  weary  foul  that  falls  may  win  it  ! 
Fight  bravely,  coufin  :  Give  me  thy  noble  hand  ! 

Arc.  Here,  Palamon  !  This  hand  fhall  never  more 
Come  near  thee  with  fuch  fricndfhip. 

Pal.  I  commend  thee. 

Arc.  If  I  fall,  curie  me,  and  fay  I  was  a  coward; 
For  none  but  fuch  dare  die  in  thefe  juft  trials69. 
Once  more,  farewell,  my  couiin  ! 

Pal.  Farewell,  Arcite  !  \Figbt. 

[Horns  within  ;  they  ftand. 

Arc.  Lo,  coufin,  lo  !  our  folly  has  undone  us  ! 

Pal.  Why? 

Arc.  This  is  the  duke,  a-hunting  as  I  told  you  ; 
If  we  be  found,  we're  wretched!  Oh,  retire, 
For  Honour's  fake  !  and  fafely  prefently70 

C9  If  1  fall,  curfe  me,   and  Jay  I  was  a  coward, 

For  none  but  fuch  dare  die  in  tbefe  juft  trials.]  Mr.  Sympfon 
thinks  this  a  lirange  fentiment,  and  indeed  it  nrnft  appear  fo,  till  we 
recolieft  that  our  icene  lies  in  the  land  of  knight  errantry  rather  than 
in  Athens  :  That  our  Authors  follow  Chaucer,  and  drefs  their  heroes 
after  the  manners  of  his  age,  when  trials  by  the  fword  were  thought 
julr,  and  the  conquer'd  always  fupposM  guilty  and  held  infamous. 
JR  this  light  the  feotiment  is  proper,  though  it  would  certainly  be 
more  in  character  in  Palamon's  mouth,  whofe  enthu&aitic  zeal  for  th« 
juiiice  of  his  caufe,  would  be  the  proper  father  of  fuch  a  fentiment. 
P-erfcaps  therefore  the  original  might  have  ran  thus, 
Pal.  1  commend  thee, 

If  1  fall,  curfe  me,  and  fay  I  nvas  a  coward  \ 
for  none  but  fuch  dare  die  in  thefe  juft  trials, 

Inftead  of  returning  this  with  the  like  violence,  Arcite  (with  a  look 
where  difdain  and  teudernefs  ftruggle  awhile  and  then  fettle  to  a  firm 
refolution)  anfwers, 

Once  more  farewell,  my  coufin. 

Bat  if  this  change  of  the  fpeakers  takes  place,  it  might  be  neceflarv 
to  give  the  former  fpeech  of  PaLmon  to  Arcite,  and  make  Palamon 
only  fpcak  the  hft  line  of  it.  It  is  very  common  to  have  whole  fcenes 
confus'd  thus  iu  their  fpeakers. 

We  cannot  (ce  any  need  of  change. 

an(j  fafeiy  prefently 
" 


Into  your  bujh  again."}   The  two  zivsrbs,  Jafefy  prtfetttfy  in  COn- 
jundjon,  are  very  uuiike  our  Authors  j  by  putting  a  conuna  between 

£  3  them 
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Into  your  bufh  again.  Sir !  We  fhal!  find 

Too  many  hours  to  die  in.     Gentle  coufin, 

If  you  be  feen  you  perifh  inftantly, 

For  breaking  prifon  -,  and  I,  if  you  reveal  me, 

For  my  contempt :  Then  all  the  world  will  fcorn  uSj 

And  fay  we  had  a  noble  difference, 

Eut  bafe  difpofers  of  it. 

Pal.  No,  no,  coufin ; 
I  will  no  more  be  hidden,  nor  put  off 
This  great  adventure  to  a  fecond  trial ! 
I  know  your  cunning,  and  I  know  your  caufe. 
He  that  faints  now,  ihame  take  him !  Put  thyfelf 
Upon  thy  prefent  guard 

Arc .  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Pal.  Or  I  will  make  th'  advantage  of  this  hour 
Mine  own ;  and  what  to  come  fhall  threaten  me, 
I  fear  lefs  than  my  fortune.     Know,  weak  coufin^ 
I  love  Emilia  !  and  irr  that  I'll  bury 
Thee,  and  all  crofTes  elfe  1 

Arc.  Then  come  what  can  come, 
Thou  lhalt  know,  Palamon,  I  dare  as  well 
Die  as  difcourfe,  or  fleep  :  Only  this  fears  me, 
The  law  will  have  the  honour  of  our  ends. 
Have  at  thy  life  ! 

PaL  Look  to  thine  own  well,  Arcite ! 

[Fight  again.     Horns. 

Enter  fbeftus,  Hippolita>  Emilia^  Perithous,  and  train. 

fbef.  What  ignorant  and  mad  malicious  traitors 
Are  you,  that,  'gainft  the  tenor  of  my  laws, 
Are  making  battle,  thus  like  knights  appointed, 
Without  my  leave,  and  officers  of  arms  ? 
By  Caftor,  both  fhall  die  ! 

them  they  may  fuit  the  hurry  of  the  fpeaker.     But  it  Teems  muck 
more  probable  that  the  firft  is  a  miftake,  and  that  the  true  reading  is» 

Ob9  retire 

For  Honour' s  fake ,  and  fafety,  frefently 

Into  the  bujh  again, 
Mr.  Theobald  concurred  with  me  in  this  emendation.        Sewarel. 

Bat  being  merely  ccrije&ural,  and  not  necfflary,  is  not  adminicle. 

Pal, 
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Pal.  Hold  thy  word,  Thefeus  ! 
We're  certainly  both  traitors,  both  defpifers  / 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  goodnefs  :  I  am  Palamon, 
That  cannot  love  dtefc,  he  that  broke  thy  prifon ; 
Think  well  what  that  deferves!  and  this  is  Arcite$ 
A  bolder  traitor  never  trod  thy  ground, 
A  falfer  ne'er  feem'd  friend :  This  is  the  man 
Was  begg'd  and  banifh'd;  this  is  he  contemns  thee, 
And  what  thou  dar'ft  do ;  and  in  this  difguife, 
Again  ft  this  known  edict,  follows  thy  filter, 
That  fortunate  bright  ftar,  the  fair  Emilia 
(Whofe  fervant,  if  there  be  a  right  in  feeing, 
And  firft  bequeathing  of  the  foul  to,  juftly 
I  am)  ;  and,  which  is  more,  dares  think  her  his  ! 
This  treachery,  like  a  molt  trufty  lover, 
I  call'd  him  now  to  anfwer :  If  thou  be'ft, 
As  thou  art  fpoken,  great  and  virtuous, 
The  true  decider  of  all  injuries, 
Say,  c  Fight  again !'  and  thou  fhalt  fee  me,  Thefeus, 
Do  fuch  a  juftice,  thou  thyfelf  wilt  envy; 
Then  take  my  life  !  I'll  wooe  thee  to't. 

Per.  Oh,  Heaven, 
What  more  than  man  is  this ! 

1'bef.  I've  fworn. 

Arc.  We  feek  not 

Thy  breath  of  mercy,  Thefeus !  'Tis  to  me 
A  thing  as  foon  to  die,  as  thee  to  fay  it, 
And  no  more  mov'd.  Where  this  man  calls  me  traitor, 
Let  me  fay  thus  much  :  If  in  love  be  treafon, 
In  ferviceof  fo  excellent  a  beauty, 
As  I  love  moil,  and  in  that  faith  will  perifli; 
AS  I  have  brought  my  life  here  to  confirm  it ; 
As  I  have  ferv'd  her  trueft,  worthieft  -, 
As  I  dare  kill  this  coufm,  that  denies  it ; 
So  let  me  be  moil  traitor,  and  you  pleafe  me. 
For  fcorning  thy  edict,  duke,  alk  that  lady 
Why  fhe  is  fair,  and  why  her  eyes  command  me 
Stay  here  to  love  her ;  and  if  fbe  fay  traitor, 
I  am  a  villain  fit  to  lie  unburied. 

£4  P*/. 
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Pal.  Thou  fhalt  have  pity  of  us  both,  oh,  Thefeus, 
If  unto  neither  thou  fhew  mercy ;  Hop, 
As  thou  art  juft,  thy  noble  ear  againft  us  ; 
As  thou  art  valiant,  for  thy  coufin's  foul, 
Whofe  twelve  flrong  labours  crown  his  memory, 
Let's  die  together,  at  one  inflant,  duke  ! 
Only  a  little  let  him  fall  before  me, 
That  I  may  tell  my  foul  he  fhall  not  have  her. 

Thef.  I  grant  your  wifh ;  for,  to  fay  true,  your  couiln 
Has  ten  times  more  offended,  for  I  gave  him 
More  mercy  than  you  found,  Sir,  your  offences 
Being  no  more  than  his.     None  here  fpeak  for  'em ! 
For,  ere  the  fun  fet,  both  ftiall  fleep  for  ever. 

Hip.  Alas,  the  pity  !  now  or  never,  fifter, 
Speak,  not  to  be  denied :  That  face  of  yours 
Will  bear  the  curfes  elfe  of  after-ages, 
For  thefe  loft  coufins ! 

Emi.  In  my  face,  dear  fifter, 
I  find  no  anger  to  'em,  nor  no  ruin ; 
The  mifadventure  of  their  own  eyes  kills  'em : 
Yet  that  I  will  be  v/oman,  and  have  pity, 
My  knees  iHall  grow  to  th'  ground  but  I'll  get  mercy. 
Help  me,  dear  filler  !  in  a  deed  fo  virtuous, 
The  powers  of  all  women  will  be  with  us. 
Moft  royal  brother 

Hip.  Sir,  by  our  tie  of  marriage 

Emi.  By  your  own  fpotlefs  honour 

Hip.  By  that  faith, 
That  fair  hand,  and  that  honeft  heart  you  gave  me — 

Emi.  By  that  you  would  have  pity  in  another, 
By  your  own  virtues  infinite 

Hip.  By  valour, 
By  all  the  chafte  nights  I  have  ever  pleas'd  you 

fbef.  Thefe  are  ftrange  conjuringsi 

Per.  Nay,  then  I'll  in  too : 
By  all  our  friendlhip,  Sir,  by  all  our  dangers, 
By  all  you  love  mo  ft,  wars,  and  this  fweet  lady • 

Emi.  By  that  you  would  have  trembled  to  denyx 
A  biufhing  maid 
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Hip.  By  your  own  eyes,  by  ftrength, 
In  which  you  fwore  I  went  beyond  all  women, 
Almoft  all  men,  and  yet  I  yielded,  Thefeus 

Per.  To  crown  all  this,  by  your  moil  noble  foul, 
Which  cannot  want  due  mercy  !  I  beg  firft. 

Hip.  Next,  hear  my  prayers ! 

Emi.  Laft,  let  me  entreat,  Sir ! 

Per.  For  mercy ! 

Hip.  Mercy! 

Emi.  Mercy  on  thefe  princes  ! 

Tbef.  You  make  my  faith  reel :  Say  I  felt 
Compaflion  to  'em  both,  how  would  you  place  it? 

Emi.  Upon  their  lives;  but  with  their  baniihments. 

Thef.  You're  a  right  woman,  fifter ;  you  have  pity, 
But  want  the  underftanding  where  to  ufe  it. 
If  you  defire  their  lives,  invent  a  way 
Safer  than  baniihment :  Can  thefe  two  live, 
And  have  the  agony  of  love  about  'em, 
And  not  kill  one  another  ?  Every  day 
They'll  fight  about  you  ;  hourly  bring  your  honour 
In  public  queftion  with  their -fwords  :  Be  wife  then* 
And  here  forget  'em !  it  concerns  your  credit, 
And  my  oath  equally :  I  have  faid,  they  die  ! 
Better  they  fall  by  th'  law,  than  one  another. 
Bow  not  my  honour. 

Emi.  Oh,  my  noble  brother, 
That  oath  was  rafhly  made,  and  in  your  anger; 
Your  reafon  will  not  hold  it :  If  fuch  vows 
Stand  for  exprefs  will,  all  the  world  muflperiih* 
Befide,  I  have  another  oath  'gainft  yours, 
Of  more  authority,  I'm  fure  more  love ; 
Not  made  in  paffion  neither,  but  good  heed. 

fbef.  What  is  it,  fifter  ? 

Per.  Urge  it  home,  brave  lady  ! 

Emi.  That  you  would  ne'er  deny  me  any  thing 
Fit  for  my  modeft  fiiit,  and  your  free  granting : 
I  tie  you  to  your  word  now ;  if  you  fail  in't, 
Think  how  you  maim  your  honour; 
(For  now  I'm  fet  a-begging,  Sir,  I'm  deaf 

To 
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To  all  but  your  companion  !)  how  their  lives 
Might  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name,  opinion 7I ! 
Shall  any  thing  that  loves  me  perifh  For  me  ? 
That  were  a  cruel  wifdom  !  do  men  prune 
The  ftraight  young  boughs,  that  blufh  with  thoufand 

blorToms, 

Becaufe  they  may  be  rotten  ?  Oh,  duke  Thefeus, 
The  goodly  mothers  that  have  groan'd  for  thefe, 
And  all  the  longing  maids  that  ever  lov'd, 
If  your  vow  ftand,  Iriall  curfe  me  and  my  beauty, 
And,  in  their  funeral  fongs  for  thefe  two  coufms, 
Defpife  my  cruelty,  and  cry  woe-worth  me, 
yTi\\  I  am  nothing  but  the  fcorn  of  women  : 
For  Heav'n's  fake  fave  their  lives,  and  banilh  Jem ! 

<fbef.  On  what  conditions  ? 

Emi.  Swear  'em  never  more 
To  make  me  their  contention,  or  to  know  me, 
To  tread  upon  thy  dukedom,  and  to  be, 
Wherever  they  fhall  travel,  ever  ftrangers 
To  one  another. 

PaL  I'll  be  cut  a-pieces 
Before  I  take  this  oath !  Forget  I  love  her  ? 
Oh,  all  ye  gods,  defpife  me  then !  Thy  baniihment 
I  not  miflike,  fo  we  may  fairly  carry 
Our  fwords,  and  caufe  along:  Elfe,  never  trifle, 
But  take  our  lives,  duke  !  I  muft  love,  and  will ; 
And  for  that  love,  muft  and  dare  kill  this  coufin, 
On  any  piece  the  earth  has ! 

Tbef.  Will  you,  Arcite, 
Take  thefe  conditions  ? 

Pal.  He's  a  villain  then ! 

71  '  •-  bow  their  lives 

flight  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name  ;  opinion, 
SboJl  any  thing  that  loves  me  perijk  for  me  ?"}    Opinion  is  often 
ttfed  by  the  old  writers  in  the  fenfe  of  reputation,  in  which  fcnfc  it  is 
fcere  to  be  taken.     Macbeth  fays, 

*  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinefs: 

'  He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
*•  Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 

*  Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  nevveft  glofs, 

call  afide  fo  foon»* 

Per. 
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Per.  Thefe  are  men ! 

Arc.  No,  never,duke  ;  'tis  worfe  to  me  than  begging, 
To  take  my  life  fo  bafely.     Tho'  I  think 
I  never  fhall  enjoy  her,  yet  I'll  preferve 
The  honour  of  affe&ion,  and  die  for  her, 
Make  death  a  devil ! 

fhef.  What  maybe  done  ?  for  now  I  feel  companion. 

Per.  Let  it  not  fall  again,  Sir ! 

fbef.  Say,.  Emilia, 

If  one  of  them  were  dead,  as  one  muft,  are  you 
Content  to  take  the  other  to  your  hufband  ? 
They  cannot  both  enjoy  you  ;  they  are  princes 
As  goodly  as  your  own  eyes,  and  as  noble 
As  ever  Fame  yet  fpoke  of;  look  upon  'em, 
And  if  you  can  love,  end  this  difference ! 
I  give  confent :  Are  you  content  too,  princes  ? 

Both.  With  all  our  fouls. 

fbef.  He  that  fhe  refufes 
Muft  die  then. 

Both.  Any  death  thou  canft  invent,  duke. 

Pal.  If  I  fall  from  that  mouth,  I  fall  with  favour, 
And  lovers  yet  unborn  fhall  blefs  my  afhes. 

Arc.  If  fhe  refufe  me,  yet  my  grave  will  wed  me, 
And  foldiers  fing  my  epitaph. 

fbef.  Make  choice  then  ! 

Emi.  I  cannot,  Sir ;  they're  both  too  excellent : 
For  me,  a  hair  fhall  never  fall  of  thefe  men. 

Hip.  What  will  become  of  'em  ? 

Thef.  Thus  I  ordain  it ; 
And,  by  mine  honour,  once  again  it  flands, 
Or  both  fhall  die ! — You  fhall  both  to  your  country  ) 
And  each  within  this  month,  accompanied 
With  three  fair  knights,  appear  again  in  this  place, 
In  which  I'll  plant  a  pyramid :  And  whether, 
Before  us  that  are  here,  can  force  his  coufin 
By  fair  and  knightly  ftrength  to  touch  the  pillar, 
He  fhall  enjoy  her  -,  the  other  lofe  his  head  7% 

r-  <[bt  other  lofe  bis  head, 

And  all  his  friends.}  Chaucer's  doom  on  this  occafion  is  only 
bamfiiment,  and  our  Authors  altered  it  to  lender  the  cataftrophe 
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And  all  his  friends :  Nor  fhall  he  grudge  to  fall, 
Nor  think  he  dies  with  intereft  in  this  lady : 
Will  this  content  ye  ? 

Pal.  Yes.     Here,  coufin  Arcite, 
I'm  friends -again  'till  that  hour. 

Arc.  I  embrace  you. 

fbef.  Are  you  content,  filter  ? 

Emi.  Yes  :  I  muft,  Sir  5 
Elfe  both  mifcarry. 

fbef.  Come,  fhakc  hands  again  then  ; 
And  take  heed,  as  you're  gentlemen,  this  quarrel 
Sleep  'till  the  hour  prefix'd,  and  hold  your  courfe  ! 

Pal.  We  dare  not  fail  thee,  Thefeus. 

more  interefting.  As  to  the  probability  of  their  procuring  each 
three  feconds  upon  fuch  odd  term?,  it  may  {hock  us  to  fuppofe  any 
fuch  gallant  idiots  j  but  even  fo  low  as  our  Authors  age  it  was 
reckon'd  cowardife  to  refufe  any  man,  even  a  ftranger,  to  be  a  fo 
cond  in  alrnofl  any  duel  whatever,  of  which  there  is  a  moil  inimitable 
burlefque  in  the  Little  French  Lawyer.  Mankind  were  mad  after 
Knight -Errantry.  ;  and  the  reader  muft  catch  a  little  of  the  fpirit 
himfelf,  or  he'll  lofe  a  great  part  of  the  beauties  of  this  play  ;  he 
muft  kindle  with  the  flames  of  military  glory,  think  life  a  {mail 
ftake  to  hazard  in  fuch  a  combat,  and  death  defirable  to  the  con- 
quer'd  as  a  refuge  from  mame.  While  the  judicial  trials  by  the 
duello  were  part  of  our  laws,  this  was  really  the  fpirit  of  our  anceftors. 
J  have  a  treatiie  now  before  me  of  Mr.  Seklen,  wrote  in  l6ic, 
probably  about  the  very  time  of  our  Authors  publifhing  this  play, 
where  thefe  duello  trials  are  very  learnedly  traced,  with  all  their 
forms  and  ceremonies  from  the  Norman  conqaeft  to  James  the  Firit, 
in  whofe  reign  they  Hill  continued  part  of  the  Jaws  of  our  land, 
and  feem  to  have  been  not  out  of  fafhion  j  for  we  find  by  all  the 
writers  of  that  age,  how  common  the  private  extra] ac! icial  duel  then 
was,  and  this  author,  after  reciting  the  decrees  of  two  popes  againft 
fuch  trials,  and  the  thunder,  as  he  calls  it,  of  the  Council  of  Trent, 
with  a  very  ferious  face  fubjoins :  *  To  thofe  which  were  the  obfervant 
fonnes  of  the  Roman  church,  this  and  the  other  decrees  extend  their 
inhibitions;  but  the  Engiifli  culioms  never  permitted  themfeives  to 
be  fubjecled  10  fuch  clergy -canons ;  alwaies  (unuer  parliament  car- 
re&ion)  retaining,  as  vvnatfoever  they  hive  by  long  ufe  or  allow 
ance  approv'd,  fo  this  of  the  duel. '—I  am  told  by  lawyers,  that 
this  fuperititious  and  barbarous  law  has  never  to  this  day  met  with 
parliament  correction,  but  has  by  cullom  only  funk  into  obfoletenefs. 
Our  anceftors  in  this  inftance  as  well  as  that  of  our  calendar,  melt 
refoluteiy  avoided  the  example  of  Paj  iitc,  even  where  the  latter  vve.e 
t);1  O£lu.  Seacard. 

Thef. 
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fbef.  Come,  I'll  give  ye 
Now  ufage  like  to  princes,  and  to  friends. 
When  ye  return,  who  wins,  I'll  fettle  here  3 
Who  lofes,  yet  I'll  weep  upon  his  bier.         [Exeunt, 


ACT     IV.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Jailor  and  a  Friend. 

Jailor. J[  T  EAR  you  no  more  ?  Was  nothing  faid 

J~i  of  me 

Concerning  the  efcape  of  Palamon  ? 
Good  Sir,  remember! 

1  Friend.  Nothing  that  I  heard  ; 
For  I  came  home  before  the  bufmefs 
Was  fully  ended  :  Yet  I  might  perceive, 
Ere  I  departed,  a  great  likelihood 

Of  both  their  pardons ;  for  Hippblita, 

And  fair-ey'd  Emily,  upon  their  knees 

Begg'd  with  fuch  handfome  pity,  that  the  duke 

Methoughtftood  daggering  whether  he  fhould  foll©\y 

His  rafh  oath,  or  the  fweet  companion 

Of  thofe  two-ladies;  and  to  fecond  them, 

That  truly  noble  prince  Perithous, 

Half  his  own  heart,  fet  in  too,  that  I  hope 

All  {ball  be  well ;  Neither  heard  I  one  queftion 

Of  your  name,  or  his  Tcape. 

Enter  Second  Friend. 

Jailor.  Pray  Heav'n,  it  hold  fo ! 

2  Friend.  Be  of  good  comfort,  man !  I  bring  you 

news, 
Good  news. 

Jailor.  They're  welcome. 
2  Friend.  Palamon  has  clear'd  you, 
And  got  your  pardon,  and  difcover'd  how 

And 
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And  by  whofe  means  he  'fcap'd,   which  was  you! 

Daughter's, 

Whofe  pardon  is  procured  too ;  and  the  prifoner 
(Not  to  be  held  ungrateful  to  her  goodnefs) 
Has  given  a  fum  of  money  to  her  marriage, 
A  large  one,  I'll  affure  you. 

Jailor.  You're  a  good  man, 
And  ever  bring  good  news. 

1  Friend.  How  was  it  ended1  ? 

2  Friend.  Why,  as  it  fhould  be ;  they  that  never 

begg'd 

But  they  prevail'd,  had  their  fuits  fairly  granted. 
The  prifoners  have  their  lives. 

j  Friend.  I  knew  'twould  be  fo. 

2  Friend.  But  there  be  new  conditions,  which  you'll 

hear  of 
At  better  time. 

Jailor.  I  hope  they're  good. 

2  Friend.  They're  honourable ; 
How  good  they'll  prove,  I  know  not. 

Enter  Wooer* 

1  Friend.  'Twill  be  known. 

Wooer.  Alas,  Sir,  where's  your  Daughter  ? 

Jailor.  Why  do  you  afk  ? 

Wooer.  Oh,  Sir,  when  did  you  fee  her  ? 

2  Friend.  How  he  looks  ! 
Jailor.  This  morning. 

Wooer.  Was  Ihe  well  ?  was  fhe  in  health,  Sir? 
When  did  fhe  fleep  ? 

i  Friend.  Thefe  are  ftrange  queftions. 

Jailor.  I  do  not  think  fhe  was  very  well ;  for,  now 
You  make  me  mind  her,  but  this  very  day 
I  afk'd  her  queftions,  and  fhe  anfwer'd  me 
So  far  from  what  fhe  was,  fo  childifhly, 
So  fillily,  as  if  fhe  were  a  fool, 
An  innocent 73 !  and  I  was  very  angry. 

7J  An  innocent.]  In  the  northern  parts  of  this  kingdom,  the  com 
mon,  appellation  of  an  idtot  is  tin  innocent  to  this  day.  R. 

But 
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But  what  of  her,  Sir  ? 

Wooer.  Nothing  but  my  pity; 
But  you  muft  know  it,  and  as  good  by  me 
As  by  another  that  kfs  loves  her. 

Jailor.  Well,  Sir? 

1  Friend.  Not  right  ? 

2  Friend.  Not  well  ? 
Wooer.  No,  Sir ;  not  well : 

*Tis  too  true,  fhe  is  mad. 

I  Friend.  It  cannot  be. 

Wooer.  Believe,  you'll  find  it  fo. 

Jailor.  I  half  fufpeded 

What  you  have  told  me  5  the  gods  comfort  her ! 
Either  this  was  her  love  to  Palamon, 
Or  fear  of  my  mifcarrying  on  his  Tcape, 
Or  both. 

Wooer.  'Tis  likely. 

Jailor,  But  why  all  this  hafte,  Sir  ? 

Wooer.  I'll  tell  you  quickly.  As  I  late  was  angling 
In  the  great  lake  that  lies  behind  the  palace 74, 
From  the  far  fhore,  thick  fet  with  reeds  and  fedges, 
A.S  patiently  I  was  attending  fport, 
I  heard  a  voice,  a  fhrill  one  ;  and  attentive 
I  gave  my  ear  $  when  I  might  well  perceive 
'Twas  one  that  fung,  and,  by  the  fmallnefs  of  it, 
A  boy  or  woman.     I  then  left  my  angle 

?*  As  1  late,  &c.]  This  defcription  bears  a  ftriking  refemblanct 
to  the  following  in  Hamlet : 

There  is  a  willow  grows  aflant  a  brook, 

That  {hews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glafiy  ftream  : 

There  with  fantaftic  garlands  did  fhe  come, 

Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daifies,  and  long  purple*, 

That  liberal  (hepherds  give  a  grofTer  name, 

But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  mens1  fingers  call  them: 

There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  coronet  weeds 

Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  fliver  broke  ; 

When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herfelf 

Fell  in  the  weeping  brook ;  her  cloaths  fpread  wid«, 

And,  mermaid- like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up: 

Which  time  fhe  chaunted  matches  of  old  tunes, 

As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 

Or  like  a  creature  native,  and  indued 

Unto  that  element.'  £, 

To 
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To  his  own  fkill,  came  near,  but  yet  perceiv'd  not 
Who  made  the  found,  the  rufhes  and  the  reeds 
Had  fo  encompafs'd  it :  I  laid  me  down 
And  liften'd  to  the  words  flie  fung ;  for  then, 
Thro'  a  fmall  glade  cut  by  the  fifhermen, 
I  faw  it  was  your  Daughter. 

Jailor.  Pray  go  on,  Sir ! 

Wooer.  She  fung  much,  but  no  fenfe  >  only  I  heard 

her 

Repeat  this  often :  c  Palamon  is  gone, 
c  Is  gone  to  th'  wood  to  gather  mulberries ; 
c  I'll  find  him  out  tomorrow.' 

i  Friend.  Pretty  foul ! 

/Fiwr/Hisfhackles  will  betray  him,he'll  be  taken; 
c  And  what  fhall  I  do  then  ?  I'll  bring  a  beavy, 
c  A  hundred  black-ey'd  maids  that  love  as  I  do, 
c  With  chaplets  on  their  heads,  of  daffodillies, 
*  With  cherry  lips,  and  cheeks  of  damafk  rofes, 
<  And  all  we'll  dance  an  antick  'fore  the  duke, 
c  And  beg  his  pardon.'  Then  fhe  talk'd  of  you,  Sir; 
That  you  muft  lofe  your  head  tomorrow-morning, 
And  fhe  muft  gather  flowers  to  bury  you, 
And  fee  the  houfe  made  handfome :  Then  fhe  fung 
Nothing  but c  Willow,  willow, willow  7Y  and  between 
Ever  was,  c  Palamon,  fair  Palamon  !' 
And  c  Palamon  was  a  tall  young  man  !'  The  place 
Was<  knee-deep  where  fhe  fat  -,  her  carelefs  trefTes, 
A  wreath  of  bull-rufh  rounded75;  about  her  fluck 
Thoufand  frefh- water  flowers  of  feveral  colours  •> 
That  methought  fhe  appear'd  like  the  fair  nymph 
That  feeds  the  lake  with  waters,  or  as  Iris 
Newly  dropt  down  from  Heav'n  !  Rings  fhe  made 
Of  rufhes  that  grew  by,  and  to  'em  fpoke 
The  prettiefl  pofies ;  c  Thus  our  true  love's  tied  ;* 
(  This  you  may  loofe,  not  me;'  and  many  a  one : 
And  then  fhe  wept,  and  fung  again,  and  figh'd, 
And  with  the  fame  breath  fmil'd,  and  kift  her  hand. 

74-  J5P7//0W,  &c.]  See  Othello.  The  fong  here  alluded  to  is  printed 
in  Percy's  Reiiques  o'f  Ancient  Poetry.  R+ 

1}   'd  wreak  of  bull  ;•*/£.]  Corrected  in  1 750. 

2  Friend. 
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<L  Friend.  Alas,  what  pity 'tis! 

Wooer.  I  made  in  to  her ; 

She  faw  me,  and  ftraight  fought  the  fldod ;  I  fav'd  her, 
And  fet  her  fafe  to  land  ;  when  prefently 
She  flipt  away,  and  to  the  city  made, 
With  fuch  a  cry,  and  fwiftnefs,  that  believe  me 
She  left  me  far  behind  her :  Three,   or  four, 
I  faw  from  far  off  crofs  her,  one  of  'em 
I  knew  to  be  your  brother ;  where  fhe  fcay'd, 
And  fell,  fcarce  to  be  got  away  ^  I  left  them  with  hen 

Enter  Brother^  Daughter,  and  others. 
And  hither  came  to  tell  you.     Here  they  are ! 

Daugb.  May  you  never  more  enjoy  the  light,  &?*• 
Is  not  this  a  fine  fong  ? 

Brother.  Oh,  a  very  fine  one  ! 

Daugb.  I  can  fing  twenty  more* 

Brother.  I  think  you  can. 

Daugh.  Yes,  truly  can  I ;  I  can  fing  the  Broom, 
And  Bonny  Robin  j6.     Are  not  you  a  tailor  ? 

Brother.  Yes. 

Daugb,  Where's  my  wedding-gown !    - 

.Brother.  I'll  bring  it  tomorrow. 

Daugb.  Do,  very  early  r  •,  I  muft  be  abroad  elfe, 
To  call  the  maids,  and  pay  the  minftrels ; 
For  I  muft  lofe  my  maidenhead  by  cock-light ; 
*Twill  never  thrive  elfe. 

Oh,  fair,  oh,  fweet,  &c.  [Sings. 

Brother.  You  muft  ev'n  take  it  patiently. 
Jailor.  'Tis  true. 

Daugb.  Good  e'en,  good  men  !  Pray  did  you  ever 
hear 

7*  Bonny  Rvbin.]  Ophelia,  in  Shakefpeare's  Hamiec,  fings  part  of 
this  fong. 

77  Do,  very  rarely.]  I  had  put  early  into  the  text  here  before  I 
received  Mr.  Sympfon's  reading  rearly,  i.  e.  betimes  in  the  morning. 
If  there  is  fuch  a  word,  it  is  undoubtedly  the  true  one  ;  hut  as  he 
quotes  no  authority,  and  I  can  find  none  "in  my  Gloflaries,  I  mult  let 
early  remain,  which  Mr.  Theobald  has  likewife  put  in  his  mar^H. 

Qe-wnrJ. 

Vot.  X.  F  Of 
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Of  one  young  Palamon  ? 

Jailor.  Yes,  wench,  we  know  him. 

Daugb.  Is't  not  a  fine  young  gentleman  ? 

'jailor.  'Tis  love ! 

Brother.  By  no  means  crofs  her;  fhe  is  then  dif- 

temper'd 
Far  worfe  than  now  fhe  fhews. 

I  Friend.  Yes,  he's  a  fine  man. 

Daugb.  Oh?  is  he  fo  ?  You  have  a  lifter  ?" 

i  Friend.  Yes. 

Daugb.  But  Hie  fhall  never  have  him,  tell  her  fo,. 
For  a  trick  that  I  know  :  You  had  beft  look  to  her, 
For  if  fhe  fee  him  once,  fhe's  gone  -,  fhe's  done. 
And  undone  in  an  hour.     All  the  young  maids 
Of  our  town  are  in  love  with  him ;  but  I  laugh  at 'em, 
And  let  'em  all  alone  j  is't  not  a  wife  courfe  ? 

1  Friend.  Yes. 

Daugb.  There  is  at  leaft  two  hundred  now  with- 

child  by  him, 

There  muft  be  four ;  yet  I  keep  clofe  for  all  this, 
Clofe  as  a  cockle ;  and  all  thefe  muft  be  boys, 
He  has  the  trick  on't ;  and  at  ten  years  old 
They  muft  be  all  gelt  for  muficians, 
And  fing  the  Wars  of  Thefeus. 

2  Friend.  This  is  ftrange. 

Daugb.  As  ever  you  heard  5  but  fay  nothing. 

I  Friend.  No. 

Daugb.  They  come  from  all  parts  of  the  dukedom 

to  him : 

I'll  warrant  you,  he  had  not  fo  few  laft  night 
As  twenty  to  difpatch  ;  he'll  tickle't  up 
In  two  hours,  if  his  hand  be  in. 

Jailor.  She's  loft, 
Paft  all  cure ! 

Brother,  Heav'n  forbid,  man  ! 

Daugb.  Come  hither ;  you're  a  wife  man. 

i  Friend.  Does  ihe  know  him  ? 

a  Friend.  No ;  'would  fhe  did  ! 

Daugb.  You're  mafter  of  a  fhip  ? 

Jailor. 
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Jailor.  Yes. 

Daugh.  Where's  your  compafs  ? 

Jailor.  Here. 

Daugh.  Set  it  to  th'  North; 

And  now  direct  your  courfe  to  th 'wood,  where  Palamon 
Lies  longing  for  me ;  for  the  tackling 
Let  me  alone :   Come,  weigh  my  hearts,  cheerly  ! 

All.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh  !  'tis  up,  the  wind  is  fair, 
Top  the  bowling ;  out  with  the  main-fail ! 
Where  is  your  whiille,  mailer  ? 

Brother.  Let's  get  her  in. 

Jailor.  Up  to  the  top,  boy. 

Brother.  Where's  the  pilot  ? 

1  Friend.  Here. 

Daugh.  What  ken'ft  thou  ? 

2  Friend.  A  fair  wood. 

Daugh.  Bear  for  it,  matter;  tack  about!     [Sings. 

When  Cinthia  with  her  borrow'd  light,  &c.  [Ext. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Emilia  with  two  figures. 

Emi.  Yet  I  may  bind  thofe  wounds  up,  that  muft 

open 

And  bleed  to  death  for  my  fake  elfe :  I'll  chufe, 
And  end  their  ftrife ;  two  fuch  young  handfome  men 
Shall  never  fall  for  me  :  Their  weeping  mothers, 
Following  the  dead-cold  afhes  of  their  fons, 
Shall  never  curfe  my  cruelty.     Good  Heav'n, 
What  a  fweet  face  has  Arcite !  If  wife  Nature, 
With  all  her  beft  endowments,  all  thofe  beauties 
She  fows  into  the  births  of  noble  bodies, 
Were  here  a  mortal  woman,  and  had  in  her 
The  coy  denials  of  young  maids,  yet  doubtlefs 
She  would  run  mad  for  this  man  :  What  an  eye  ! 
Of  what  a  fiery  fparkle,  and  quick  fweetnefs, 
Has  this  young  prince !  here  Love  himfelf  fits  fmiling; 
Juit  fuch  another  wanton  Ganimede 

F  2  Set 
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Set  Jove  afire  with77,  and  enforced  the  god 

Snatch  up  the  goodly  boy,  and  fet  him  by  him 

A  fhining  conilellation  !  what  a  brow, 

Of  what  a  fpacious  majefty,  he  carries, 

Arch'd  like  the  great-ey'd  Juno's,  but  far  fweeter, 

Smoother  than  Pelops'  fhoulder !  Fame  and  Honour, 

Methinks,  from  hence,  as  from  a  promontory 

Pointed  in  Heav'n,  Ihould  clap  their  wings,  and  fing 

To  all  the"  under- world,  the  loves  and  fights 

Of  gods,  and  fuch  men  near  'em.     Palamon 

Is  but  his  foil ;  to  him,  a  mere  dull  fhadow  ; 

He's  fwarth  and  meagre,  of  an  eye  as  heavy 

As  if  he'd  loft  his  mother  7* ;  a  flill  temper, 

No  ilirring  in  him,  no  alacrity  ; 

Of  all  this  fprightly  iharpnefs,  not  a  fmile. 

7"  •    '         •  here  Love  h  imf elf  fits  fmilingy 
Jiift  fuch  another  wanton  Ganimede, 
Set  Lo've  afire  wift>,   and  enforced  the  god 

Snatch  up  the  goodly  boy, ]  This  is  certainly  corrupt ;  every 

body  muft  fee  that  Jove  is  fomevvhere  left  out.  But,  fays  Mr.  Sympfor., 
iuppofe  we  read, 

Set  Jove  afire  with 
it  is  flill  not  fenfe,  he  therefore  propofes, 

Jove  fuch  another  wanton  Ganimede 

Set  Love  afire  fwtfk,     •    •  .    * 

Bat  this,  I  fear  will  hardly  be  thought  good  Englifh.  I  had  longfince 
difcovcr'd  what  ilill  feems  the  real  miitake,  fire  like  hour,  your,  &c. 
is  often  made  two  fyllab'es  by  our  Authors  ;  the  actors  and  tranfcri- 
bers  not  knowing  this,  thought  the  verfe  wanted  a  fyliable,  and 
probably  intruded  the  particle  with  to  fupply  it,  not  obferving  how 
much  it  embarras'd  the  coniku<5lion.  Lo^ve  for  Jo<v e  feems  a  mere 
accidental  error  of  the  ptefs.  I  read  therefore, 

Jujl  fuch  another  wanton  Ganlmede 

Set  Jove  afire,  and enforc" d  the  god,  &c. 

Th^re  is  another  way  of  correcting  this,  by  the  infertion  of  a  nomi 
native  cafe  in  the  end  of  the  fecond  line,  as 

here  Love  bimfeif  fits  failing, 

Juft  fvch  another  wanton  Ganimede  he 

Set  Jove  afire  iK.it h,  — — 
The  former  fee^is  far  pieferable.  Seward. 

78  As  if  b£d  loft  his  mother.]  This  feems  directly  oppofite  to  the 
fenfe  intended,  the  effeminacy  of  Palamon  compared  with  Arcite. 
Perhaps  we  fliould  read,  At  fckad  NOT  tojl  his  mother,  i.  e.  the  mo 
ther  in  his  mind. 

Yet 
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Yet  thefe  that  we  count  errors,  may  become  him  : 
NarcifTus  was  a  fad  boy,  but  a  heav'nly. 
Oh,  who  can  find  the  bent  of  woman's  fancy  ? 
I  am  a  fool,  my  reafon  is  loft  in  me  ! 
I  have  no  choice,  and  I  have  lied  fo  lewdly 
That  women  ought  to  beat  me.     On  my  knees 
I  afk  thy  pardon,  Palamon  !  Thou  art  alone, 
And  only  beautiful  ;  and  thefe  thy  eyes, 
Thefe  the  bright  lamps  of  beauty,  that  command 
And  threaten  love,and  what  young  maid  dare  crofs  'em? 
What  a  bold  gravity,  and  yet  inviting, 
Has  this  brown  manly  face  !  Oh,  Love,  this  only 
From  this  hour  is  complexion;,  lie  there,  Arcite  ! 
Thou  art  a  changeling  to  him,  a  mere  gipfy> 
And  this  the  noble  body  —  I  am  fotted> 
Utterly  loft  !  my  virgin's  faith  has  fled  me  79, 
For  if  my  brother  but  ev'n  now  had  afk'd  me 
Whether  I  lov'd,  I  had  run  mad  for  Arcite  -, 
Now  if  my  fifter,  more  for  Palamon. 
Stand  both  together  !  Now,  come,  afk  me,  brother  -9 
Alas,  I  know  not  !  afk  me,  now,  fweet  fifter  ; 
I  may  go  look  !  What  a  mere  child  is  fancy, 
That  having  two  fair  gawds  of  equal  fweetnefs, 
Cannot  diftinguifh,  but  muft  cry  for  both  ! 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
How  now,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  From  the  noble  duke  your  brother, 
Madam,  I  bring  you  news  :  The  knights  are  come  ! 

Emi.  To  end  the  quarrel  ?,  . 

Gent.  Yes. 

Emi.  'Would  I  might  end  firft  ! 
What  fins  have  I  committed,  chafte  Diana, 
That  my  unfpotted  youth  muft  now  be  foil'd 
With  blood  of  princes  ?  and  my  chaftity 
Be  made  the  altar,  where  the  lives  of  lovers, 
(Two  greater  and  two  better  never  yet 
Made  mothers'  joy)  muft  be  the  facrifice 
To  my  unhappy  beauty  ? 


?9  My  \ug\n  faith  has  fed  me.]  So  reads 

F  3  Enter- 
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Enter  fhefeusy  Hipfolita^  Perithous,  and  attendants. 

tfhef.  Bring  'em  in 

Quickly,  by  any  means  !  I  long  to  fee  rem. — 
Your  two  contending  lovers  are  returned, 
And  with  them  their  fair  knights :  Now,  my  fair  fifter, 
Yon  mufl  love  one  of  them. 

Emi.  I  had  rather  both, 
So  neither  for  my  fake  fhould  fall  untimely. 

Enter  MeJJenger. 

fbef.  Who  faw  'em  ? 

Per.  I  a  while. 

Gent.  And  I. 

fbef.  From  whence  come  you,  Sir  ? 

Me/.  From  the  knights. 

Tbef.  Pray  fpealc, 
You  that  have  feen  them,  what  they  arc. 

Me/.  I  will,  Sir, 

And  truly  what  I  think  :  Six  braver  fpirits 
Than   thefe  they've  brought,  (if  we  judge  by  the 

outfide) 

I  never  faw,  nor  read  of.     He  that  ftands 
In  the  firft  place  with  Arcite,  by  his  feeming 
Should  be  a  flout  man,  by  his  face  a  prince 
(His  very  looks  fo  fay  him)  j  his  complexion 
Nearer  a  brown,  than  black ;  flern,  and  yet  noble, 
Which  fhews  him  hardy,  fearlefs,  proud  of  dangers  $ 
The  circles  of  his  eyes  fhew  far  within  him  8o, 
And  as  a  heated  lion,  fo  he  looks  ; 
His  hair  hangs  long  behind  him,  black  and  fhining 

80  The  circles  of  his  eyesjhew  fair  within  him. 

And  as  a  heated  lion,  fo  he  looks.]  He  is  defcrib'd  of  a  very 
dark-brown  complexion,  with  raven  black  hair,  of  a  noble  but  withal 
of  fo  item  a  look,  that  his  eyes  were  like  thole  of  a  heated  lion* 
To  every  part  of  this  defcription  the  adjeftive  fair  is  diametrically 
oppofite,  not  only  as  to  the  colour,  but  to  the  flernnefs  and  fiercenefs 
of  his  looks,  fair  conveying  the  idea  of  opennefs  and  mildnefs.  But 
the  corruption  confiits  only  in  the  addition  of  a  fing'e  vowel >  which 
being  removed,  the  expreffion  regains  its  original  itrength  and  pro 
priety  : 

The  circlts  of  his  eyes  Jbew  far  within  him.  Setvard. 

Like 
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Like  raven's  wings;  his  fhoulders  broad,  and  flrongj 
Arms  long  and  round81  ;  and  on  his  thigh  a  fword 
Huno-  by  a  curious  baldrick  82,  when  he  frowns 
To  feal  his  will  with  •,  better,  o'  my  confidence, 
Was  never  foldier's  friend. 

fbef.  Th'haft  well  deicrib'd  him. 

Per.  Yet  a  great  deal  fhort, 
Methinks,  of  him  that's  firft  with  Palamon. 

fbef.  Pray  fpeak  him,  friend. 

Per.  I  guefs  he  is  a  prince  too, 
And,  if  it  may  be,  greater;  for  his  ftiow 
Has  all  the  ornament  of  honour  in't. 
He's  fomewhat  bigger  than  the  knight  he  fpoke  of, 
But  of  a  face  far  Iweeter  •,  his  complexion 
Is  (as  a  ripe  grape)  ruddy  ;  he  has  felt, 
Without  doubt,  what  he  fights  for,  and  fo  apter 
To  make  this  caufe  his  own  ;  in's  face  appears 
All  the  fair  hopes  of  what  he  undertakes; 
And  when  he's  angry,  then  a  fettled  valour 
(Not  tainted  with  extremes)  runs  thro'  his  body, 
And  guides  his  arm  to  brave  things;  fear  he  cannot, 
He  mews  no  fuch  foft  temper  ;  his  head's  yellow, 
Hard-hair'd,  and  curl'd,  thick  twin'd,  like  ivy  tops, 
Not  to  undo  with  thunder  ;  in  his  face 
The  livery  of  the  warlike  maid  appears, 
Pure  red  and  white,  for  yet  no  beard  has  blefl  himj 
And  in  his  rolling  eyes  fits  Victory, 
As  if  fhe  ever  meant  to  crown  his  valour  8j  ; 
His  nofe  (lands  high,  a  character  of  honour, 
His  red  lips,  after  fights,  are  fit  for  ladies. 

81  A  rm  'd  long  and  round.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

8z  Baldrick.]  See  note  49  on  Beggars'  Bum. 


As  if  /he  ever  meant  to  corred  hit  valour  ;]  How  does  vi&oiy 
€orrefi  valour  ?  The  word  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and  equally  hurts 
both  the  meafure  and  fenfe.  Crown  is  what  the  context  evidently 
requires,  and  tho'  it  differs  much  in  its  letters  from  the  old  reading, 
yet  it  is  rather  a  proof  what  great  miftakes  printers  fometimes  make, 
an  argument  againft  its  being  admitted  for  the  genuine  text. 


F  4  Emi. 
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Emi.  Muft  thefe  men  die  too  ? 
Per.  When  he  fpeaks,  his  tongue    • 
Sounds  like  a  trumpet ;  all  his  lineaments 
Are  as  a  man  would  wiili  'em,  flrong  and  clean  f 
He  wears  a  well-fteel'd  axe,  the  ftaff  of  gold  \ 
Hifc  age  fome  five  and  twenty. 

Mejf.  There's  another, 
A  little  man,  but  of  a  tough  foul,  feeming 
As  great  as  any  -,  fairer  prornifes 
In  fuch  a  body  yet  I  never  look'd  on. 

Per.  Oh,  he  that's  freckle-fac'd  ? 

Mejf.  The  fame,  my  lord  : 
Are  they  not  fvveet  ones  ? 

Per.  Yes,  they're  well. 

Mejf.  Methinks, 

Being  fo  few,  and  well  difpos'd,  they  ihew 
Great,  and  fine  art  in  Nature.     He's  white-hair'd, 
Not  wanton-white,  but  fuch  a  manly  colour 
Next  to  an  auburn ;  tough,  and  nimble  fet, 
Which  ihews  an  active  foul ;  his  arms  are  brawny^ 
Lin'd  with  ftrong  finews  ;  to  the  Ihoulder-piece 
Gently  they  fwell,  like  women  new-conceiv'd, 
Which  fpeaks  him  prone  to  labour,  never  fainting 
Under  the  weight  of  arms  \  (lout-hearted,  ftill, 
But,  when  he  ttirs,  a  tiger;  he's  grey-ey'd, 
Which  yields  companion  where  he  conquers  ;  fharp 
To  fpy  advantages,  and  where  he  finds  'em, 
He's  fwift  to  make  'em  his  ;  he  does  no  wrongs, 
Nor  takes  none-,  he's  round-fac'd,  and  when  he  imiles 
He  fhews  a  lover,  when  he  frowns,  a  foldier  -, 
About  his  head  he  wears  the  winner's  oak, 
And  in  it  ftuck  the  favour  of  his  lady ; 
His  age,  fome  fix  and  thirty.     In  his  hand 
He  bears  a  charging-fhafF,  embofs'd  with  fiiver, 

Tbef.  Are  they  ail  thus  ? 

Per.  They're  all  the  fons  of  honour. 

fbef.  Now,  as  I  have  a  foul,  I  long  to  fee  'em ! 
Lady,  you  (hall  fee  men  fight  now. 

Hip.  I  wiili  it, 
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Put  not  the  caufe,my  lord:  They  would  fiiew,  bravely 
Fighting  about  the  titles  of  two  kingdoms  *4  -9 
3Tis  pity  Love  fhould  be  fo  tyrannous. 
Oh,  my  {oft-hearted  filler,  what  think  you  ? 
Weep  not,  till  they  weep  blood,  wench !   it  mufl  be. 

<£bef.  You've  fteel'd  'em  with  your  beauty.     Hot 

nour'd  friend, 

To  you  I  give  the  field  ;  pray  order  it, 
Fitting  the  perfons  that  mud  ufe  it ! 

Per.  Yes,  Sir. 

Thef.  Come,  I'll  go  vifit  'em  :  I  cannot  ftay 
(Their  fame  has  nYd'me  fo)  till  they  appear  j 
Good  friend,  be  royal ! 

Per.  There  (hall  want  no  bravery. 

Emi.  Poor  wench,  go  weep  ;  for  whofoever  wins 
Lofes  a  noble  coufm  for  thy  fins.  [£#*#»/* 

S    GEN    E       III. 

Enter  Jailor y  Wooer,  and  Doff  or. 

Doffor.  Her  diftradtion  is  more  at  fome  time  of  the 

moon 
Than  at  other  fome,  is  it  not  ? 

Jailor.  She  is 

Continually  in  a  harmlefs  diftemper; 
Sleeps  little,  altogether  without  appetite, 
Save  often  drinking;  dreaming  of  another 
World,  and  a  better  •,  and  what  broken  piece 
Of  matter  foe'er  fhe's  about,  the  name 
JPalamon  lards  it  j  that  me  farces  ev'ry 

Enter  Daughter. 
Pufinefs  withal,  fits  it  to  every  queftion. 

*4  But  not  the  caufe^  tny  lord*  they  <would  flew 

Bravely  about  the  titles  cf  two  kingdoms  ;]  As  two  fy liable?  art 
fomevvhere  wanting  in  thefe  lines,  and  the  fenle  as  well  as  meafure  is 
jjnproved  by  inferting  the  word  fighting^  which  is  evidently  under- 
ftood  in  the  conftrudtion  of  the  paifage  as  hitherto  printed,  'tis  hoped 
that  the  genuine  text  is  only  rdtored,  Sewqrd. 

Look, 
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Look,  where  fhe  comes  !  you  fhall  perceive  her  be 
haviour. 

Daugb.  I  have  forgot  it  quite  ;  the  burden  on't 
Was  down-a  down-a^  and  penn'd  by  noworfe  man  than 
Giraldo,  Emilia's  ichoolmafter  :    He's  as 
Fantaftical  too,  as  ever  he  may  go  upon's  legs  ^ 
For  in  the  next  world  will  Dido  fee  Palamon, 
And  then  will  fhe  be  out  of  love  with  ./Eneas. 

Doff  or.  What  fluffs  here  ?  poor  foul ! 

'Jailor.  Ev'n  thus  all  day  long. 

Daugb.  Now  for  this  charm,  that  I  told  you  of  j  you 

muft 

Bring  a  piece  of  filver  on  the  tip  of  your  tongue, 
Or  no  ferry  :  Then  if  it  be  your  chance  to  come 
Where  the  bleffed  fpirits,  (as  there's  a  fight  now)  we 

maids 

That  have  our  livers  perifli'd,  crack'd  to  pieces 
With  love,  we  fhall  come  there,  and  do  nothing 
AH  day  long  but  pick  flowers  with  Proferpine  j 
Then  will  I  make  Palamon  a  nofegay  -, 
tThen  let  him — mark  me — then  ! 

Doftor.  How  prettily  fhe's  amifs  !  note  her  a  little 
further  ! 

Daugb.   Faith,  I'll  tell  you ;  fometime  we  go  to 

barley-break, 

We  of  the  blefs'd 8J :  Alas,  'tis  a  fore  life 
They  have  i'th*  other  place,  fuch  burning,  frying, 
Boiling,  hiffing,  howling,  chatt'ring,  curfing, 
Oh,  they  have  fhrewd  meafure  ;  take  heed  ! 
If  one  be  mad,  or  hang,  or  drown  themfelves, 
Thither  they  go ;  Jupiter  blefs  us  !  and  there 
Shall  we  be  put  in  a  caldron  of  lead 
And  ufurers'  greafe,  amongft  a  whole  million  of  cut- 
pur  fes, 

And  there  boil  like  a  gammon  of  bacon 
That  will  never  be  enough. 

8  Faith  I'll  tell  you,  fometime  <we  go  to  the  barly  breakt  tve  of  the 
tfeJ ;  a/as,  ''tis  #  fore  life  they  have  i"  tb"  other  place,  juch  burn- 
&>  fr}in%*  ^oUin^  faffing,  bowling^  cbatfring,  curjing^  &c.]  The 

printers 
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Doffor.  How  her  brain  coins  ! 

Ddugh.  Lords  and  courtiers,  that  have  got  maids 

with-child, 

They  are  in  this  place ;  they  (hall  ftand  in  fire 
Up  to  the  navel,  and  in  ice  up  to  th'  heart, 
And  there  th'  offending  part  burns,  and  the  deceiving 

part 

Freezes:  In  troth,  a  very  grievous  punilhment, 
As  one  would  think,  for  fuch  a  trifle  !  believe  me, 
One  would  marry  a  leprous  witch,  to  be  rid  on't, 
I'll  aflure  you. 

Doffor.  How  me  continues  this  fancy  ! 
3Tis  not  an  engrafted  madnefs,  but  a  moft  thick 
And  profound  melancholy. 

Daugh.  To  hear  there 

A  proud  lady,  and  a  proud  city-wife,  howl  together! 
I  were  a  beaft,  an  I'd  call  it  good  fport :  One 
Cries,  O£,  thisfmoke!  another,  this  fire!  one  cries, 
Oby  that  ever  I  did  it  behind  the  arras! 
And  then  howls;  th' other  curfes  a  fuing  fellow, 
And  her  garden-houfe. 

[Sings.]  I  will  be  true,  my  ftars,  my  fate,  &c. 

[Exit  Daugbi 

Jailor.  What  think  you  of  her,  Sir  ? 

Doff  or.  I  think  me  has  a  perturbed  mind, 
Which  I  cannot  minifter  to. 

Jailor.  Alas,  what  then  ? 

Doff  or.  Underftand  you  fhe  ever  affe&ed  any  man," 
Ere  fhe  beheld  Palamon  ? 

Jailor.  1  was  once,  Sir, 
In  great  hope  fhe  had  fix'd  her  liking  on 
This  gentleman,  my  friend. 

pi-inters  here,  contrary  to  their  ufual  cultom,  have  divided  the  lines 
of  this  whole  fcene  as  if  they  were  verfe,  though  it  is  evidently  all 
profe.  Senvard. 

The  printers  having  divided  the  lines  as  verfe,  is  a  flrong  prefump- 
tion  pf  their  having  been  fo  written.  They  often  run  verfe  into  profe, 
but  we  remember  no  inftance  of  the  reverfe.  A  kind  of  loofe  mea- 
fure,  often  ufed  by  our  Authors,  was  probably  intended  here ;  as  fuch 
\ve  have  given  it,  endeavouring  to  make  out  the  verfe  as  nearly  as 
pofiible  according  to  the  Uivifion  of  lines  in  the  old  books. 
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Wooer.  1  did  think  fo  too ; 
And  would  account  I  had  a  great  pen'worth  on't, 
To  give  half  my  ftate,  that  both  me  and  I 
At  this  prefent  itood  unfeignedly  on  the  fame  terms. 
Doffor.  That  intemperate  furfeit  of  her  eye  hath 

diflemper'd 

The  other  fenfes  ;  they  may  return  and  fettle  again 
To  execute  their  preordained  faculties  -, 
But  they  are  now  in  a  moft  extravagant  vagary. 
This  you  muftdo:  Confine  her  to  a  place  where  the  light 
May  rather  feem  to  fteal  in,  than  be  permitted. 
Take  upon  you  (young  Sir,  her  friend)  the  name 
Of  Palamon  ;  fay  you  come  to  eat  with  her, 
And  to  commune  of  love ;  this  will  catch  her  attention, 
For  this  her  mind  beats  upon  ;  other  objedls, 
That  are  inferted  'tween  her  mind  and  eye, 
Become  the  pranks  and  frifkins  of  her  madnefs ; 
Sing  to  her  fuch  green  fongs  of  love,  as  me 
Says  Palamon  hath  fung  in  prifon  ;  come  to  her, 
Stuck  in  as  fweet  flowers  as  the  feafon 
Is  miftrefs  of,\  and  thereto  make  an  addition 
Of  fome  other  compounded  odours,  which 
Are  grateful  to  the  fenfe  :  All  this 
Shall  become  Palamon,  for  Palamon 
Can  (ing,  and  Palamon  is  fweet, 
And  ev'ry  good  thing  ;  defire  to  eat  with  her, 
Carve  her,  drink  to  her,  and  ftill  among 
Intermingle  your  petition  of  grace  and  acceptance 
Into  her  favour  ;  learn  what  maids  have  been 
Her  companions,  and  play-pheers 8s ;  and  let  them 
Repair  to  her  with  Palamon  in  their  mouths, 
And  appear  with  tokens,  as  if  they  fuggefted  for  him : 
It  is  a  falfhood  {he  is  in,  which  is 
With  falfhoods  to  be  combated.    This  may  bring  her 
To  eat,  to  deep,  and  reduce  what  are  now 
.Out  of  fquare  in  her,  into  their  former  law 
And  regiment 86 :  I  have  feen  it  approv'd, 

8*  Play-pbeers.']  See  note  95  on  this  play. 

86  Regiment.}  Thus  the  old  quarto,  and  right,  fignifying  govern* 
went.    Regimen  (which  other  copies  exhibit)  conveys  another  idea. 

Hoy? 
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How  many  times  I  know  not;  but  to  make^ 

The  number  more,  I  have  great  hope  in  this. 

I  will,  between  the  pafTages  of  this  project, 

Come  in  with  my  appliance.     Let  us  put  it 

In  execution  ;  and  haften  the  fuccefs, 

Which,  doubt  not,  will  bring  forth  comfort.     [Ext* 


A  C  T     V.         S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  The/ens,  PerithouSy  HippoUta^  and  attendants.  - 

<fhej.  T\T  O  W  let  'em  enter,  and  before  the  gods 

JL^   Tender  their  holy  prayers !  let  the  temples 
Burn  bright  with  facred  fires,  and  the  altars 
In  hallow'd  clouds  commend  their  fwelling  incenfe 
To  thofe  above  us !  Let  no  due  be  wanting ! 

[Flourifh  of  cornet*. 

They  have  a  noble  work  in  hand,  will  honour 
The  very  pow'rs  that  love  'em. 

Enter  Palamon^  Arcite>  and  their  Knights. 

Per.  Sir,  they  enter. 

fbef.  You  valiant  and  flrong-hearted  enemies, 
You  royal  germane  foes,  that  this  day  come 
To  blow  that  nearnefs  out  that  flames  between  ye, 
Lay  by  your  anger  for  an  hour,  and  dove-like 
Before  the  holy  altars  of  your  helpers 
(The  all-fear'd  gods)  bow  down  your  ilubborn  bodies! 
Your  ire  is  more  than  mortal  -,  fo  your  help  be  ! 
And  as  the  gods  regard  ye,  fight  with  juftice ! 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  prayers,  and  betwixt  ye 
I  part  my  wifhes. 

Per.  Honour  crown  the  worthieft ! 

[Exeunt  fhej.  and  train. 

Pal.  The  glafs  is  running  now  that  cannot  finiih 
•'Till  one  of  us  expire :  Think  you  but  thus  j 

That 
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That  were  there  aught  in  me  which  ftrove  to  fhew 
Mine  enemy  in  this  bulinefs,  were't  one  eye 
Againft  another,  arm  opprefs'd  by  arm, 
I  would  deftroy  th'  offender ;  coz,  I  would, 
Tho' parcel  of  myfelf!  then  from  this  gather 
How  I  fhould  tender  you  ! 

Arc.  I  am  in  labour 

To  pufh  your  name,  your  antient  love,  our  kindred 
Out  of  my  memory;  and  i'th'  felf-fame  place 
To  feat  fomething  I  would  confound  :  So  hoift  we 
The  fails,  that  muft  thefe  vefieis  port *7  ey'n  where 
The  heav'nly  Limiter  pleafes  ! 

Pal.  You  fpeak  well : 

Before  I  turn,  let  me  embrace  thee,  coufin  ! 
This  I  ihall  never  do  again. 

Arc.  One  farewell ! 

Pal.  Why,  let  it  be  fo  :  Farewell,  coz  ! 

Arc.  Farewell,  Sir !       [  Exe.  Pal.  and  his  Knights* 
Knights,  kinfmen,  lovers,  yea,  my  facrifices, 
True  worfhippers  of  Mars,  whofe  fpirit  in  you 
Expels  the  feeds  of  fear,  and  th'  apprehenfion, 
Which  ftill  is  further  off  it,  go  with  me 
Before  the  god  of  our  profefTion  !  There 
Require  of  him  the  hearts  of  lions,  and 
The  breath  of  tigers,  yea,  the  fiercenefs  too  ! 
Yea,  the  fpeed  alfo  !  to  go  on,  I  mean, 
Elfe  wifh  we  to  be  fnails  :  You  know  my  prize 
Muft  be  dragg'd  out  of  blood  !  force, and  great  feat 
Muft  put  my  garland  on,  where  fhe  will  ftick 
The  queen  of  flow'rs  j  our  interceflion  then 
Muft  be  to  him  that  makes  the  camp  a  ceftron 
Brim'd  with  the  blood  of  men ;  give  me  your  aid 
And  bend  your  fpirits  towards  him  ! —     [They  kneel. 
Thou  mighty  one,  that  with  thy  pow'r  haft  turn'd 
Green  Neptune  into  purple 88 ;  whofe  approach 

87  The  fails >  that  muft  thefe  ^vejfels  part.  ]  This  reading,  fo  dif 
ferent  from  the  Poet's  meaning,  is  in  feveral  of  the  laft  editions. 

88  Green  Neptune  into  purple. 

Comets  pre-Luarn,  ivbofe  havock  in  <vaft  feld,   &C.]   With  this 
great  deficiency  of  fenfe  and  meafure  has  this  paffsge  been  hitherto 

printed  > 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN.    95 

Comets  prewarn  ;  whofe  havock  in  vaft  field 
Unearthed  fkulls  proclaim  ;  whofe  breath  blows  down 
The  teeming  Ceres'  foyzon  *9  ;  who  doft  pluck 
With  hand  armipotent  9°  from  forth  blue  clouds 
The  mafon'd  turrets  ;  that  both  mak'ft  and  break'fl: 
The  ftony  girths  of  cities  ;  me  thy  pupil, 
Young7ft  follower  of  thy  drum  9I,  inftru6t  this  day 
With  military  (kill,  that  to  thy  laud 
I  may  advance  my  flreamer,  and  by  thee 
Be  flU'd  the  lord  o'th'  day  !  Give  me,  great  Mars* 
Some  token  of  thy  pleafure  ! 

[Here  they  fall  on  their  faces  as  formerly,  and  there 
is  heard  clanging  of  armour,  with  ajhort  thunder  > 
as  the  burft  of  a  battle,  whereupon  they  all  rife* 
and  bow  to  the  altar. 

Oh,  great  corrector  of  enormous  times, 
Shaker  of  o'er-rank  ftates,  thou  grand  decider 
Of  dufty  and  old  titles,  that  heal'ft  with  blood 
The  earth  when  it  is  fick,  and  cur'ft  the  world 
O'th'  pleurify  of  people  ;  I  do  take 
Thy  figns  aufpicioufly,  and  in  thy  name 
To  my  defign  march  boldly.     Let  us  go  I 


printed.  The  fenfe  is  eafily  reilor'd,  becaufe  tho'  half  the  fentencs 
is  loft,  the  two  remaining  words,  Comets  prewarn,  fufficiently  point 
out  the  meaning  ;  for  that  Comets  prrtuarn  orforetelwars  is  the  vui-- 
gar  as  well  as  poetical  creed  ;  thus  Milton, 

<  .  and  like  a  comet  burn'd, 

*  That  fires  the  length  of  Ophiucus  huge 

'  In  th*  arctic  Iky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 

'  Shakes  peitilence  and  war.* 

The  rage,  the  ravage,  the  de<vaftatiws  of  Mars  will  give  the  idea 
requir'd  ;  but  among  thefe  and  many  other  words  that  would  fuit  the 
fenfe,  only  two  have  occurr'd  that  fupply  both  fenfe  and  meafure, 
viz.  approach  and  deftrufiions,  the  former  is  certainly  the  beft  word, 
jtherefore  bids  very  fair  for  having  been  the  original.  SetuarJ. 

89  Foyzon."]  i.  e.  Abundance.  This  word  alfo  occurs  in  the 
Tempeft,  acl  ii.  fc,  i. 

9°  drmenypotent.]  Corrected  by  Seward  ;  who  obfervcs  that  'Ar- 
(  mipotent  is  apply'd  to  Mars  by  Chaucer  in  the  fame  tale  of  Palamon 
*^and  Arcite.' 

*'  Youngeft  follower.]  Seward  reads,  Young  fa/Jawer. 

Enter 
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Enter  Falamon   and  his   Knights^    tvith  the  formed 
obfervance. 

Pal.  Our  ftars  muft  gliiler  with  new  fire,  or  be 
To-day  extinct :  Our  argument  is  love, 
Which  if  the  goddefs  of  it  grant,  fhe  gives 
Victory  too :  Then  biend  your  fpirits  with  mine* 
You,  whofe  free  noblenefs  do  make  my  caufe 
Your  perfonal  hazard  !   To  the  goddefs  Venus 
Commend  we  our  proceeding,  and  implore 
Her  power  unto  our  party  !  [Here  they  kneeL 

Hail,  fovereign  queen  of  fecrets  !  who  haft  power 
To  call  the  fierceft  tyrant  from  his  rage, 
To  weep  unto  a  girl 9*  -3  that  haft  the  might 
Bv'n  with  an  eye-glance  to  choak  Mars's  drum, 
And  turn  th'  alarm  to  whifpers  -,  that  canft  make 
A  cripple  flourifh  with  his  crutch,  and  cure  him 
Before  Apollo ;  that  may'ft  force  the  king 
To  be  his  fubjecVs  vaflal,  and  induce 
Stale  Gravity  to  dance  ;  the  polled  bachelor9', 
(Whofe  youth,  like  wanton  boys  thro'  bonfires94', 
Have  ikipt  thy  flame)  at  feventy  thou  canft  catch, 
And  make  him,  to  the  fcorn  of  his  hoarfe  throat, 
Abufe  young  lays  of  love.     What  godlike  power 
Haft  thou  not  power  upon  ?  To  Phcebus  thou 
Add'ft  flames,  hotter  than  his  ;  the  heav'nly  fires 
Did  fcorch  his  mortal  fon,  thine  him ;  the  huntrefs 


9*  And  weep  unto  #£/>/.]  Mr.  Theobald's  margin  fays  into,  \.  e; 
'////  be  become  tender  as  a  girl.  But  furely  to  become  a  whining  lover 
and  weep  unto  a  girl,  is  an  idea  more  proper  to  the  context.  1  cannot 
indeed  make  it  conned  grammatically  with  the  former  part  of  the 
fentence,  without  changing  and  to  to.  Seward. 

93  <Ibe  pouid  bachelor.]  Varied  by  Seward  ;  who  fays,  '  Pouldis 
9  what  we  now  fpell/0/^V,  depilatus  ;  bald-headed.  Chaucer's  word 
•  is  pilled,  as  «  The  Pardoner  with  his  Pilled  Poll.' 


9+  Whofe  youth  like  'wanton  boys  tbro*  bonfires.']   Seward,  to  afliH- 
the  meafure,  reads, 

Whofe  freaks  of  youth  like  wanton  boys  through  bonfires  ; 
\vhich  moft  materially  inj  ures  the  feiife. 

All 
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All  moid  and  cold,  fome  fay,  began  to  throw 

Her  bow  away,  and  figh ;  take  to  thy  grace 

Me  thy  vow'd  Ibldier !  who  do  bear  thy  yoke 

As  'twere  a  wreath  of  rofes,  yet  is  heavier 

Than  lead  itfelf,  flings  more  than  nettles  : 

I've  never  been  foul-mouth'd  againft  thy  law; 

Ne'er  reveal'd  fecret,  for  I  knew  none,  would  not 

Had  I  ken'd  all  that  were  ;  I  never  practis'd 

Upon  man's  wife,  nor  would  the  libels  read 

Of  liberal  wits ;  I  never  at  great  feafls 

Sought  to  betray  a  beauty,  but  have  blufh'd 

At  fimpring  Sirs  that  did ;  I  have  been  harfh 

To  large  confeffors,  and  have  hotly  afk'd  'em 

If  they  had  mothers  ?  I  had  one,  a  woman, 

And  women  'twere  they  wrong'd.     I  knew  a  man 

Of  eighty  winters,  (this  I  told  them)  who 

A  lafs  of  fourteen  brided ;  'twas  thy  power 

To  put  life  into  dufl ;  the  aged  cramp 

Had  fcrew'd  his  fquare  foot  round, 

The  gout  had  knit  his  fingers  into  knots, 

Torturing  convulfions  from  his  globy  eyes 

Had  almoft  drawn  their  fpheres,  that  what  was  life 

In  him  feem'd  torture ;  this  anatomy 

Had  by  his  young  fair  pheer  a  boy95,  and  I 

Believ'd  it  was  his,  for  fhe  fwore  it  was, 

And  who  would  not  believe  her  ?  Brief!  I  am 

To  thofe  that  prate,  and  have  done,  no  companion  j 

To  thofe  that  boaft,  and  have  not,  a  defter ; 

To  thofe  that  would,  and  cannot,  a  rejoicer: 

Yea,  him  I  do  not  love,  that  tells  clofe  offices 

The  fouleft  way,  nor  names  concealments  in 

The  boldeft  language96;  fuch  a  one  I  am, 

95  Pheer ;]    i.  e.  Companion.     Coles's    Did.    1677,  where  it  is 
marked  as  then  obfolete  -—The  word  occurs  in  Titus  Andronicus, 
acl  iv.  fc.  i.     In  the  Silent  Woman,  Morofe  fays, 

*  —  her  that  I  mean  to  chufe  for  my 
Jn  this  play,  p.  92,  play-pheers  are  fpoken  of. 

96  Nor  names,  &c.]   This  claufe  is  hard  j   taken  with  the  preceding 
and  fubfequent,  all  together  they  imply,  *  He  does  not  love  the  mail 

•  who  fpeaks  too  grofsly  of  his  fuccefs  in  love,  or  does  not  defend  fe- 

*  crecy  in  amours  j  the  lail  of  which  he  ever  maintained.' 

Voi..  X.  G  And 
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And  vow  that  lover  never  yet  made  figh 
Truer  than  I.     Oh,  then,  moft  foft  fweet  goddefs, 
Give  me  the  viftory  of  this  queftion,  which 
Is  true  love's  merit,  and  blefs  me  with  a  fign 
Of  thy  great  pleafure  ! 

\Here  mufic  Is  heardy  doves  arejeen  to  flutter,  thej. 
fall  again  upon  their  faces y  then  on  their  knees* 
Oh,  thou  that  from  eleven  to  ninety  reign'ft 
In  mortal  bofoms,  whofe  chace  is  this  world, 
And  we  in  herds  thy  game,  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  fair  token  !  which  being  laid  unto 
Mine  innocent  true  heart,  arms  in  afTurance  [They  bow. 
My  body  to  this  bufinefs.     Let  us  rife 
And  bow  before  the  goddefs !  Time  comes  on.  [Exe. 

[Still  mufic  of  records* 

Enter  Emilia  in  white,  her  hair  about  her  Jhoulders,  a 
wheaten  wreath ;  one  in  white  holding  up  her  train> 
her  hairftuck  with  flowers ;  one  before  her  carrying  a 
fifoer  hindy  in  which  is  conveyed  mcenje  and  Jweet 
cdorSy  which  being  fet  upon  the  altar,  her  maidftanding 
aloof,  jhe  Jets  fire  to  it>  then  they  curffy  and  kneel. 

Emi.  Oh,  facred>  fhadowy,  cold  and  conftant  queent 
Abandoner  of  revels,  mute,  contemplative> 
Sweet,  folitary,  white  as  chafte,  and  pure 
As  wind-fann'd  fnow97",  who  to  thy  female  knights 
Allow'ft  no  more  blood  than  will  make  a  blufh> 
Which  is  their  order's  robe  5  I  here  thy  prieft 
Am  humbled  Tore  thine  altar.     Oh,  vouchfafe, 
With  that  thy  rare  green  eye 98,  which  never  yet 
Beheld  thing  maculate,  look  on  thy  virgin  t 
And>  facred  filver  miftrefs>  lend  thine  ear 

97  . And  pure 

As  ivind-fann  d fno<w ."\  Very  fimilar  to  this  are  a  paflage  in  the 
Double  Marriage,  and  one  in  Coriolanus  :  The  reader  may  fcnd  them* 
both  in  vol.  vii.  p.  i  57,  of  this  work.  In  Comuialfb,.  Milton  gives 
a  moft  nervous  eulogium  on  Chaftity. 

*8  With  that  thy  rare  green  tye.f  Seward  reads,  'fiem  eye,  /.  r. 
extremely  fhining/    We  believe  the  old  text  genuine. 

(Which 
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(Which  ne'er  heard  fcurril  term,  into  whofe  port9* 

Ne'er  enter'd  wanton  found)  to  my  petition, 

Seafon'd  with  holy  fear !  This  is  my  lait 

Of  veftal  office ;  I'm  bride-habited, 

But  maiden-hearted ;  a  hufband  I  have  'pointed,     . 

But  do  not  know  him ;  out  of  two  I  fhould 

Chufe  one,  and  pray  for  his  fuccefs,  but  I 

Am  guiltlefs  of  election  of  mine  eyes; 

Were  I  to  lofe  one,  (they  are  equal  precious) 

I  could  doom  neither;  that  which  perinYd  fhould 

Go  to't  unfentenc'd :  Therefore,  moft  modeft  queen, 

He,  of  the  two  pretenders,  that  beft  loves  me 

And  has  the  trueft  title  in't,  let  him 

Take  off  ;my  wheaten  garland,  or  elfe  grant 

The  file  and  quality  I  hold  I  may 

Continue  in  thy  band ! 

[Here  the  hind  vani/bes  under  the  attar,  and  in  tht 
place  afcends  a  rofe-tree,  having  one  rofe  upon  if. 
See  what  our  general  of  ebbs  and  flows 
Out  from  the  bowels  of  her  holy  altar 
With  facred  aft  advances  !  But  one  rofe  ? 
If  well  infpir'd,  this  battle  fhall  confound 
Both  thefe  brave  knights,  and  I  a  virgin  flower 
Muft  grow  alone  unpluck'd. 

\Here  is  heard  afudden  twang  of  inftruments,  and 
the  rofe  falls  from  the  tree. 

99  i  thine  ear 

• into  whofe  port.}    Mr.  Theobald  reads,  porch,  and 

quotes  Hamlet : 

'  Into  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 

'  The  leprous  diftilment' 

Mr.  Theobald  follows  feveral  great  critics,  particularly  Dr.  Bentley, 
in  thinking  an  author's  ufe  of  a  metaphor  at  one  time  is  a  reafon 
why  he  mould  repeat  the  fame,  when  it  is  again  applicable  ;  but  per 
haps  the  very  reverfe  is  true  :  A  good  poet  will  always  avoid  tautology, 
if  he  can,  and  will  not  repeat  his  own  or  any  other  perfon's  expref- 
iion,  if  another  occurs  full  as  good.  Thus  port  in  this  place  being 
full  as  good  a  word  as  porch,  for  the  fake  of  novelty  would  be  moil 
probably  preferr'd  to  it.  SevaarJ. 

Porch  feems  the  more  probable  reading,  and  Theobald's  argument 
appears  truer  than  Seward's ;  but  as  port  is  fenfe,  and  authorized  by 
the  old  books,  it  ihould  not  be  removed  from  the  text. 

G  a  Th.e 
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The  flower  is  fall'n,  the  tree  defcends  !  Oh,  miftrefs, 
Thou  here  difchargeft  me  ;  I  lhall  be  gathered, 
I  think  fo  j  but  I  know  not  thine  own  will : 
Uficlafp  thy  myilery !  I  hope  (he's  pleas'd  j 
Her  figns  were  gracious.     [They  curffey>  and  exeunt. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Dottor,  Jailor ',  an d  Wooer  (in  habit  of  Palamon). 

Doflor.  Has  this  advice  I  told  you  done  any  good 

upon  her  ? 
Wooer.  Oh,  very  much :  The  maids  that  kept  her 

company 

Have  half  perfnaded  her  that  I'm  Palamon  ; 
Within  this  half-hour  (he  came  fmiling  to  me, 
And  afk'd  me  what  I'd  eat,  and  when  I'd  kifs  her: 
I  told  her  prefently,  and  kifs'd  her  twice. 

Dcffor.  'Twas  well  done  !  twenty  times  had  been 

far  better ; 
For  there  the  cure  lies  mainly. 

Wooer.  Then  (he  told  me 

She'd  watch  with  me  to-night,  for  well  (he  knew 
What  hour  my  fit  would  take  me. 

Doffor.  Let  her  do  fo ; 

And  when  your  fit  comes,  fit  her  home,  and  prefently  I 
Wooer.  She'd  have  me  fing. 
Doftor.  You  did  fo  ? 
Wooer.  No. 

Doftor.  'Twas  very  ill  done  then ; 
You  (hould  obferve  her  ev'ry  way. 

Wooer.  Alas, 

I  have  no  voice,  Sir,  to  confirm  her  that  way. 
Dofior.  That's  all  one,  if  you  make  a  noife : 
If  (he  entreat  again,  do  any  thing ; 
Lie  with  her,  if  (he  alk  you. 
Jailor.  Hoa  there,  Doctor  ! 
Doffor.  Yes,  in  the  way  of  cure. 
Jailor.  But  firft,  by  your  leave> 
I'th'  way  of  honefty ! 

DoRor. 
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Doctor.  That's  but  a  nicenefs  : 
Ne'er  caft  your  child  away  for  honefty ; 
Cure  her  firft  this  way ;  then,  if  Ihe  will  be  honeft, 
She  has  the  path  before  her. 

Jailor.  Thank  you,  Do6lor ! 

Doff  or.  Pray  bring  her  in,  and  let's  fee  how  ihe  is. 

Jailor.  I  will,  and  tell  her 
Her  Palamon  flays  for  her :  But,  Dodlor, 
Methinks  you  are  i'th'  wrong  flill.  [Exit. 

Doff  or.  Go,  go  !  You  fathers  are  fine  fools :  Her 

honefty? 
An  we  fhould  give  herphyfick  till  we  find  that 

Wooer.  Why,  do  you  think  Ihe  is  not  honeft,  Sir  ? 

Doff  or.  How  old  is  fhe  ? 

Wooer.  She's  eighteen. 

Doff  or.  She  may  be ; 

But  that's  all  one,  'tis  nothing  to  our  purpofe : 
Whate'er  her  father  fays,  if  you  perceive 
Her  mood  inclining  that  way  that  I  fpoke  of, 
Videlicet,  the  way  of  flefh — you  have  me  ? 

Wooer.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir. 

Doctor.  Pleafe  her  appetite, 
And  do  it  home ;  it  cures  her,  ipjo  faffo, 
The  melancholy  humour  that  infects  her. 

Wooer.  I  am  of  your  mind,  Doctor. 

Enter  Jailor •,  Daughter,  and  Maid. 

Doff  or.  You'll  find  it  fo.     She  comes  j  pray  hu 
mour  her  I0° ! 

Jailor.  Come ;  your  love  Palamon  flays  for  you, 

child ; 
And  has  done  this  long  hour,  to  vifit  you. 

Daugh.  I  thank  him  for  his  gentle  patience ; 
He's  a  kind  gentleman,  and  I'm  much  bound  to  him. 
Did  you  ne'er  fee  the  horfe  he  gave  me  ? 

Jailor.  Yes. 

Daugh.  How  do  you  like  him  ? 

Jailor.  He's  a  very  fair  one. 

10  Pray  honour  her.~\  Amended  in  1750, 
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Daugh.  You  never  faw  him  dance  ? 

Jailor.  No. 

Daugh.  I  have  often ; 
He  dances  very  finely,  very  comely ; 
And,  for  a  jig,  come  cut  and  long  tail  to  him ! 
He  turns  you  like  a  top. 

Jailor.  That's  fine  indeed. 

Daugh.  He'll  dance  the  morris  twenty  mile  an  hour. 
And  that  will  founder  the  beft  hobby-horfe 
(If  I  have  any  fkill)  in  all  the  parifh ; 
And  gallops  to  the  tune I01  of  Light  o'  love  10Z : 
What  think  you  of  this  horfe  ? 

Jailor.  Having  thefe  virtues, 
I  think  he  might  be  brought  to  play  at  tennis. 

Daugh.  Alas,  that's  nothing. 

Jailor.  Can  he  write  and  read  too  ? 

Daugh.  A  very  fair  hand;  and  cafts  himfelf  th* 

accounts 

Of  all  his  hay  and  provender;  that  hoftler 
Muft  rife  betime  that  cozens  him.     You  know 
The  chefnut  mare  the  duke  has  ? 

Jailor.  Very  well. 

Daugh.  She's  horribly  in  love  with  him,  poor  beaft; 
But  he  is  like  his  mailer,  coy  and  fcornful. 

Jailor.  What  dowry  has  Ihe  ? 

Daugh.  Some  two  hundred  bottles Iej 
And  twenty  ftrike  of  oats :  But  he'll  ne'er  have  her ; 
He  lifps  in's  neighing,  able  to  entice 
A  miller's  mare;  he'll  be  the  death  of  her. 

Doftor.  What  fluff  fhe  utters  ! 

Jailor.  Make  curt'fy ;  here  your  love  comes  ! 

Wooer.  Pretty  foul, 
How  do  you  ?  That's  a  fine  maid  !  there's  a  curt'fy ! 

Daugh.  Yours  to  command,  i'th'  way  of  honefly. 
How  far  is't  now  to  th'  end  o'th'  world,  my  maflers  ? 

101  Gallops  to  the  turne.]  Correded  by  Theobald  and  Seward. 

104  Light  d*  low.~\  This  appears  to  have  been  a  very  popular  tune, 
and  is  frequently  mentioned  by  our  Au&orsand  their  contemporaries. 

103  Bdttlci\\  i.e.  Bottles  of  hay  i  fomefp^l  it  pottles. 
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Dvtfor.  Why,  a  day's  journey,  wench. 

Daugb.  Will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Wooer.  What  fhall  we  do  there,  wench* 

Daugb.  Why,  play  at  ftool-ball : 
What  is  there  elfe  to  do? 

Wooer*  I  am  content, 
If  we  fhall  keep  our  wedding  there. 

Daugb,  'Tis  true; 

For  there  I  will  allure  you  we  fhall  find 
Some  blind  priefl  for  the  purpofe,  that  will  venture 
To  marry  us,  for  here  they're  nice  and  foolifh ; 
Befides,  my  father  muft  be  hang'd  tomorrow. 
And  that  would  be  a  blot  i'th'  bufmefs. 
Are  not  you  Palamo-n  ? 

Wooer.  Do  not  you  know  me  ? 

Daugb.  Yes ;   but  you  care  not  for  me :    I  hare 

nothing 
But  this  poor  petticoat,  and  two  coarfe  fmocks. 

Wooer.  That's  all  one;  I  will  have  you. 

Daugb.  Will  you  furely  ? 

Wooer.  Yes ;  by  this  fair  hand,  will  L 

Daugb.  We'll  to-bed  then. 

Wooer.  Ev'n  when  you  will. 

Daugb.  Oh,  Sir,  you'd  fain  be  nibbling Io4. 

Wooer.  Why  do  you  rub  my  kifs  off? 

Daugb.  'Tis  a  fweet  one, 

And  will  perfume  me  finely  'gainfl  the  wedding. 
Is  not  this  your  coufin  Arcite  ? 

Do  ft  or.  Yes,  fweetheart; 
And  I  am  glad  my  coufin  Palamon 
Has  made  fo  fair  a  choice. 

Daugb.  Do  you  think  he'll  have  me  ? 

Dottor.  Yes,  without  doubt. 

Daugb.  Do  you  think  fo  too  ? 

Jailor.  Yes. 

Daugb.  We  fhall  have  many  children. — Lordaho7/ 
you're  grown ! 

10*  Daugh.    Oh,  Sir,  you  d fain  he  nibting.]  Seward  lays, 

*  feems  evidently  to  belong  to  the  Father,  who  cannot  e^fi  . 

*  to  she  remedy  propos'd  by  the  Do£lor ;'  but  we  think,  it  d 
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My  Palamon  I  hope  will  grow  too  finely, 
Now  he's  at  liberty:  Alas,  poor  chicken, 
He  was  kept  down  with  hard  meat,  and  ill  lodging, 
But  I  will  kifs  him  up  again. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  What  do  you  here  ? 
You'll  lofe  the  nobleft  fight  that  e'er  was  feen. 

Jailor.  Are  they  i'th'  field  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  : 
You  bear  a  charge  there  too. 

Jailor.  I'll  away  flraight. 
I  muft  ev'n  leave  you  here. 

Doff  or.  Nay,  we'll  go  with  you ; 
I  will  not  lofe  the  fight. 

Jailor.  How  did  you  like  her  ? 

Doff  or.  I'll  warrant  you  within  thefe  three  or  four  days 
I'll  make  her  right  again.    You  muft  not  from  her, 
But  ftill  preferve  her  in  this  way. 

Wooer.  I  will. 

Doftor.  Let's  get  her  in. 

Wooer.  Come,  fweet,  we'll  go  to  dinner; 
And  then  we'll  play  at  cards. 

Daugh.  And  fhall  we  kifs  too  ? 

Wooer.  A  hundred  times. 

Daugh.  And  twenty  ? 

Wooer.  Ay,  and  twenty. 

Daugh.  And  then  we'll  fleep  together  ? 

Doff  or.  Take  her  offer. 

Wooer.  Yes,  marry  will  we. 

Daugh.  But  you  lhall  not  hurt  me. 

Wooer.  I  will  not,  fweet. 

Daugh.  If  you  do,  love,  I'll  cry.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  fhejeus,   Hippolitay    Emilia,   Perithous,  and 

attendants. 

Emi.  I'll  no  ftep  further. 
Per.  Will  you  lofe  this  fight  ? 

Emi. 
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Emi.  I  had  rather  fee  a  wren  hawk  at  a  fly, 
Than  this  decifion :  Ev'ry  blow  that  falls 
Threats  a  brave  life ;  each  flroke  laments 
The  place  whereon  it  falls,  and  founds  more  like 
A  bell,  than  blade  :  I  will  flay  here  : 
It  is  enough,  my  hearing  fhall  be  puninYd 
With  what  lhall  happen,  ('gainft  the  which  there  is 
No  deafing)  but  to  hear,  not  taint  mine  eye 
With  dread  fights  it  may  fhun. 

Per.  Sir,  my  good  lord, 
Your  filler  will  no  further. 

fbef.  Oh,  fhe  muft : 

She  fhall  fee  deeds  of  honour  in  their  kind 10<r, 
Which  fometime  fhew  well-pencil'd :  Nature  now 
Shall  make  and  a6t  the  ftory,  the  belief 
Both  feaFd  with  eye  and  ear.    You  muft  be  prefcntj 
You  are  the  victor's  meed,  the  price  and  garland 
To  crown  the  queftion's  title. 

Emi.  Pardon  me ; 
If  I  were  there,  I'd  wink. 

fbef.  You  muft  be  there; 
This  trial  is  as  'twere  i'th'  night,  and  you 
The  only  ftar  to  fhine. 

Emi.  I  am  extinct  -, 

There  is  but  envy  in  that  light,  which  fhews 
The  one  the  other.     Darknefs,  which  ever  was^ 
The  dam  of  Horror,  who  does  ftand  accurs'd 
Of  many  mortal  millions,  may  ev'n  now, 
By  cafting  her  black  mantle  over  both 
That  neither  could  find  other,  get  herfelf 
Some  part  of  a  good  name,  and  many  a  murder 
Set  off  whereto  fhe's  guilty. 

105  She  fhall  fee  deeds  of  honour  in  their  kindy 

Which  fometime  Jke*w  well  penciled.]  Deeds  of  honour  are  not 
o\\\y  fomelimes  but  at  all  times  well  pencilled,  i.  e.  worthy  to  be  en- 
grav'd  on  the  memory,  fometime  therefore  is  probably  a  corrupt  read 
ing,  and  time  Jball  as  probably  the  true  one,  as  it  gives  the  fenfe 
requir'd  by  the  context.  Seaward. 

The  old  text  is  right,  and  the  logical  diftinftion  between  fometimes 
and  all  times  ridiculous.  The  fenfe  is  clear,  without  any  reafon  to 
fufpecl  corruption,  or  demand  alteration* 
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Hip.  You  muft  go. 

Emi.  In  faith,  I  will  not. 

fbef.  Why,  the  knights  muft  kindle 
Their  valour  at  your  eye  :  Know,  of  this  war 
You  are  the  treafure,  and  muft  needs  be  by 
To  give  the  fervice  pay. 

Emi.  Sir,  pardon  me ; 
The  title  of  a  kingdom  may  be  tried 
Out  of  itfelf. 

Vhef.  Well,  well  then,  at  your  pleafure  ! 
Thofe  that  remain  with  you  could  wifh  their  office 
To  any  of  their  enemies. 

Hip.  Farewell,  fitter! 

I'm  like  to  know  your  hufband  Yore  yourfelf, 
By  fome  fmall  ftart  of  time  :  He  whom  the  gods 
Do  of  the  two  know  beft,  I  pray  them  he 
Be  made  your  lot ! 

[Exeunt  Thejeus,  Hippolita,  Perithous, 

Emi.  Arcite  is  gently  vifag'd ;  yet  his  eye 
Is  like  an  engine  bent,  or  a  lharp  weapon 
In  a  foft  lheath ;  Mercy,  and  manly  courage, 
Are  bedfellows  in  his  vifage.     Palamon 
Has  a  moft  menacing  afpeft  -,  his  brow 
Is  grav'd,  and  feems  to  bury  what  it  frowns  on ; 
Yet  fometimes  'tis  not  fo,  but  alters  to 
The  quality  of  his  thoughts ,  long  time  his  eye 
Will  dwell  upon  his  objeft ;  melancholy 
Becomes  him  nobly;  fo  does  Arcite's  mirth j 
But  Palamon's  fadnefs  is  a  kind  of  mirth, 
So  mingled,  as  if  Mirth  did  make  him  fad, 
And  Sadnefs,  merry  j  thofe  darker  humours  that 
Stick  mifbecomingly  on  others Ic6,  on  him 
Live  in  fair  dwelling. 

[Cornets.     Trump ets  found  as  to  a  charge. 

• tbofe  darker  humours  that 

Stick  mif-becomingly  on  others^  on  them 

Live  in  fair  dwelling.'}  Arcite  does  not  appear  to  have  any  of 
the  melancholy  or  darker  humours ;  thefe  therefore  feem  only  appli 
cable  to  Palamon,  and  make  it  probable  that  we  (houid  read  on  himt 
inftead  of  en  thtm.  Seaward. 

Hark, 
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Hark,  how  yon  fpurs I0?  to  fpirit  do  incite 

The  princes  to  their  proof!  Arcite  may  win  me; 

And  yet  may  Palamon  wound  Arcite,  to 

The  fpoiling  of  his  figure.     Oh,  what  pity 

Enough  for  fuch  a  chance  !  If  I  were  by, 

I  might  do  hurt ;  for  they  would  glance  their  eyes 

Toward  my  feat,  and  in  that  motion  might 

Omit  a  ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence 1o8, 

Which  crav'd  that  very  time ;  it  is  much  better 

[Cornets.     Cry  within,  A  Palamon! 
I  am  not  there ;  oh,  better  never  born 
Than  minifler  to  fuch  harm  ! — What  is  the  chance  I 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  The  cry's  a  Palamon. 

s°7  Hark,  ho-w  yon  fpurs. ]  We  have  not,  for  feveral  plays  paft, 
amufed  our  Readers  with  an  account  of  the  amendments  which  the 
Editors  of  1750  pretend  to  have  made,  in  order  to  enhance  the  idea  of 
their  own  ingenuity  :  We  have  not,  however,  difcontinued  that  in 
formation  for  want  of  matter  (there  has  all  along  been  abundance !) 
but  for  fear  of  its  becoming  troublefome.  Alter  fo  long  a  recefs,  ii 
may  not  be  difagreeable  to  refume  the  character  of  Detectors,  and 
reveal  the  Falfhoods  told  of  the  play  now  before  us. 

In  the  paffage  quoted  at  the  head  of  this  note,  they  pretend  to  have 
altered  your  tojsn  ;  p.  46,  1.  12,/eat  to  feet;  p.  49,  1.  28,  A  jewel 
to  O jewel;  p.  53,  1.  7,  on  t  to  out,  though  Davenant,  as  well  as 
our  old  quarto,  reads  out ;  p.  78,  1.  laft,  and  innocent  to  an  innocent; 
p.  95,  1.  4,  when  to  <with\  p.  96,  1.  \q,Jlate  tojlale  ;  p.  97, 1.  24, 
fphere  to  pbeer ;  and  p.  103,  1.  Jaft,  to  have  added  the  word  grown.— 
Every  one  of  thefe  paffages Hands  right  in  the  firlt  quarto,  which  their 
Own  notes  prove  they  were  poffeffed  of. 

108  Omit  a  ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence.]  Mr.  Sympfori  would  read 
defence,  but  ward  and  defence  is  the  fame  thing.  Offence  is  the  reverfe 
to  ward,  as  weapons  of  offence  and  defence.  To  forfeit  an  offence 
therefore,  is  to  mifs  the  opportunity  of  ftriking  fome  advantageous 
blow,  that  might  give  the  victory.  The  weapon  ufed  in  the  legal 
duello  in  England  was  only  a  batoon  or  truncheon,  and  this  was  de- 
tfgn'd  by  the  Authors  to  be  underltood  of  the  prefent  combat.  It  is 
extremely  beautiful  to  have  this  duel  performM  behind  the  fcenes,  yet 
within  hearing.  All  battles  on  the  fhge  make,  as  Shakefpeare  fays, 
but  brawls  ridiculous.  Here  is  a  method  of  concealing  all  the  auk- 
wardnefs  of  fuch  combats,  and  keeping  the  attention  of  the  audience 
upon  the  full  ftretch.  It  was  an  art  well  known  to  the  Greek  tra 
gedians,  as  in  the  famous  inltance  of  Clytemneftra's  murder,  who  is 
heard  to  deprecate  her  fon's  vengeance  behind  the  fcenes,  and  Eledra 
upon  the  itage  continues  to  irritate  it. 
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Emi.  Then  he  has  won.     'Twas  ever  likely: 
He  look'd  all  grace  and  fuccefs,  and  he  is 
Doubtlefs  the  prirrTft  of  men.     I  prithee  run, 
And  tell  me  how  it  goes. 

[Shout  y  and  cornets  ;  cry,  A  Palamon  ! 

Serv.  Still  Palamon. 

Emi.  Run  and  enquire.  Poor  fervant,  thou  haft  loft  ! 
Upon  my  right  fide  ftill  I  wore  thy  picture, 
Palamon's  on  the  left  :  Why  fo,  I  know  not; 
I  had  no  end  in't  lc8  ;  Chance  would  have  it  fo. 

[Another  cry  andfoout  within,  and  cornets. 
On  the  finifter  fide  the  heart  lies  ;  Palamon 
Had  the  beft-boding  chance.    This  burft  of  clamour 
Is  fure  the  end  o'  th9  combat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  They  faid  that  Palamon  had  Arcite's  body 
Within  an  inch  o'  th'  pyramid,  that  the  cry 
Was  general  a  Palamon  ;  but  anon, 
Th'affiftants  made  a  brave  redemption,  and 
The  two  bold  filters  at  this  inftant  are 
Hand  to  hand  at  it. 

Emi.  Were  they  metamorphos'd 
Both  into  one  —  Oh,  why  ?  there  were  no  woman 
Worth  fo  composed  a  man  !   Their  fingle  fliare, 
Their  noblends  peculiar  to  them  IC9,  gives 
The  prejudice  of  difparity,  value's  fhortnefs, 

[Cornets.     Cry  within,  Arcite,  Arcite  ! 
To  any  lady  breathing.  —  More  exulting  ? 
Palamon  ftill  ? 

Serv.  Nay,  now  the  found  is  Arcite. 

Emi.  I  prithee  lay  attention  to  the  cry  ; 

[Cornets,     d  great  Jbout,  and  cry,  Arcite,  victory  ! 

108  7  bad  no  end  int  ;  elfe  chance  would  have  it  Jo."]  Former  edi 
tions.  'Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  lefs,  i.  e.  uniefs  :  And  that  too  was 
my  firft  conjecture.  But  more  probably  the  particle  elfe  may  be  a 
mere  interpolation,  for  the  fcnfe  and  meafure  are  better  without  ic. 


IC9  Their  noblcnefs,  &c."]  This  line  is  now  firft  reftored  from  the  old 
quarto.    The  confequeni  deficiency  of  ienfe  greatly  diftf  effcs  Seward, 

Set 
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Set  both  thine  ears  to  th'  buiinefs. 

6'erv.  The  cry  is 

Arcite,  and  vidory  !  Hark  !  Arcite,  viftory  ! 
The  combat's  consummation  is  proclaimed 
By  the  wind-inftruments. 

Emi.  Half-fights  faw 

That  Arcite  was  no  babe  :  God's  'lid,   his  richnefs 
And  coftlinefs  of  fpirit  look'd  thro'  him  !   it  could 
No  more  be  hid  in  him  than  fire  in  flax, 
Than  humble  banks  can  go  to  law  with  waters, 
That  drift  winds  force  to  raging.     I  did  think 
Good  Palamon  would  mifcarry ;  yet  I  knew  not 
Why  I  did  think  fo  :  Our  reafons  are  not  prophets, 
When  oft  our  fancies  are.     They're  coming  off: 
Alas,  poor  Palamon  !  [Cornets. 

Enter  'Tbefeus^  Hippolita,  Peritbous,  Arcite  as  viffor, 
attendants^  £siV. 

Tbef.  Lo,  where  our  fitter  is  in  expectation, 
Yet  quaking,  and  nnfettled.     Faireft  Emilia, 
The  gods,  by  their  divine  arbitrament, 
Have  given  you  this  knight :  He  is  a  good  one 
As  ever  ftruck  at  head.     Give  me  your  hands  ! 
Receive  you  her,  you  him  •,  be  plighted  with 
A  love  that  grows  as  you  decay  ! 

Arc.  Emilia, 

To  buy  you  I  have  loft  what's  deareft  to  me, 
Save  what  is  bought  -,  and  yet  I  purchafe  cheaply, 
As  I  do  rate  your  value. 

fbef.  Oh,  lov'd  fitter, 
He  fpeaks  now  of  as  brave  a  knight  as  e'er 
Did  fpur  a  noble  deed  :  Surely  the  gods 
Would  have  him  die  a  bachelor,  left  his  race 
Should  fliew  i'  th'  world  too  godlike  !  His  behaviour 
So  charm'd  me,  that  methought  Alcides  was 
To  him  a  fow  of  lead  :  If  I  could  praife 
Each  part  of  him  to  th'  all  I've  fpoke,  your  Arcite 
Did  not  loie  by't  -9  for  he  that  was  thus  good, 
Encountered  yet  his  better.     I  have  heard 
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Two  emulous  Philomels  1JO  beat  the  ear  o'th'  night 
With  their  contentious  throats,  now  one  the  higher, 
Anon  the  other,  then  again  the  firft, 
And  by  and  by  out-breafted  "',  that  the  fenfe 
Could  not  be  judge  between 'em  :  So  itfar'd 
Good  fpace  between  thefe  Kinfmen ;  'till  Heav'ns  did 
Make  hardly  one  the  winner.     Wear  the  garland 
With  joy  that  you  have  won  !  For  the  fubdu'd, 
Give  them  our  prefent  juftice,  fince  I  know 
Their  lives  but  pinch  'em  -,  let  it  here  be  done. 
The  fcene's  not  for  our  feeing :  Go  we  hence, 
Right  joyful,  with  fome  forrow  !  Arm  your  prize  "% 
I  know  you  will  not  lofe  her.     Hippolita, 
I  fee  one  eye  of  yours  conceives  a  tear, 
The  which  it  will  deliver.  [Flouriflj. 

EmL  Is  this  winning  ? 

Oh,  all  you  heav'nly  powers,  where  is  your  mercy  ? 
But  that  your  wills  have  faid  it  muft  be  fo, 
And  charge  me  live  to  comfort  this  unfriended, 
This  miferable  prince,  that  cuts  away 
A  life  more  worthy  from  him  than  all  women, 
I  fhould,  and  would  die  too. 

Hip,  Infinite  pity, 

That  four  fuch  eyes  fhould  be  fo  fix'd  on  one, 
That  two  muft  needs  be  blind  for't ! 

'Thef.  So  it  is.  [Exeunt. 

110  Two  emulous  Phikmeh."}  I  canncc  pafs  by  this  fimile  without 
begging  the  reader  to  give  a  due  attention  to  it,  as  it  may  rank  with 
the  moft  beautiful  defcriptions  of  the  nightingale  that  are  met  with 
in  Virgil  and  Milton.     It  is  alfo  totally  different  from  all  the  attitudes 
of  this  angel  of  night  that  thofe  poets,  who  were  fo  enamour'd  of 
her  fong,  liave  ever  painted  her  in.     It  may  be  further  obferv'd  that 
thofe  families  ftrike  the  moft,  which,  in  their  own  natures,  feem  to 
tally  averfe  to  their  archetype,  but  are  join'd  to  it  in  perfect  union 
by  the  art  of  the  poet.     What,  at  firft  fight,  could  be  more  unlike 
than  the  fury  of  a  combat  to  the  fmging  of  nightingales?  Yet  how 
charmingly  are  they  marry'd  together  ?  They  who  are  converfant  in 
Homer,  Virgil,  Spencer,  Milton,  &c.  will  be  able  to  recoiled  many 
inftances  of  the  like  nature.  Seward. 

111  O«/-breafted.]  See  not  28  on  the  Pilgrim. 

IIZ  Arm  your  frize ;]  i.  e.  Take  the  lady,  whom  you  have  won, 

b)"heijand-  SCENE 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN,  in 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Palamon  and  his  Knights  pinion' d.  Jailor,  Exe 
cutioner,  and  Guard. 

PaL  There's  many  a  man  alive  that  hath  out-liv'd 
The  love  o'th'  people  ;  yea,  i'th'  felf-fame  (late 
Stands  many  a  father  with  his  child :  Some  comfort 
We  have  by  fo  confidering ;  we  expire, 
And  not  without  mens'  pity ;  to  live  ilill, 
Have  their  good  wifhes ;  we  prevent 
The  loathfome  mifery  of  age,  beguile 
The  gout  and  rheum,  that  in  lag  hours  attend 
For  grey  approachers ;  we  come  tow'rds  the  gods 
Young,  and  unwarp'd  II3,  not  halting  under  crimes 
Many  and  flale ;  that  fure  ihall  pleafe  the  gods 
Sooner  than  fuch,  to  give  us  ne6tar  with  'em, 
For  we  are  more  clear  fpirits.     My  dear  kinfmen, 
Whofe  lives  (for  this  poor  comfort)  are  laid  down, 
YouVe  fold  'em  too,  too  cheap. 

I  Knight.  What  ending  could  be 
Of  more  content  ?  O'er  us  the  vi&ors  have 
Fortune,  whofe  title  is  as  momentary 
As  to  us  death  is  certain ;  a  grain  of  honour 

11 J  Young  aWunwapper'd.]  /.  e.  fays  Mr.  Sympfon,  young  and 
mfrigbtafd.  He  quotes  no  authority,  nor  can  I  find  one  in  my 
Di&ionaries.  Mr.  Theobald  concurs  with  me  in  reading  uniuarp'tf, 
which,  fuppofing  the  former  word  to  be  true  Englifh  and  to  give  the 
idea  mentioned,  rather  better  agrees  with  the  fenfe,  and  much  better 
with  the  meafure  of  the  context.  Thus  Valerio,  in  A  Wife  for  a 
Month,  fays  in  the  like  circumftances, 

To  die  a  young  man  is  to  be  an  angel ; 

Our  yet  good  parts  put  wings  unto  ourftuls. 
And  again, 

As  it  [age]  encreafes,  fo  vexations, 

Griefs  of  the  mind,  pains  of  the  feeble  bocfy,^ 

Rheumsy  coughs,  catarrs  ;  we're  but  our  I'tving  coffins. 

Be/ides ,  the  fair  four  $  old  too  t  it  grows  covetous, 

And  we  are  earth  again.  See  the  whole  fcene,  a&  ii. 

P.  5.  I  find  in  the  Gloffary  to  Urry's  Chaucer,  «rv«//Wand  awbapij, 
daunted,  aftonimed.  This  is  probably  the  fame  word  that  Mr. 
Sympfon  may  have  fomewhere  found  Ipelt  ivapper'd. 
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They  not  o'er-weigh  us. 

2  Knight.  Let  us  bid  farewell ; 

And  with  our  patience  anger  tott'ring  Fortune, 
Who  at  her  certain'ft  reels  ! 

3  Knight.  Come ;  who  begins  ? 

Pal.  Ev'n  he  that  led  you  to  this  banquet,  {hall 
Tafte  to  you  all.     Ah-ha,  my  friend,  my  friend  ! 
Your  gentle  Daughter  gave  me  freedom  once  ; 
You'll  fee't  done  now  for  ever.  Pray  how  does  fhe  ? 
I  heard  fhe  was  not  well  j  her  kind  of  ill 
Gave  me  fome  forrow. 

Jailor.  Sir,  fhe's  well  reftor'd, 
And  to  be  married  fhortly. 

Pal.  By  my  ihort  life, 
I  am  moil  glad  on't !  'tis  the  lateft  thing 
I  fhall  be  glad  of;  prithee  tell  her  fo : 
Commend  me  to  her,  and  to  piece  her  portion 
Tender  her  this. 

1  Knight.  Nay,  let's  be  offerers  all ! 

2  Knight.  Is  it  a  maid  ? 
Pal.  Verily,  I  think  fo ; 

A  right  good  creature,  more  to  me  deferring 
Than  I  can  quit  or  fpeak  of! 

All  Knights.  Commend  us  to  her.  [Give  their  furfes. 

Jailor.  The  gods  requite  you  all, 
And  make  her  thankful ! 

Pal.  Adieu  !  and  let  my  life  be  now  as  fliort 
As  my  leave-taking.  [Lies  on  the  block. 

1  Knight.  Lead,  courageous  coufm  ! 

2  Knight.  We'll  follow  cheerfully. 

\A great  noije  within,  crying,  Run,  fave,  hold! 

Enter  in  hafte  a  MeJJenger. 
Me/.  Hold,  hold!  oh,  hold,  hold,  hold! 

Enter  ferithous  in  hafte. 

Per.  Hold,  hoa !  it  is  a  curfed  hafte  you  made, 
If  you  have  done  fo  quickly. — Noble  Palamon, 
The  gods  will  fliew  their  glory  in  a  life 

That 
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That  thou  art  yet  to  lead. 

Pal.  Can  that  be,  when 
Venus  I've  faid  is  falfe  ?  How  do  things  fare  ? 

Per.  Arife,  great  Sir,  and  give  the  tidings  ear 
That  are  mod  dearly  fweet  and  bitter  IJ4  1 

Pal.  What 
Hath  wak'd  us  from  our  dream  ? 

Per.  Lift  then  !  Your  coufin. 
Mounted  upon  a  fteed  that  Emily 
Did  firft  beftow  on  him,  a  black  one,  owing 
Not  a  hair-worth  of  white,  which  fome  will  fay 
Weakens  his  price,  and  many  will  not  buy 
His  goodnefs  with  this  note ;  which  fuperftition 
Here  finds  allowance :  On  this  horfe  is  Arcite, 
Trotting  the  ftones  of  Athens,  which   the  calkins  " 
Did  rather  tell  than  trample;  for  the  horfe 
Would  make  his  length  a  mile,  if 't  pleas'd  his  rider 
To  put  pride  in  him  :  As  he  thus  went  counting 
The  flinty  pavement,  dancing  as  'twere  to  th'  mufic 
His  own  hoofs  made  (for,  as  they  fay,  from  iron 
Came  mufic's  origin)  what  envious  flint, 

"*  That  are  moft  early  fweet  and  bitter.'}  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I 
agree  in  rejecting  early  as  a  corruption,  but  he  reads  rarely  faucet,  and 
I  dearly.  The  adverb  dearly  in  the  fenfe  of  exceedingly  or  extremely^ 
feems  particularly  beautiful  when  expreflive  of  any  of  the  tender  paf- 
fions,  whether  of  joy  or  forrow,  and  after  I  had  inferted  it  in  my 
notes,  I  found  in  the  lait  fpeech  of  this  Play  a  confirmation  of  it :  * 

-  ' — for  whom 
But  one  hour  fence,  1  was  as  dearly  forry, 

dt  glad  of  Arcite  : 

The  repeated  ufe  of  the  fame  adverb,  in  the  fame  fenfe,  is  not  an 
inftance  of  that  tautology  fpoke  of  in  the  lail  note  of  the  firfl  fcene 
of  this  Play,  for  a  metaphor  repeated  differs  much  from  fimpie  words. 
Words,  when  they  ocxur  twice,  muft  generally  have  the  lame  ideas 
fixed  to  them  ;  but  metaphors  always  containing  double  ideas,  with  a 
iimtHtude  between  them,  or,  as  has  been  frequently  obferv'd,  being 
fhort  fimilies,they  fnould  be  as  ieldom  repeated  as  pollible ;  as  the  fame 
fimile  (hould  not  be  ufed  twice.  Sward.- 

Dearly  is,  we  think,  right:  But  poor  Seward  is  a  little  gravelled 
with  his  own  doctrine  of  tautology. 

Ifs  Calkins  ;]  i.  e.  Hoofs,  we  fuppofe,  from  the  Latin  calx. 

There  are  fome  hard  and  odd  paflages,  mixed  with  much  poetical 
expreffion,  in  this  defciiption. 

VOL.  X.  H  Cold 
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Cold  as  old  Saturn,  and  like  him  pofiefs'd 

With  fire  malevolent,  darted  a  fpark, 

Or  what  fierce  fulphur  elfe,  to  this  end  made,. 

I  comment  not  ;  the  hot  horfe,  hot  as  fire, 

Took  toy  at  this,  and  fell  to  what  diforder 

His  power  could  give  his  will,  bounds,  comes  on  end, 

Forgets  fchool-doing,  being  therein  train'd, 

And  of  kind  manage  -,  pig-like  he  whines 

At  the  fharp  rowel,  which  he  frets  at  rather 

Than  any  jot  obeys  ;  feeks  all  foul  means 

Of  boifterous  and  rough  jadry,  to  dis-feat 

His  lord  that  kept  it  bravely  :  When  nought  ferv'd, 

When  neither  curb  would  crack,  girth  break,  nor 

difFring  plunges 

Dis-root  his  rider  whence  he  grew,  but  that 
He  kept  him  'tween  his  legs,  on  his  hind  hoofs  on 

end  he  ftands, 

That  Arcite's  legs  being  higher  than  his  head, 
Seem'd  with  ftrange  art  to  hang  :  His  victor's  wreath 
Even  then  fell  off  his  head  ;  and  prefently 
Backward  the  jade  comes  o'er,  and  his  full  poize 
Becomes  the  rider's  Joad.     Yet  is  he  living, 
But  fuch  a  velTel  'tis  that  floats  but  for 
The  furge  that  next  approaches  :  He  much  defires- 
To  have  fome  fpeech  with  you.     Lo>  he  appears  ! 


Enter  tfhefeuSy  ffippolita,  Emilia)  Arcite  in  a  chair. 

PaL  Oh,  miferable  end  of  our  alliance  ! 
The  gods  are  mighty  !  —  Arcite,  if  thy  heart, 
Thy  worthy  manly  heart,  be  yet  unbroken, 
Give  me  thy  lafl  words  !  I  am  Palamon, 
One  that  yet  loves  thee  dying. 

Arc.  Take  Emilia, 

And  with  her  all  the  world's  joy.     Reach  thy  hand; 
Farewell  !  I've  told  my  lafl  hour.     I  wasfalfe  II6, 

116  I  was  falfe  .~\  I  believe  the  reader  will  not  be  cafily  convinced, 
that  Arcite  had  been  falfe.  But  our  Authors  feem  to  have  been  fo- 
poffefs'd  of  the  ftory  from  Chaucer,  that  they  even  forgot  that  they 
had  inferted  an  effsntial  part  of  it,  the  oath  between  the  Two  Kinf- 

niea 
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Yet  never  treacherous :  Forgive  me,  coufm  ! 
One  kifs  from  fair  Emilia  !  'Tis  done  : 
Take  her.     I  die  !  [Dies. 

Pal.  Thy  brave  foul  feek  Elyfium  ! 

Emi.  I'll   clofe  thine  eyes,  prince ;  blefied  fouls 

be  with  thee  ! 

Thou  art  a  right  good  man;  and  while  I  live 
This  day  I  give  to  tears. 

Pal.  And  I  to  honour. 

Thef.  In  this  place  firft  you  fought ;  even  very  here 
I  funder'd  you  :  Acknowledge  to  the  gods 
Our  thanks  that  you  are  living. 
His  part  is  play'd,  and,  tho'  it  were  too  Ihort, 
He  did  it  well :  Your  day  is  lengthened,  and 
The  blifsful  dew  of  Heaven  does  arrofe  you  II7$ 
The  powerful  Venus  well  hath  grac'd  her  altar, 
And  given  you  your  love ;  cur  rnaR'er  Mars 
Has  vouch'd  his  oracle,  and  to  Arcite  gave 
The  grace  of  the  contention  :  So  the  deities 
Have  ihew'd  due  juflice.     Bear  this  hence  ! 

Pal.  Oh,  coufm, 

That  we  fhould  things  defire,  which  do  coft  us 
The  lofs  of  our  defire  !  that  nought  could  buy 
Dear  love,  but  lofs  of  dear  love  ! 

Thef.  Never  Fortune 

Did  play  a  fubtler  game :  The  conquered  triumphs, 
The  viclor  has  the  lofs ;  yet  in  the  pafiage 
The  gods  have  been  moft  equal.     Palamon, 

men  never  to  rival,  but  always  to  afliit  each  other  in  love.  This,  as 
was  before  obferv'd,  would  juftify  Palamon's  anger  and  render  him 
the  more  amiable  character.  Scnvard. 

The  characters  of  Palamon  and  Arcite  are  finely  difcriminated. 
Palamon  is  certainly  the  aggrieved  party;  yet  there  i>  a  gillantry  in 
Arcite  that  redeems  his  falmood  ;  and  a  pafiion  in  Palamon  that 
renders  him  Hill  more  amiable  and  interesting  from  the  very  infirmity 
of  his  temper. — Either  Seward,  or  hi<  Printer,  have  mace  a  miitake 
here  ;  for  our  Authors  have  NOT  inferted  the  oath. 

JI7  Arawzeyou  ;]  \.z.Water,  fprinkle  \  bedew  from  the  French, 
arrofer.  Seward. 

It  fhould  then  be  fpelt  arrofe:  Aroufe  is  an  Englifh  word  of  very 
different  import. 

H  a  Your 
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Your  Kinfman  hath  confefs'd  the  right  o'th'  lady- 
Did  lie  in  you  ;  for  you  firft  faw  her,  and 
Even  then  proclaim'd  your  fancy ;  he  reflcr'd  her, 
As  your  ftol'n  jewel,  and  defir'd  your  fpirit 
To  fend  him  hence  forgiven:  The  gods  myjufticc 
Take  from  my  hand,  and  they  themfelves  become 
The  executioners.     Lead  your  lady  off; 
And  call  your  lovers  1I8  from  theftage  of  death, 
Whom  I  adopt  my  friends !  A  day  or  two 
Let  us  look  fadly,  and  give  grace  unto 
The  funeral  of  Arcite  !  in  whofe  end 
The  vifages  of  bridegrooms  we'll  put  on, 
And  fmile  with  Palamon  ;  for  whom  an  hour* 
But^one  hour  fince,  I  was  as  clearly  forry, 
As  glad  of  Arcite ;  and  am  now  as  glad, 
As  for  him  forry.     Oh,  you  heav'nly  charmers  "% 
What  things  you  make  of  us  !  For  what  we  lack 
We  laugh,  for  what  we  have  are  forry  ftill; 
Are  children  in  fome  kind.     Let  us  be  thankful 
For  that  which  is,  and  with  You  leave  difpute 
That  are  above  our  queftion  !  Let's  go  off, 
And  bear  us  like  the  time  !  [Flourtfh.  Exeunt. 

1I?  Tour  LOVERS;]  i.  e.  The  knights  who  aflifted  you. 

1!9  Heavenly  charmers.']  i.e.  Enchanters,  ruling  us  at  their  will, 
whofe  operations  aie  beyond  our  power  to  conceive,  till  we  fee  tht 
effects  of  them. 

So  in  Othello,  aft  iii.  fcene  iv. 

*  That  handkerchief 

'  Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  : 
'  She  was  a  charmer ,  and  could  almoil  read 
«  The  thoughts  of  people.* 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 

I  WOULD  now  afk  ye  how  ye  like  the  plays 
But,  as  it  is  with  fchoolboys  cannot  fay, 
I'm  cruel  fearful !  Pray  yet  flay  a  while, 
And  let  me  look  upon  ye  !  No  man  fmile  ? 
Then  it  goes  hard,  I  fee :  He  that  has 
Lov'd  a  young  handfome  wench  then,  fliew  his  face! 
'Tis  flrange  if  none  be  here ;  and*  if  he  will 
Againfl  his  confcience,  let  him  hifs,  and  kill 
Our  market !  'Tis  in  vain,  I  fee,  to  flay  ye; 
Have  at  the  worfl  can  come,  then  1  Now  what  fay  ye  ? 
And  yet  miflake  me  not :  I  am  not  bold ; 
We've  no  fuch  caufe.     If  the  Tale  we  have  told 
(For  'tis  no  other)  any  way  content  ye, 
(For  to  that  honeft  purpofe  it  was  meant  ye) 
We  have  our  end ;  and  ye  fhall  have  ere  long 
I  dare  fay  many  a  better,  to  prolong 
Your  old  loves  to  us  :  We,  and  all  our  might, 
Refl  at  your  fervice.     Gentlemen,  good  night ! 

[Flourifb. 


THIS  whole  Play,  Mr.  Seward  obferves,  '  abounds  with  fuch 
*  fublimity  of  fentiment  and  diclion,  that  were  the  beauties  to  be 
•t  mark'd  with  afterifms,  after  Mr.  Pope  and  Mr.  Warburton's  man- 
f  ner,  fcarce  a  page  would  be  left  uncover'd  with  them.' 

The  capital  defeft  in  the  Piece  is  hinted  at  in  thefe  words  of  tht 
Epilogue, 

• —i —  If  the  TALE  <we  have  told 

(For  ''tis  NO  OTHER) 

It  is  indeed  rather  a  "Tale  than  a  Drama,  particularly  towards  tin 
conclufion,  which  has  perhaps  fo  long  prevented  its  reprefentation  on 
the  ftage ;  where  fome  fcenes  of  it  would  produce  a  great  effect,  tho* 
there  are  in  this  Dramatick  Tale  many  excellent  paflages,  more  cal 
culated  to  pleafe  the  reader  than  fpeclator.  The  mixture  of  Gothick 
with  antient  manners  was  the  common  vice  of  the  writers  of  the  age 
in  which  it  was  wrote.  It  is,  however,  a  mod  noble  Play,  re 
plete  with  animated  difcourfe,  and  fublime  touches  of  poetry. 
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THE  Two  Noble  Kinfmen,  on  the  authority  of  thfr 
title-page  to  the  firft  edition,  has  been  looked  on 
as  the  production  of  Shakeipeare  and  Fletcher; 
but  not  being  able  to  find  any  {Satisfactory  proof 
(nor  indeed  prefumptive,  except  that  it  contains  many  paf- 
fages  not    unworthy    of   him)    that  the  former   was  joint 
Author  of  it,  we   acknowledge  we  doubt  the  tradition  of 
his  being  at  all  concerned  in  the  piece.     Little  flrefs  can  be 
laid  on  the  title-page  in  quefdon  (the  only  fhadow  of  autho 
rity),  which  bears  evident  marks  of  the  craft  of  a  publisher, 
and  was  not  printed    till    nine   years    after   the   death  of 
Fletcher,  and  fixteen  after  Shakefpeare's.   Seward,  however 
takes  it  for  granted  to   be   the  production  of  the  Poets  to 
whom  it  has  been  attributed ;  of  which  he  does  not  men 
tion  a  doubt,  but  fays, 

I.  '  It  will  be  an  entertainment  to  the  curious  to  diftinguifh 

*  the  hand  of  Shakefpeare  from  that  of  Fletcher.  The  only 

*  external  evidence. that  I  ever  heard  of,  is  a  tradition  of  the 

*  playhoufe,   that  the  fir  ft  act  only  was  wrote  by  Shake- 

*  fpeare,  and  this  Mr.  Warburton  fays  in  his  Preface  to  that 
*'  Author.  If  it  is  true  it  does  great  honour  to  Fletcher,  for 
'  though  there  are  many  excellent  things  in  that  act,  it  is 

*  in  every  refpect  much  inferior  to  the  four  others.     Had  it 

*  fallen  within  Mr.  Warburton's  province  to  have  examined 
*'  the  internal  evidence,  I  know  no  man  fo  capable  of  ftriking 

*  light  out  of  obfcurity.     I  fhall  lay  before  the  Reader  the* 
1  reafons  which  make  me  doubt  the  authenticity  of  this  tra- 
4  dition,  and  (hall  endeavour  to  prove  that  either  Shakefpeare 
'  had  a  very  great  hand  in  all  the  acts  of  this  pVy,  particu- 

*  lariy  in  the  whole   charming   character  of   the  Jailor's 

*  Daughter,  or  elfe  that  Fletcher  more  clofely  imitated  him, 

*  in  this  than  in  any  other  part  of  his  works.' 

II.  The  prifon  fcene  between  Palamon  and  Arcite  c  is, fays 
Seward,  '  more  worthy  of  Shakefpeare  than  any  long  one 

*  in  the  firft  act.    It  is  in  Shakefpeare's  SECOND-BEST  man- 
c  ner,  or  in  Fletcher's  BEST,  and  thefe  are  not  eafily  diftin- 
(  guiihable.    If  the  Reader  will  confult  the  firft  fcene  of  the 

*  two  brothers  with  their  fuppofed  father  coming  out  of  the 
'  cave  in  Cymbeline,  and  the  defcription  of  the  Spartan 
'  hounds  by  TheTeus  in  Midfummer-JNight's  Dream,  he  will 

*  find  a  great  fimiiitude  of  fentiment,  {tile  and  fpirit :  Add 
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to  thefe  the  following  lines  in  Richard  II.  Mowbray  being 
baniih'd  thus  complains  of  his  want  of  foreign  languages  » 

"  Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue, 

"  Doubly  portcullis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips, 

<e  And  dull  unfeeling  barren  Ignorance 

<c  Mud  be  the  jailor  to  attend  on  me.' 
All  but  the  fecond  of  thefe  are  noble  lines,  though  fo 
great  a  man  as  Mr.  Pope  difcarded  them  from  the  text. 
The  end  of  Arcite's  former  fpeech  (which  Milton  very 
clofely  follows,  bewailing  his  blindnefs,  in  his  Hymn  to 
Light)  and  the  lines  referr'cl  to  in  the  emendation  above, 
have  the  fublirnity  of  thefe  lines  of  Mowbray  without  the 
quaintnefs  of  thought  that  difgraces  one  of  them,  not- 
withPcanding  its  fimilitude  to  the  «pw$  O^OVTW  of  Homer. 
Thefe  reasons  may  induce  one  to  place  this  fcene  to  Shake- 
fpeare.'  Here,  however,  arife  DOUBTS:  £  On  the  other 
hand,  the  limile  of  a  wild  boar  in  chafe  to  the  Parthian 
archer  (who  by  a  bold  poetic  liberty  is  called  the  Parthian 
quiver),  the  bridles  and  darts  ilicking  on  his  back  to  the 
arrows  on  the  archer's  (houlder,  and  the  frequent  and  furious 
turnings  of  the  boar  to  the  Parthian's  turning  to  moot  as 
he  fiies.  This  noble  fimile  is  a  favourite  of  Fletchers,  and 
he  ufes  it  in  another  play  that  feems  to  have  been  wrote 
before  this.  And  I  believe  it  no  where  occurs  in  Shake- 
fpeare.  As  to  the  anachronifm  of  making  Parthian  archers 
talk'd  of  in  Thefeus's  time,  it  is  an  impropriety  that  both 
Shnkefpeare  and  Fletcher  are  equally  guilty  of.' 

III.  Speaking  of  the  Jailor's  Daughter,  {  The   Aurora 
of  Guido  has  not  more  ftrokes  of  the  fame  hand  which 
drew  his  Bacchus  and  Ariadne,  than  the  fweet  defcription 
of  this  pretty  maiden's  love-diftra&ion  has  to  the  like  dif- 
t.ra&ion  of  Ophelia  in  Hamlet:  That  of  Ophelia  ending 
in  her  death,  is  like  the  Ariadne  more  moving,  but  the 
images  here,  like  thofe  in  Aurora,  are  more  numerous, 
and  equally  exquifite  in  grace  and  beauty.     May  we  not 
then  pronounce,  that  either  this  is  Shakefpeare's,  or  that 
Fletcher  has  here  equalled  him  in  his  very  BEST  manner?' 

IV.  In  p.  115,  the  Pleader  will  find  Mr.  Seward  propofs 
a  mode  of  judihcation  for  Palamon's  anger;   after  which 
he  adds,  (  This  feems  the  whole  that  is  wanting  (which 

*  might  be  added  in  three  lines)  to  render  this  play  equal  to 

*  Cymbeline,  Meafure  for  Meafure, Twelfth-Night,  As  You 
1  Like  it,  and  all  the  plays  of  the  SECOND  CLASS  of  Shake- 
'  fpeare  j  and  to  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  The  Falfe  One,  The 

H  4  <  Bloody 
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'  Bloody  Brother,  A  King  and  No  King,  Philafter,  The 

*  Double  Marriage,  and  the  reft  of  the  FIRST-RATE  plays  of 

*  Beaumont  and  Fletcher/ 

V.  The  defcription  of  female  friendfhip,  p.  21,  &  fcq. 
hefays,  'was  probably  Shakefpeare's,  and  in  his  SECOND, if 

*  not  in  his  very  BEST  manner,  which  will  evidently  appear 
'  by  its  preference,  which  it  may  juflly  claim  to  the  like  de- 

*  fcription  in  Midfummer-Night's  Dream,  a£t  iii.  fcene  viii. 

"  We,  Herinia,  like  two  artificial  gods 

"  Created  with  our  needles  both  one  flower, 

"  Both  on  one  fampler,  fitting  on  one  cufhion ; 

<c  Both  warbling  of  one  fong,  both  in  one  key ; 

**  As  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voices  and  minds 

**  Had  been  incorporate  •,  fo  we  grew  together, 

"  Like  to  a  double  cherry,  feeming  parted, 

<c  But  yet  an  union  in  partition, 

"  Two  lovely  berries  molded  on  one  ftem  ; 

ct  Or  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart, 

"  Two  of  the  firft,  like  coats  in  heraldry, 

u  Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  creft." 

VI.  Relative  to  the   madnefs  of  the  Jailor's  Daughter, 
c  There  are,  fays  Seward,  fuch  characterising  ftrokes,  and 

*  fuch  flrong  features  of  both  Ophelia  and  Lear  in  their 
c  phrenfies,    that  one   cannot   but   believe  that   the  fame 

*  pencil  drew  them  all.' 

VII.  We  will  now  mention  a  D  o  u  B  T  or  two  more.  c  If  the 
,c  Reader  will  pleafe  to  confult  the  foliloquy  of  Richard  II. 

*  in  prifon,    he  will  find  feveral  flrokes,  much  refembling 

*  fome  in  this  fcene,  [the  prifon  fcene  between  Palamon  and 
Arcite]  *  and  whilft  he  compares  them  may  be  apt  to  afcribe 

*  them  both  to  the  fame  hand  ;  but  the  following  lines  out 
'  of  Fletcher's  Lovers'  Progrefs  may  again  ftagger  our  opi- 

*  nion  and  make  us  as  apt  to  afcribe  the  whole  fcene  to  FJet- 
c  cher.     Lidian,  a  young  lover  in  a  fit  of  defpair,  turns 

*  hermit,  and  thus  defcribes  the  happinefs  of  folitude ; 

«  . — , , Thefe  wild  fields  are  my  gardens  ; 

"  The  cryftal  rivers  they  afford  their  waters, 
"  And  grudge  not  their  fweet  ftreams  to  quench  afflic 
tions, 

"  The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which  tho'  they're  hard 
"  (The  emblems  of  a  doting  lover's  fortune) 
<c  Yet  they  are  quiet,  and  the  weary  (lumbers 
**  The  eyes  catch  there,  fofter  than  beds  of  down  ; 
({  The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions; 
*c  My  book  the  (lory  of  my  wand'ring  life, 

«  In 
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"  In  which  I  find  more  hours  due  to  Repentance 
"  Than  Time  hath  told  me  yet.' 
See  the  whole  dialogue,  act  iv.  fcene  in.' 

VIII.  Again,  '  What  was  faid  of  the  difficulty  of  judging 
whether'Shakefpeare  or  Fletcher  had  the  greateft  hand  in 
the  fccne  of  the  Two  Kinfmen  in  prifon,  is  applicable  to 
this,  [the  temple  fcene]  and  indeed  to  all  the  fcenes  in 
which  they  appear.     Fletcher  frequently  writes  as  well, 
and  Shakefpeare  perhaps  alone  of  all  our  dramatick  poets 
can  be  faid  ever  to  have  wrote  better.' 

IX.  Again,  *  This  Schoolmafter  and  his  fellow-comedians 
feem  very  like  the  farcical  clowns  in  Midfummer-Night's 
Dream,  and  other  plays  of  Shakefpeare ;  yet  it  feems  probable 
that  Fletcher  had  the  greateft  (hare  of  this,  as  the  quotation 
from  Tuliy's  Oration  againft  Catiline,  and  all  the  Latinifms 
of  the  Schoolmafter  feem  wrote  by  one  who  was  more 
ready  in  Latin  quotations  than  Shakefpeare;  who,  not- 
withftanding  all  the  pains  which  learned  men  have  taken 
to  prove  the  contrary,  feems  to  have  had  no  more  Latin 
than  falls  to  the  {hare  of  a  very  young  fchool-boy,  the 
Grammar  and  a  little  of  Ovid.    At  the  fame  time,  I  allow 
him  an  excellent  fcholar  in  Englifh,  French,  and  Italian, 
which  comprehend  a  vail  extent  of  literature.' 

X.  Shakefpeare's  fuppofed  want  of  erudition,  Mr.  Seward 
confiders  as  an  argument  for  fome  other  particular  parts  being 
attributed  to  Fletcher:  Thus,  after  obferving  that  the  method 
of  concealing  combats  was  an  art  well  known  to  the  Greek 
tragedians,  he  fays,  c  I  don't  remember  either  in  Shakefpeare 
c  or  Fletcher  any  inftance  of  this  kind  before  this  combat. 
'  As  Fletcher  was  a  fcholar,  and  Shakefpeare  not  one  in 

*  Greek,  the  former  was  probably  the  Author  here.' 

XL  Again, fpeaking of  Thefeus'saddrefs to theFirft Queen, 
wherein  he  mentions  Juno's  mantle,  Seward  fays,  *  As  there 

*  is  more  difplay  of  learning  in  this  fpeech  than  is  ufually 

*  feen  in  Shakefpeare's,  may  we  not  probably  fuppofe  this 

*  fcene  to  have  beenFletcher's,contrary  to  the  received  opinion.' 
XII.  The  modefty  of  the  expreffion,  c  Weak  as  we  are/ 

in  the  Prologue,  makes  Seward  think  it  '  probable,  that  the 

*  play  was  acted  before  the  death  of  Shakefpeare,  and  that 

*  it  was  wrote  in  conjunction  as  much  as  thofe  which  Beau- 

*  mont  joined  in.'     And  the  modefty  of  promifmg,  in  the 
Epilogue,  <  many  a  better  play/  fays  he,  <  ftrengthens  the 

*  probability  of  the  two  great  Authors  having  nearly  an  equal 
'.  mare  of  the  play.  Had  Fletcher  finifhed  a  work  of  Shake- 
f  fpeare'Sj  he  would  probably  have  fpoke  in  a  different  ftile/ 

I.  Seward 
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I.  Seward  is  rather  unfortunate  in  his  beginning;  for 
Warburton  does  not  even  mention  'The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen 
in  the  Preface.- — Pope  fpeaks  of  it  in  his  Preface,  in  the  fol 
lowing  manner  :  '  if  that  PJay  be  his,  as  there  goes 

*  a  tradition  it  was,  (and  indeed  it  lias  little  refemblance  of 

*  Fletcher,  and  more  of  our  Author  than  fome  of  thofe 
'  which  have  been  received  as  genuine) :'  An  afiertion  which 
that  great  man  would  not   have  made   had  he  ever  read 
Tletcher  with  attention. — Mr.  Steevens  ranks  this  Play  in 
the   fame  lift    with   Locrine,  London  Prodigal,  Sir   John 
Qldcaflle,  and  the   other  plays  afcribed  to  Shakefpeare  by 
Catalogues  and  Editions  whofe  authority  has  not  been  fuf- 
ficisnt  to  gain  the  feveral  pieces  there  mentioned  a  place 
among  the  Dramas  at  prefent  received  as  Shake fpeare's  ;  and 
except  the  pofthumous  title-page  of  1634,   there  is  indeed 
lio  kind  of  authority. 

II.  III.  IV.  Seward  is  very  fond  of  the  idea  of  Fletcher's. 
BEST  manner  refembling  Shakefpeare's  SECOND-BEST  ;  but 
we  cannot  help  thinking  it  childifh  to  account  the  poetry  of 
thofe  fccnes  which  he  cites,  Shakefpeare's  SECOND-BEST. 
Whether  they  were  his  work  or  Fletcher's,  they  are  moft 
excellent;  and  might  have  been  produced  by  either,  or  by 
Beaumont.     That  Shakefpeare  is,  taken  altogether,  fuperior 
to  our  Authors,  is  certain  ;  but  there  often  occur  paffages 
in  their  plays  far  beyond  the  promife  of  the  fubjeft,  and  equal 
to  the  pen  of  any  writer  antient  or  modern  ;  as  may  be 
evinced   by  numberlefs   pa-Tages   in   Philafttr,  the    Maid's 
Tragedy,  King  and  No  King,  Bonduca,  Wife  for  a  Month, 
Cupid's   Revenge,  &c.  &c.    6V.    notwithstanding  what  is 
above  quoted  from  the  Preface  of  that  great  man,  Mr.  Pope. 

V.  In  our  opinion,  there  is  more  eafe,  fpirit,  and  nature, 
in  the  defcription  in  the  Midfummer-Night's  Dream,  than 
in  that  of  the  Two  Noble  Kinfmen.     However,  if  it  be 
ctherwife,  Fletcher  has  confefTedly  fo  much  poetical  merit, 
that  to  attribute  his  mod  exquifite  beauties  to  Shakefpeare, 
is  doing  him  an  injury.     And  in  this  injury  we  are  forry  to 
find  Dr.  Farmer  has  taken  part,  who,  fpeaking  of  Emilia's 
£ne  companion  of  a  maid  to  a  rofe,  which  he  highly  praifes, 
fays,  c  I  have  no  doubt  thofe  lines  were  written  by  Sbake- 

*  fpeare.'     And  becaufe  the  fpeech  of  Thefeus,  p.  25,  is 
particularly  beautiful,  Seward  thinks  that  it c  looks  extremely 

*  like  the  hand  of  Shakefpeare.' 

VI.  Though  there  is  much  poetical  fancy  in  the  phrenfy 
•f  the  Jailor's  Daughter,  we  caunot  with  Mr.  Seward  think 

it 
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it  equal  to  the  natural madnefs  painted  byShakefpeare.  Like 
the  affumed  diitra&ion  of  Hamlet  and  Edgar, 

*  Tho'  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there's  method  in't ;' 
more  apparent  method  than  in  the  drawing  of  Ophelia  and  Lear- 

VII.  VIII.  IX.  Nothing  need  be  faid  of  the  DOUBTS. 

X.  XL  What  is  here  faid,  tending  to  invalidate  Shake 
fpeare' s  claim,  is  apart  from  the  argument  j  butwemay^ 
however,  juft  remark,  that  there  are  many  fpeeches  irt 
Shakefpeare  as  much  abounding  with  learned  allufions  as 
any  part  of  Thefeus's  addrefs. 

XII.  That  the  Play  was  (  wrote  in  conjunction,'  we  will 
readily  fuppofe ;  but  no  kind  of  information  can  be  derived 
from  either  Prologue  or  Epilogue  who  the  affociate  was. 

We  have  now  gone  through  all  that  Mr.  Seward  has  faid 
on  this  fubjecl  ;  wherein  we  cannot  find  one  plaufible  argu 
ment  for  afcribing  to  Shakefpeare  any  part  of  the  Two 
Noble  Kinfmen  ;  which  certainly  abounds  with  the  peculiar 
beauties  and  defects  that  diftinguifh  the  reft  of  thisColle&ion^ 
and  mould,  in  our  opinion,  (if  a  joint  work)  be  attributed  to 
the  fame  Authors.  There  are  too,  many  particular  pafiages  and 
cxpremons  in  this  Play,  which  bear  a  ftriking  fimilarity  to 
others  wrote  between  them  :  Of  this  fort  are  TRACE,  and 
turn^  boys  !  p.  60  :  On  the  fame  mob-occafion,  the  fame  ex- 
preffion  occurs  in  Philafter.  In  that  play  too,  the  Prince 
talks  of  difcourfing  from  a  pyramid^  to  all  the  under-world: 
So  here,  p.  84,  Emilia  fays,  in  one  of  the  moft  beautiful 
pailages  of  the  Play, 

<  Fame  and  Honour, 

c  Methinks,  from  hence,  as  from  a  promontory 

'  Pointed  in  Heav'n,  mould  clap  their  wings,  and  fing 

c  To  all  the  under-world .' 

And  various  others  might  be  quoted.  Writers  often  unknow 
ingly  copy  themfelves,  as  well  as  other  Authors  ;  and  tho'  it 
might  here  be  anfwer'd,  that  Fletcher  is  allowed  to  have  wrote 
in  both,  and  the  fimilar  pafiages  may  be  his  ;  yet  Beaumont 
(who  had  a  great  mare  in  Philafter)  is  as  likely  to  have  pro^ 
duced  them  in  both  as  his  Affociate.  And  (what  is  rather  re 
markable)  it  will  appear  to  any  attentiveReader,  that  the  chief 
•fimilarities  are  to  pieces  in  which  Beaumont  is  univerfally 
allowed  to  have  been  connected,  not  where  his  affiftance 
is  doubted. — Had  Shakefpeare  been  confidered  as  one  of 
the  joint  Authors,  is  it  not  natural  to  fuppofe,  that  a  play 
of  fo  much  excellence  would  have  found  a  place  in  the  Col 
lection  of  his  Dramas  publifhed  by  Kemings  and  Coadell  ? 

but 
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but  they  have  neither  admitted  the  piece,  nor  taken  the  leaft 
notice  of  Shakefpeare's  being  at  all  concerned  in  it.  We 
jnuft  not, indeed,  reft  too  much  upon  this,  as  it  is  certain  they 
emitted  Troilus  and  Creflida,  a  play,  however,  of  much  lefs 
eminence:  On  the  whole,  we  think  that  there  ought  to  be 
more  authority  than  an  uncertain  tradition,  to  take  the  credit 
of  this  Play  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  the  joint  Authors  of 
fo  many  other  excellent  dramas,  written  very  much  in  the  ftile 
and  fpirit  of  the  Play  before  us.  Place  Shakefpeare's  name 
before  feveral  other  of  thefe  Dramas,  how  many  criticks, 
like  Seward,  would  labour  to  afcertain  the  particular  pafiages 
that  came  from  his  hand ! 


JD  HED.DOTMGT 
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THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


fkefrft  edition  of  this  Play  was  printed  in  quarto,  1621,  without 
the  name  of  either  Author.  The  edition  of  1648,  afcribes  it  tt 
Fletcher  ;  and  that  of  1649,  fo  both  writers.  Dr.  Hyde,  in  tbt 
Bodleian  Catalogue,  ajfi^ns  it  to  Ben  Jonfon,  without  any  authority 
•whatever.  It  <was  formerly  performed  frequently  but.  of  lat€  yearjl 
bai  lew  entirely  laid  ajldt. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Thierry,      | 

f  brothers,  kings  of  France  and  Aufiracia. 
Theodoret,  3 

Martell,  ajoldier,  friend  to  Theodoret. 
Protaldye,  gallant  to  Brunhalt. 

Bawdber,  1 

>  two  Bandars. 
Lecure,    3 

Pe  Vitry,  a  dijbanded  officer. 

Revellers. 

Courtiers. 

Huntfmen. 

WOMEN. 

Brunhalt,  mother  to  Thierry  and  Theodoret. 

Ordella,  the  king  of  Arragoris  daughtery   married  to 

Thierry. 

MembergCj  Theodorefs  daughter* 
Ladies^ 

SCENE,    FRANCE. 
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ACT      I.        SCENE      I. 


I 


Enter  Theodoret,  Brunhalt,  and  Bawdier. 

Bnwbalt.  f~~jr^  AX  me  with  thefe  hot  taintures '  ? 

fbeod.  You're  too  fudden ; 
I  do  but  gently  tell  you  what  be 
comes  you, 

And  what  may  bend  your  honour !  how  thefe  courfes, 
Of  loofe  and  lazy  pleafures,  not  fufpecled, 
But  done  and  known ;  your  mind  that  grants  no  limit, 
And  all  your  actions  follow,  which  loofe  people, 
That  fee  but  thro'  a  mi  ft  of  circumftance, 
Pare  term  ambitious ;  all  your  ways  hide  fores 

1  Tax  me  with  thefe  hot  tainters  ?]  Theobald  would  read,  hot 
TAINTS.  The  oldffl  qunrto  exhibits  tainturs  ;  we  therefore  prefer 
taintures  j  and  though  we  do  rot  remember  meeting  with  the  word, 
it  is  more  e^prcffivc  of  the  fenfe  of  taints  (here  required)  than 
tainters, 

Opening 
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Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers1. 
Your  inftruments  like  thefe  may  call  the  world, 
And  with  a  fearful  clamor,  to  examine 
Why,  and  to  what  we  govern.     From  example, 
If  not  for  Virtue's  fake,  you  may  be  honeft: 
There  have  been  great  ones,  good  ones,   and  'tis 

neceiTary, 

Becaufe  you  are  yourfelf,  and  by  yourfelf, 
A  felf-piece  from  the  touch  of  power  and  juftice, 
You  fhould  command  yourfelf.     You  may  imagine 
(Which  cozens  all  the  world,  but  chiefly  women) 
The  name  of  greatnefs  glorifies  your  actions ; 
And  ftrong  power,  like  a  pent-houfe,  promifes 
To  fliade  you  from  opinion  :  Take  heed,  mother ! 
And  let  us  all  take  heed  !  thefe  moft  abufe  us  : 
The  fins  we  do  people  behold  thro*  optics, 
Which  Ihew  them  ten  times  more  than  common  vices, 
And  often  multiply  them  :  Then  what  juftice 
Dare  we  inflict  upon  the  weak  offenders, 
When  we  are  thieves  ourfelves  ? 

Brun.  This  is  Martell, 

Studied  and  penn'd  unto  you ;  whofe  bafe  perfon, 
I  charge  you  by  the  love  you  owe  a  mother, 
And  as  you  hope  for  bleffings  from  her  prayers, 
Neither  to  give  belief  to,  nor  allowance  ! 
Next,  I  tell  you,  Sir,  you  from  whom  obedience 
Is  fo  far  fled  that  you  dare  tax  a  mother, 
Nay,  further,  brand  her  honour  with  your  (landers, 
And  break  into  the  treafures  of  her  credit, 

*  Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers.]  The  ancient  Englifh 
poets  were  certainly  not  fufficiently  cautious  of  properly  accenting 
their  verfes,  infomuch  that  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they  thought 
the  rule  of  accenting  the  even  fyllables  (<vi%.  the  fecond,  fourth, 
fixth,  eighth  and  tenth)  a  neceflary  part  of  our  meafure.  This 
line  has  the  accent  upon  all  the  odd  fyllables,  and,  tho'  the  thought 
is  poetry,  it  is  not  yerfe  at  all.  Our  Authors  indeed  in  general  have 
fuch  good  ears,  and  this  is  fo  eafily  made  right  meafure,  that  it  may 
probably  be  a  corruption,  and  the  original  have  run 

To  nothing  opening  in  the  end  "but  ulcers. 

See  the  rule  above  more  fully  explain'd,  with  the  exception  it  admits, 
in  a  note  in  the  firit  icene  of  Wit  Without  Money.          Seward. 

Your 
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Your  eafmefs  is  abufed,  your  faith  freighted 

With  lies,  malicious  lies  ,-  your  merchant  Mifchief  ; 

He  that  ne'er  knew  more  trade  than  tales,  and  tumbling 

Suspicions  into  honed  hearts  :  What  you  or  he, 

Or  all  the  world  dare  lay  upon  my  worth, 

This  for  your  poor  opinions  !  I  am  fhe, 

And  fo  will  bear  myfelf,  whofe  truth  and  whitenels 

Shall  ever  (hnd  as  far  from  thefc  detefHons 

As  you  from  duty.     Get  yon  better  fervar.r.s 

People  of  honed  aclions,  without  ends, 

And  whip  theie  knaves  away  !  they  eat  your  favours* 

And  turn  'em  unto  poiibns.     My  known  credit, 

Whom  all  the  couriis  o'  this  fide  Nile  have  envied, 

And  happy  fhe  could  cite  me5,  brought  in  qucfeion, 

Now  in  niy  hours  of  age  and  reverence, 

When  rather  fuperftition  fhould  be  rendered  ? 

And  by  a  rulh  that  one  day's  warmth 

Hath  fliot  up  to  this  fweiling?  Give  mejuilice, 

Which  is  his  life  ! 

tfbeod.  This  is  an  impudence  ; 
And  he  muft  tell  yen,  that  'till  now,  mother, 
Brought  you  a  fon's  obedience,'  and  now  breaks  it 
Above  the  fufferance  of  a  fon. 

Saw.  Bids  us  ! 

For  I  do  now  begin  to  feel  myfelf 
Tucking  into  a  halter4,  and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs  too* 

2$£0j£  Thefe  truths  are  no  man's  tales,    but   all 

mens'  troubles^ 
They  are,  tho'  your  ftrange  greatnefs  would  out-llare 

'em  :" 
Witnefs  the  daily  libels,  almoft  ballads, 


3   And  happy  J/je  could  Ate  me]   Correfted  in  1750* 
fcel 


Turning  into  a  haker,  and  the  //:..'.''•-•• 

Turning  f>-om  ine"\  Turning  into  a  baiter^  is  no  Very  ir.tur.il 
exprefrnn.  1  he  common  word  of  being  tuck\l  in  a  baher  TertTis 
probably  the  true  reading* 


VOL.  X.  I  In 
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In  every  place  almoft,  in  every  province  ?, 
Are  made  upon  your  luft;  tavern  difcourfes; 
Crowds  cram'd  with  whifpers  j  nay,  the  holy  temples 
Are  not  without  yourcurfes.  Now  you  would  blufh; 
But  your  black  tainted  blood  dare  not  appear, 
For  fear  I  fhould  fright  that  too. 

Brun.  Oh,  ye  gods  ! 

I'beod.  Do  not  abufc  their  names !  they  fee  your 

actions : 

And  your  conceal'd  fins,  tho'  you  work  like  moles, 
Lie  level  to  their  juflice. 

Brun.  Art  thon  a  fon  ? 

Thcod.  The  more  my  fhame  is  of  fo  bad  a  mother, 
And  more  your  wretchednefs  you  let  me  be  fo. 
But,  woman,  (for  a  mother's  name  hath  left  me, 
Since  you  have  left  your  honour)  mend  thefe  ruins,- 
And  build  again  that  broken  fame ;  and  fairly,. 
(Yourmoft  intemperate  fires  have  burnt)  and  quickly, 
Within  thefe  ten  days,  take  a  monaftery, 
A  moft  flric"t  houfe ;  a  honfe  where  none  may  whifper, 
Where  no  more  light  is  known  but  what  may  make 

you 

Believe  there  is  a  day ;  where  no  hope  dwells, 
Nor  comfort  but  in  tears 

Brun.  Oh,  mifery ! 

Theod.  And  there  to  cold  repentance,   and  flarv'd 

penance, 

Tie  your  Succeeding  days  :  Or  curfe  me,  Heaven, 
If  all  your  gilded  knaves,  brokers,  and  bedders, 
Even  he  you  built  from  nothing,  ftrong.Protaldye,. 
Be  not  made  ambling  geldings  !  all  your  maids, 
If  that  name  do  not  fhame  'em,  fed  with  fpunges 

5  In  everyplace,  almoft  in  every  province  ]  Every  place  being 
much  more  minutely  particular  than  every  province-,  the  almoft  feems 
improperly  plac'd  here.  I:  is  not  very  material  but  rather  more  correct 
to  read, 

In  every  place  almoft  of  ewer?  province, 
/.  f.  In  every  corner  of  every  province  of  our  kingdom.      Seivard:. 

We  apprehend  the  error  to  be  merely  in  the  punctuation,  and  the 
Poet  to  have  meant,  '  in  almojl  every  place,  in  every  province  at  Jeaft.* 

To 
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To  fuck  away  their  ranknefs  !  and  yourfelf 
Only  to  empty  pictures  and  dead  arras 
Offer  your  old  defires  ! 

Brun.  I  will  not  curfe  you. 
Nor  lay  a  prophecy  upon  your  pride, 
Tho'  Heav'n  might  grant  me  both;  unthankful,  no! 
I  nourifh'd  you  ;  'twas  I,  poor  I,  groan'd  for  you ; 
'Twas  I  felt  what  you  fufFer'd  ;  I  lamented 
When  ficknefs  or  fad  hours  held  back  your  fweetnefs ; 
'Twas  I  pay'd  for  your  fleeps 6;  I  watch'd  your  Wakings ; 
My.  daily  cares  and  fears  that  rid,  play'd,  walk'd, 
Difcours'd,  difcover'd,  fed  and  fafhion'd  you 
To  what  you  are ;  and  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 

^fbeod.  But  that  I  know  thefe  tears,  I  could  dote 

on  'em, 

And  kneel  to  catch 'em  as  they  fall,  then. knit 'em 
Into  an  armlet,  ever  to  be  honour'd : 
But,  woman,  they  are  dangerous  drops,  deceitful, 
Full  of  the  weeper,  anger  and  ill  nature. 

Brun.  In  my  lad  hours  defpis'd  ? 

Fbeod.  That  text  fhould  tell 
How  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  err  thus  : 
Your  flames  are  fpent,  nothing  but  fmoke  maintains 

you; 

And  thofe  your  favour  and  your  bounty  fuffers  7y 
Lie  not  with  you,  they  do  but  lay  luft  on  you, 
And  then  embrace  you  as  they  caught  a  palfy ; 
Your  power  they  may  love,  and  like  Spanifh  jennets 
Commit  With  fuch  a  guft — • — 

Baw.  I  would  take  whipping, 

6  tef<was  I  pay'd  for  your  JIeeps.~\  To  watch  another  while  he's 
fleeping  cannot  (imply  be  faid  to  pay  tor  his  deep  ;  a  metaphor  of  that 
nature  would  require  a  further  explanation,  as,  [  pay'd  for  your  deep 
at  the  price  of  my  own  watchings.     As  nothing  of  that  nature  ap 
pears,   it  is  moft  probab'e  that  it  is  the  meer  cmiflion  of  a  letter,  it  is 
therefore  rciiored,  prayd.  Seward. 

7  • — your  favour  and  your  bounty  fnfFers.]    Seward  conjeflured  we 
ihould  read  fojters ;  and  Symplon  /uccours ;  but  fijfsrs,  in  the  fenfe 
of  permits t  is  intelligible. 

I  2  And 
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And  pay  a  fine  now  !  [Exit. 

¥beod.  But  were  you  once  difgrac'd, 
Or  fall'n  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would  fly  from  you, 
And  become  browfe  for  every  bead.    You  wilPd  me 
To  flock  myfelf  with  better  friends,  and  fervants  ; 
With  what  face  dare  you  fee  me,  or  any  mankind, 
That  keep  a  race  of  fuch  unheard-of  relics, 
Bawds,  lechers,  leeches,  female  fornications, 
And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices, 
Old  men  to  (hew  examples,  and  (left  Art 
Should  lofe  herfelf  in  aft)  to  call  back  Cuftom  ? 
Leave  thefe,  and  live  like  Niobe  !  I  told  you  how  ;, 
And  when  your  eyes  have  dropt  away  remembrance 
Of  what  you  were,  I  am  your  fon  :  -Perform  it  !  [Exif. 

Brun.  Am  I  a  woman,  and  no  more  power  in  me 
To  tie  this  tiger  up  ?  a  foul  to  no  end  ? 
Have  I  got  iliame,  and  loft  my  will  ?  Brunhalt, 
From  this  accurfed  hour  forget  thou  bor'ft  himr 
Or  any  part  of  thy  blood  gave  him  living  ! 
Let  him  be  to  thee  an  antipathy, 
A  thing  thy  nature  fweats  at,  and  turns  backward  5 
Throw  all  the  mifchiefs  on  him  that  thyfelf, 
Or  women  worfe  than  thou  art,  have  invented, 
kill  him  drunk,  or  doubtful  ! 


Enter  Bawdber*  Protaldyc,  and  Lecure* 

Saw.  Such  a  fv/eat 

J  never  was  in  yet  !  clipt  of  my  minflrels, 
My  toys  to  prick  up  wenches  withal  ?  uphold  me; 
It  runs  like  ihow-balls  thro7  me  ! 

Brun.  Now,  my  varlets, 
My  (laves,  my  running  thoughts,  my  executions! 

Baw.  Lord,  how  fhe  looks  1 

Brun.  Hell  take  ye  all! 

Baw.  We  iliail  be  gelt. 

Brun.  Your  miitrefs, 

Your  old  and  honoured  mifcrefs,  you  tlr'd  curtals,. 
Suffers  for  your  bafe  fins  !  I  mufc  be  cloifr.er'd, 

up  to  make  me  virtuous  :  Who  can  help  this? 

Now 
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Now  you  ftand  flill,  like  ftatues  !  Come,  ProtaldyeJ 
One  kifs  before  I  perifli,  kifs  me  flrongly  ! 
Another,  and  a  third  ! 

Lee.  I  fear  not  gelding, 
As  long  as  fbe  holds  this  way. 

Erun.  The  young  courfer, 

That  unlick'd  lump  of  mine,  will  win  thy  miflrefs  *  : 
Muft  I  be  chafK  Protaldye  ? 
Prof.  Thus,  and  thus,  lady  ! 
Erun.  It  fhall  be  fo  :  Let  him  feek  fools  for  vedals! 
Here  is  rny  cloi:ler. 

Lee.  But  what  fafety,  madam, 
Find  you  in  flaying  here  ? 

Erun.  Th'haft  hit  my  meaning  : 
I  will  to  Thierry,  fon  of  my  blefflngs, 
And  there  complain  me,  tell  my  tale  fo  fubtilly, 
That  the  cold  ftones  fhall  fweat,  and  flatues  mourn  j 
And  thou  fhalt  weep,  Protaldye,  in  my  witnefs; 
And  thefe  forfwear. 

Baw.  Yes  ;  any  thing  but  gelding  ! 
I  am  not  yet  in  quiet,  noble  lady  : 
Let  it  be  done  to-night,  for  without  doubt 
Tomorrow  we  are  capons  ! 

Erun.  Sleep  fhall  not  feize  me, 
Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kifTes, 
Ere  I  forfake  this  defart.     I  live  honefl  ? 
He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walk  !  I  humbled, 
Or  bent  below  my  power  ?  let  night-dogs  tear  me, 
And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  deep  to  jelly, 
Ere  I  forfake  my  fphere  ! 
Lee.  This  place  you  will. 
Erun.  What's  that  to  you,  or  any, 


8  Will  win  thy  mijlrefs.]  The  word  win  does  not  Teem  very 
exprdfive,  tho'  as  it  bears  ibme  affinity  to  the  courfer  in  the  former 
line,  I  fijall  not  change  it,  but  fuppofe  it  may  mean,  win  her  from 
her  evil  courfes.  Were  a  change  neceffary,  we  might  ufe  chain* 
fonfine  (cutting  of  *w  in  nvill)  or  ginn,  perhaps  the  beft  word  of 
all,  and  the  neareft  to  the  old  reading,  "for  the  two  firil  editions  read 
•winne.  StwartL 

Ferhapj  we  fhould  read,  <wtan. 

1  3 
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Ye  drofs9,  ye  powder'd  pig/bones,  rhubarb  clifters  ! 
Mutt  you  know  my  defigns  ?  a  college  of  you 
The  proverb  makes  but  fools. 

Prot.  But,  noble  lady 

Brun.  You  are  a  fancy  afs  too  !  Off  I  will  not, 
If  you  but  anger  me,  'till  a  fow-gelder 
Have  cut  you  all  like  colts  :  Hold  me,  and  kifs  me  ! 
For  I  am  too  much  troubled.    Make  up  my  treafure, 
And  get  me  horfes  private  \  come,  about  it !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Fheodoret,  Mar  telly  &c. 

<Tbeod.  Tho'  I  afTure  myfelf,  Martell,  your  counfel 
Had  no  end  but  allegiance  and  my  honour, 
Yet  I  am  jealous,  I  have  pafs'd  the  bounds 
Of  a  fon's  duty :  For,  fuppofe  her  worfe 
Than  your  report,  not  by  bare  circumftance 
But  evident  proof  confirmed,  has  given  her  out10; 
Yet  fmce  all  weakneffes  in  a  kingdom  are 
No  more  to  be  feverely  puniftYcl,  than 
The  faults  of  kings  are,  by  the  Thunderer, 
As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  reveng'd; 
If  not  for  piety,  yet  for  policy, 
Since  fome  are  of  neceffity  to  be  fpar'd, 
I  might,  and  now  I  wifh  I  had  not  look'd 
With  fuch  ftrict  eyes  into  her  follies. 

Mart.  Sir, 

A  duty  well  difc'harg'd  is  never  followed 
By  fad  repentance  ;  nor  did  your  highnefs  ever 
Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  ow'd  her,  better 

9  Te  dofs.]  Not  finding  dofs  in  any  gioffury,  I  am  forc'd  to  treat 
it  as  corrupt,  and  fuppofe  drofs  or  dolt  to  have  been   the  original. 

Seivard. 

10  Than  you  report :,  not  by  bare  circumflance 

But  evident  proof  confrrnd,  has  given  her  out"]  The  grammar 

feems  deficient  here,  but  it  is  eafily  cui'd  two  ways,  the  molt  pro 
bable  I  fhall  infert,  bat  it  might  be, 

Than  JQU  repart>  not  thai  bare  tircumflance.  Sfward. 

Than 
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Than  in  your  late  reproofs,  not  of  her,  but 
Thofe  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  reproof. 
The  moil  remarkable  point  in  which  kings  differ 
From  private  men,  is  that  they  not  alone 
Stand  bound  to  be  in  themfelves  innocent, 
But  that  all  fuch  as  are  allied  to  them 
In  nearnefs,  or  dependence,  by  their  care 
Should  be  free  from  fufpicion  of  all  crime : 
And  you  have  reap'd  a  double  benefit 
From  this  laft  great  act:  Firft,  in  the  reftraint 
Of  her  loft  pleafures  n  you  remove  th'  example 
From  others  of  the  like  licentioufnefs ; 
Then  when  'tis  known  that  your  feverity 
Extended  to  your  mother,  who  dares  hope  for 
The  lead  indulgence  or  connivance  in 
The  eafieft  flips  that  may  prove  dangerous 
To  you,  or  to  the  kingdom  ? 

'Tbeod.  I  mu ft  grant 

Your  reafons  good,  Martell,  if,  as  (he  is 
My  mother,  fhe  had  been  my  fubjecl,  or 
That  only  here  fhe  could  make  challenge  to 
A  place  of  being  :  But  I  know  her  temper, 
And  fear  (if  fuch  a  word  become  a  king) 
That  in  discovering  her,  I  have  let  loofe 
A  tigrefs,  whofe  rage  being  fhut  up  in  darknefs, 
Was  grievous  only  to  herfelf ;  which,  brought 
Into  the  view  of  light,  her  cruelty, 
Provok'd  by  her  own  fhame,  will  turn  on  him 
That  fooiifhly  prefum'd  to  let  her  fee 
The  loath'd  fhape  of  her  own  deformity. 

Mart.  Beafts  of  triat  nature,  when  rebellious  threats 
Begin  to  appear  only  in  their  eyes, 
Or  any  motion  that  may  give  fufpicion 
Of  the  leaft  violence,  fhould  be  chained  up ; 

TI  Of  her  loft  pleafures.']  Loft  might  pofllbly  be  interpreted,  aban 
don  d,  loll  to  all  goodnels.  But  as  loofe  feems  the  natural  word,  it 
was  probably  the  true  one.  Seaward. 

Loft  will  certainly  admit  of  SewarcTs  firft  interpretation:  It  feems 
therefore  arbitrary  to  change  the  text. 

I  4  Their 
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Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  means  of 
Par'd  off,  and  knock'd  out;  and  fo  made  unable 
To  do  ill,  they  would  foon  begin  to  loath  it. 
I'll  apply  nothing  -,  but  had  your  Grace  done, 
Or  would  do  yet,  what  your  lefs-forward  zeal 
In  words  did  only  threaten,  far  lefs  danger 
Would  grow  from  adting  it  on  her,  than  may 
Perhaps  have  being  from  her  apprehenfion 
Of  what  may  once  be  practis'd  :  For,  believe  it, 
Who,  confident  of  his  own  power,  prefumes 
To  fpend  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hath  means 
To  fliun  the  worft  they  can  effect,  gives  armour 
To  keep  off  his  own  ftrength ;  nay,  more,  difarm$ 
Himfclf,  and  lies  unguarded  'gainfr  all  harms 
Or  doubt  or  malice  may  produce. 

cfhecd<  JTis  true : 

And  fuch  a  defperate  cure  I  would  have  us'd^ 
If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  near  me  as  a  mother ;  but  to  her, 
And  from  me,  gentle  unguents  only  were 
To  be  applied :  And  as  phyficians, 
When  they  are  fick  of  fevers,  eat  themfelves 
Such  viands  as  by  their  directions  are 
Forbid  to  others,  tho'  alike  difeas'd ; 
So  fhe,  confidering  what  fhe  is,  may  challenge 
Thofe  cordials  to  reftore  her,  by  her  birth 
And  privilege,  which  at  no  fuit  muft  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mart.  May  your  pious  care 
Effect:  but  what  it  aim'd  at !  I  am  filent, 

Enter  De  Vitry. 

Theod.  What  laugh'd  you  at,  Sir  ? 

Vitry.  I  have  fome  occafion, 
I  Pnould  not  elfe ;  and  the  fame  caufe  perhaps 
That  makes  me  do  fo,  may  beget  in  you 
A  contrary  effect. 

Ibeod.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Vitry.  I  fee,  and  joy  to  fee,  that  fome  times  poor  men 

(And 


THIERRY  AND  THEQDORET.   137 

(And  moil  of  fuch  are  good)  (land  more  indebted 
For  means  to  breathe  to  fuch  as  are  held  vicious, 
Than    thofe    that   wear,  like  hypocrites,,   on  their 

foreheads 
Th'  ambitious  titles  of  juft  men  and  virtuous. 

Mart.  Speak  to  the  purpofe ! 

Vitry.  Who  would  e'er  have  thought 
The  good  old  queen,  your  highnefs'  reverend  mother, 
Into  whofe  houfe  (which  wis  an  academe, 
In  which  all  principles  of  lull  were  pra&is'd) 
No  foldier  might  prefume  to  fet  his  foot; 
At  whole  moil  bleffed  interceilion 
All  offices  in  the  ftate  were  charitably 
Conferr'd  on  pandars,  o'er- worn  chamber- wreitiers^ 
And  fuch  phyficians  as  knew  how  to  kill 
With  fafety,  under  the  pretence  of  faving, 
And  fuch-like  children  of  a  monftrous  peace  \ 
That  fhe,  I  fay,  fhould  at  the  length  provide 
That  men  of  war,  and  honeft  younger  brothers, 
That  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their  codpiece, 
Should  be  efteem'd  of  more  than  moths lz  or  drones, 
Or  idle  vagabonds. 

Theod.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ; 
Prithee  what  courfe  takes  Ihe  to  do  this  ? 

Vitry.  Qi*e 

That  cannot  fail :  She  and  her  virtuous  train, 
Wi'  her  jewels,  and  all  that  was  worthy  the  carrying^ 
The  lail  night  left  the  court;  and,  as  'ris  more 
Than  faid,  for  'tis  confirm'd  by  fuch  as  met  her. 
She's  fled  unto  your  brother, 

Theod.  How  ! 

Vitry.  Nay,  ftorm  not ; 
Fqr  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 
Forgot  its  pace,  and  Thierry  be  a  prince 
Of  fuch  a  fiery  temper  as  report 
Has  given  him  out  for,  you  {hall  have  caufe  to  ufc 
Such  poor  men  as  myfelf ;  and  thank  us  too 
^pr  coming  to  you,  and  without  petitions  : 

I*  More  than  mothers  or  drones  ]  Corrected  in  i~co. 

**  '  •*••» 

Pray 
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Pray  Heav'n  reward  the  good  old  woman  for't! 

Mart.  I  forefaw  this. 

fbeod.  I  hear  a  tempeft  coming, 
That  fmgs  mine  and  rny  kingdom's  ruin.     Haftc, 
And  caufe  a  troop  of  horfe  to  fetch  her  back  ! 
Yet  ftay  !  why  fhould  I  ufe  means  to  bring  in 
A  plague  that  of  herfelf  hath  left  me  ?  Mufter 
1  Our  foldiers  up  !  we'll  ftand  upon  our  guard ; 
For  we  lliall  be  attempted. — Yet  forbear ! 
The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yield  me 
Nothing  but  lofs  in  their  defeature  :  Something 
Muft    be  done,    and    done    fuddenly.    Save    your 

labour! 

In  this  I'll  ufe  no  counfel  but  mine  own  : 
That  courfe,  tho'  dangerous,  is  beft.    Command 
Our  daughter  be  in  readinefs  to  attend  us ! 
Martell,  your  company  !  and,  honeft  Vitry, 
Thou  wilt  along  with  me  ? 

Vitry.  Yes,  any  where ; 
To  be  worfe  than  I'm  here,  is  pad  my  fear. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT     II.        S  C   E  N  *E      I. 

Enter  Thierry,  Brunt) alt,  Bawdier,  and  Lecure. 

^T  O  U  are  here  in  a  fandhiary  -}  and  that  viper 
j[    (Who,  fince  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a  fon, 
I  much  difdain  to  think  of  as  a  brother) 
Had  better,  in  defpite  of  all  the  gods, 
To  have  raz'd  their  temples,  and  fpurn'd  down  their 

altars, 

Than  in  his  impious  abufe  of  you, 
To  have  call'd  on  my  juft  anger. 

Brun.  Princely  fon, 
And  in  this  worthy  of  a  nearer  name, 
I  have,  in  the  relation  of  my  wrongs, 

Been 
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Been  ;nodeft,  and  no  word  my  tongue  delivered 
To  exprefs  my  infupportable  injuries, 
But  gave  my  heart  a  wound  :  Nor  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I  fuffer '3  ;  but  that  he, 
Deo-enerate  as  he  is,  fhould  be  the  aftor 
Of  my  extremes,  and  force  me  to  divide 
The  fires  of  brotherly  affection  H, 
Which  fhould  make  but  one  flame. 

fhi.  That  part  of  his, 
As  it  deferves,  (hall  burn  no  more,  if  or 
The  tears  of  orphans,  widows,  or  all  fuch 
As  dare  acknowledge  him  to  be  their  lord, 
Join'd  to  your  wrongs,   with  his  heart-blood  havQ 

power 

To  put  it  out :  And  you,  and  thefe  your  fervants,, 
Who  in  our  favours  mill  find  caufe  to  know, 
In  that  they  left  not  you,  how  dear  we  hold  them, 
Shall  give  Theodoret  to  underfland 
His  ignorance  of  the  prizelefs  jewel  which 
He  did  poflefs  in  you,  mother,  in  you ; 
Of  which  I  am  more  proud  to  be  the  owner 1?, 
Than  if  th'  abfolute  rule  of  all  the  world 
Were  offer'd  to  this  hand.     Once  more,  you're  wel 
come  ! 

Which  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatnefs 
I  would  make  known,  but  that  our  juft  revenge 
Admits  not  of  delay.     Your  hand,  lord-general ! 

15   Nor  bas  my  grief  , 

Being/r0»z  what  Ifujfer."]  The  comma  zt  grief  fhould  be  out, 
for  it  confounds  the  meaning ;  which  is,  that  *  her  grief  does  not 
'  take  its  being  merely  from  her  fufferings,  but,  £s?c.'  It  is  not  at 
firft  obvious  that  the  word  being  is  here  uied  as  a  fubftantive,  and  the 
comma  leads  the  Reader  further  aftray. 

14  10  divide 

The  fires  of  brotherly  afeflion.']  Mr.  Theobald  has  very  juftly 
put  in  the  margin,  Eteocles  and  Polynices.  The  metaphor  is  a  noble 
aliufion  to  the  remarkable  poetic  fidlion  of  the  flames  of  their  funeral 
pyre,  dividing  and  flying  afunder.  Senuard. 

l?  To  be  tbe  donor.]  Owner  feem'd  at  firft  fight  felf-evidently  the 
true  reading-both  to  Mr.  Sympfon  and  myfelf.  SrwarJ. 

Enter 
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Enter  Protaldyey  with  Joldiers, 

'Rnm.  Your  favour  and  his  merit,  I  may  fay, 
Have  made  him  fuch;  but  I  am  jealous  how 
Your  fubjefts  will  receive  it. 

fhi.  How  !  my  fubjects  ? 
What    do   you  make   of  me  ?   Oh,   Heav'n !    my 

fubjects  ? 

How  bafe  ihould  I  efteem  the  name  of  prince, 
If  that  poor  duft  were  any  thing  before 
The  whirlwind  of  my  abfolute  command ! 
Let  'em  be  happy,  and  reft  fo  contented, 
They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  hearts  and  knees 
To  fuch  a  prince,  that  not  alone  has  power 
To  keep  his  own,  but  to  encreafe  it  -,  that, 
Altho'  he  hath  a  body  may  add  to 
The  fam'd  night-labour  of  ftrong  Hercules, 
Yet  is  the  mafter  of  a  continence 
That  fo  can  temper  it,  that  I  forbear 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives ;  whofe  hands,  tho* 

ftrong, 

As  yet  have  never  drawn  by  unjufi  mean 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treafury  ! — 
But  I  grow  glorious — and  let  them  beware 
That,  in  their  leaft  repining  at  my  pleafures, 
They  change  not  a  mild  prince  (for,  if  provok'd, 
I  dare  and  will  be  fo)  into  a  tyrant ! 

Erun.  You  fee  there's  hope  that  we  fliall  rule 

again, 
And  your  falFn  fortunes  rife. 

Baw.  I  hope  your  highnefs 

Is  pleas'd  that  I  fhould  ftill  hold  my  place  with  you  i 
For  I  have  been  fo  long  us'd  to  provide  you 
Frefh  bits  of  flefh  fince  mine  grew  ft  ale,  that  furely 
If  cafhier'd  now,  I  ihall  prove  a  bad  caterer 
In  the  fifli-market  of  cold  Chaftity. 

Lee.  For  me,  I  am  your  own ;  nor,  fince  I  firft 
Knew  what  it  was  to  ferve  you,  have  remembered 
I  had  a  foul,  but  fuch  an  one  whofe  efTence 

Depended 
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Depended  wholly  on  your  highnefs'  pleafure  $ 
And  therefore,  madam 

Brun.  Reft  afTur'd  you  are 
Such  inftruments  we  muft  not  lofe ! 

Lee.  Baw.  Our  fervice  ! 

m.  You've  view'd  them  then  ?  what's  your  opi 
nion  of  them  ? 

In  this  dull  time  of  peace,  we  have  prepared  'em 
Apt  for  the  war  ;  ha  ? 

Prof.  Sir,  they  have  limbs. 

That  promife  ftrength  fufficient,  and  rich  armours, 
The  foldier's  beft-lov'd  wealth  :  More,  it  appears 
They  have  been  drill'd,  nay,  very  prettily  drill'd  ; 
For  many  of  them  can  difcharge  their  mufquets 
Without  the  danger  of  throwing  off  their  heads, 
Or  being  offenfive  to  the  ftanders-by, 
By  fweating  too  much  backwards  :  Nay,  I  find 
7'hey  know  the  right  and  left-hand  file,  and  may, 
With  fome  impulfion,  no  doubt  be  brought 
To  pafs  the  A>  B,  C,  of  war,  and  come 
Unto  the  horn-book, 

m.  Well,  that  care  is  yours  j 
And  fee  that  you  effeft  it  ! 

Prof.  I  am  flow 

To  promife  much ;  but  if  within  ten  days, 
By  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawn  from 
Worm-eaten  precedents,  of  the  Roman  wars, 
But  from  mine  own,  I  make  them  not  tranfcend 
All  that  e'er  yet  bore  arms,  let  it  be  faid 
Protaldye  brags,  which  wo'uld.  be  unto  me 
As  hateful  as  to  be  efteem'd  a  coward ! 
For,  Sir,  few  captains  know  the  way  to  win  him, 
And  make  the  foldier  valiant.     You  fhall  fee  me  l5 
Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talk,  and  drink, 
And  be  together  drunk;  and,  what  feems  ftranger, 
We'll  fome  times  wench  together,  whichjpnceprafiis'd, 
And  with  fome  other  care  and  hidden  arts  Iy, 

46  YouJbciHfeeme]  Former  editions.  Corrected  by  aU.  Seaward. 
7  d/id  with  fonts  other  care  and  bidden  afts.j  Mr.  Sympfon  con- 
CWrM  with  nje  ia  reading  arts  for  atfs,  buttlisie  ieems  another  cor 
ruption 
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They  being  all  made  mine,  I'll  breathe  into  them 
Such  fearlefs  refoltition  and  fuch  fervor, 
That,  tho'  I  brought  them  to  befiege  a  fort 
Whofe  walls  were  fteeple-high,  and  cannon-proof, 
Not  to  be  underrnin'd,  they  fhould  fly  up 
Like  fwallows ;  and,  the  parapet  once  won, 
For  proof  of  their  obedience,  if  I  will'd  them, 
They  fhould  leap  down  again ;  and  what  is  more^ 
By  fome  directions  they  fhould  have  from  me. 
Not  break  their  necks. 

fhi.  This  is  above  belief. 

Brun.  Sir,  on  my  knowledge,  tho'  he  hath  fpoke 

much, 
He's  able  to  do  more. 

Lee.  She  means  on  her. 

E*run.  And  howfoever  in  his  thankfulnefs, 
For  fome  few  favours  done  him  by  myfelf, 
He  left  Auftracia ;  not  Theodoret, 
Tho'  he  was  chiefly  aim'd  at,  could  have  laid, 
With  all  his  dukedom's  power,  that  fhame  upon  hirrij 
Which  in  his  barbarous  malice  to  my  honour, 
He  fwore  with  threats  t'  effect. 

fbi.  I  cannot  but 

Believe  you,  madam. — Thou  art  one  degree 
Grown  nearer  to  my  heart,  and  I  am  proud 
To  have  in  thee  fo  glorious  a  plant 
Tranfported  hither :  In  thy  conduct,  we 
Go  on  aflur'd  of  conqueft;  our  remove 
Shall  be  with  the  next  fun. 

Enter  fbeodorety  Memberge,  MarteU*  and  De  Vltrj. 

Lee.  Amazement  leave  me ! 
*Tis  he. 

Bawd.  We  are  again  undone  ! 
Prof.  Our  guilt 

fruption  in  the  line;  care,  'tis  true,  is  fenfe,  but  rare  is  fo  much 
better  fuited  to  the  ridiculous  brags  of  Protaldye,  that  I  have  but  little 
doubt  of  its  being  the  true  reading.  Seward. 

This  is  plaufible ;  but  the  okf  reading,  being  fenfe,  fhould  ftand. 

Hath 
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Hath  no  afiiirance  nor  defence. 

Bawd.  If  now 

Your  ever-ready  wit  fail  to  proteft  us, 
We  fhall  be  all'difcoverU 

Brim.  Be  not  fo 

In  your  amazement  and  your  foolifli  fears  ! 
I  am  prepared  for't. 

Tbeod.  How  !  not  one  poor  welcome, 
In  anfwer  of  fo  long  a  journey  made 
Only  to  fee  you,  brother? 

ni,  I  have  flood 

Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unrefolv'd 
Whether  to  entertain  thee  on  my  fword, 
As  fits  a  parricide  of  a  mother's  honour,* 
Or  whether,  being  a  prince,  I  yet  (land  bound 
(Tho'  thou  art  here  condemn'd)  to  give  thee  hearing, 
Before  I  execute.     What  fooliili  hope, 
(Nay,  pray  you  forbear)  or  defperate  madnefs  rather, 
(Unlefs  thou  com'ft  affur'd,  I  {land  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thyfelf ) 
Has  made  thee  bring  thy  neck  unto  the  axe  ? 
Since  looking  only  here,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  frefh  blood  from  thy  fear'd-up  confcience, 
To  make  thee  fenfible  of  that  horror,  which 
They  ever  bear  about  them,  that  like  Nero — 
Like,  faid  I  ?  thou  art  worfe  ;  fmce  thou  dar'il  drive 
In  her  defame  to  murder  thine  alive. 

tfheod.  That  fhe  that  long  fince  had  the  boldnefs  tc* 
Be  a  bad  woman,  (tho'  I  wifh  fome  other 
Should  fo  report  her)  could  not  want  the  cunning, 
Since  they  go  hand  in  hand,  to  lay  fair  colours 
On  her  black  crimes,  I  was  refolv'd  before  ; 
Nor  make  I  doubt  but  that  fhe  hath  impoifon'd 
Your  good  opinion  of  me,  and  fo  far 
Incens'd  your  rage  againfb  rne,  that  too  late 
I  come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

Brun.  To  excufe 
Thy  impious  fcandals  rather! 
Prot.  Rather  forc'd  with  fear 

To 
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To  be  cornpeird  to  come. 
tti.  Forbear! 

tteod.  This  moves  not  me ;  and  yet,  had  I  not 
Tranfported  on  my  own  integrity, 
i  neither  am  fo  odious  to  my  fubje&Sj 
Nor  yet  fo  barren  of  defence,  but  that 
By  force  I  could  have  ju (lifted  my  guilt, 
Had  I  been  faulty :  But  fmce  Innocence 
Is  to  itfelf  an  hundred  thoufand  guards, 
And  that  there  is  no  fon,  but  tho'  he  owe 
That  name  to  an  ill  mother,   but  Hands  bound 
Rather  to  take  away  with  his  own  danger 
From  th'  number  of  her  faults,  than  for  his  own 
Security,  to  add  unto  them :  This, 
This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  th'  expence 
Of  blood  on  both  fides  5  the  injuries,  the  rapes, 
(Pages,  that  ever  wait  upon  the  war) 
The  account  of  all  which,  fmce  you  are  the  caufe, 
Believe  it,  would  have  been  requir'd  from  you  -, 
Rather  I  fay  to  offer  up  my  daughter, 
Who  living  only  could  revenge  my  death, 
With  my  heart-blood  a  facrifice  to  your  anger, 
Than  that  you  fliould  draw  on  your  head  more  curfe$ 
Than  yet  you  have  deferv'd. 

m.  I  do  begin 

To  feel  an  alteration  in  my  nature, 
And,  in  his  full-fail'd  confidence,  a  Ihower 
Of  gentle  rain,  that  falling  on  the  fire 
Of  my  hot  rage  hath  quench'd  it.     Ha !  I  would 
Once  more  fpeak  roughly  to  him,  and  I  will ; 
Yet  there  is  fomething  whifpers  to  me,  that 
I  have  faid  too  much:  How  is  my  heart  divided 
Between  the  duty  of  a  fon,  and  love 
Due  to  a  brother !  Yet  I  am  fway'd  here, 
And  muft  aik  of  you,  how  'tis  poffible 
You  can  affect  me,  that  have  learn'd  to  hate 
Where  you  fhould  pay  all  love  ? 

*£beod.  Which,  join'd  with  duty, 
Upon  -my  knees  I  fhould  be  proud  to  tender, 
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Had  Hie  not  us'd  herfelf  fo  many  fwords 
To  cut  thofe  bonds  that  tied  me  to  it. 

fbi.  Fy, 
No  more  of  that ! 

Fheod.  Alas,  it  is  a  theme 
I  take  no  pleafure  to  difcourfe  of:  'Would 
It  could  as  foon  be  buried  to  the  world* 
As  it  fhould  die  to  me !  riay  more,  I  wifh 
(Next  to  my  part  of  Heav'n)  that  fhe  would  fpend 
The  lad  part  of  her  life  fo  here,  that  all 
r  Indifferent  judges  might  condemn  me  for 
A  moll-  malicious  flanderer,  nay,  text  it 
Upon  my  forehead  IS.     If  you  hate  me,  mother, 
Put  me  to  fuch  a  fhame  ;  pray  you  do  !  Believe  it, 
There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me, 
Can  equal  the  delight  I  fhould  receive 
In  that  difgrace  j  provided  the  repeal 
Of  your  long-banifh'd  virtues,  and  gddd  name, 
Uiher'd  me  to  it. 

m.  See,   flie  fhews  herfelf 
An  eafy  mother,  which  her  tears  confirm  ! 

'fheod.  'Tis  a  good  fign ;  the  comfortabJeft  rain 
I  ever  faw. 

*Tbi.  Embrace  ! — Why,  this  is  well : 
May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty  • 
On  your  part,  rife  between  you  ! 

Baw.  Do  you  hear,  lord-general  ? 
Does  not  your  new-fcarnp'd  honour  on  the  Hidden 
Begin  to  grow  lick  ? 

Prof.  Yes  s  I  find  it  fit, 

That,  putting  off  my  armour,  I  fhould  think  of 
Some  honefl  holpital  to  retire  to. 

Saw.  Sure, 

13  Nay,  texde  /'/ 

Upon  my  forebead~\  So  quarfCs  ;  folio,  texts  ;  and  Seward,  tax. 
We  fliould  fureiy  read  text,  in  the  f'enfe  of  write,  mark  To  text, 
as  it  is  technically  uncierliood,  is  to  write  in  thr.t  kir.d  of  hard  whira 
lawyers  diilinguifh  by  the  name  of  a  /*-*/- mimJ,  and  wJjkh  is  ufed  :a 
thofe  writings  intended  to  lull  a  long  time  :  'L'ottxt,  ihc:cfo.'e,  m«-ans 
to  make  a  deep  and  lading  impreflion.  /'. 

VOL.  X.  K  Altho' 
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Altho'  I  am  a  bawd,  yet  being  a  lord, 

They  cannot  whip  me  for't :  What's  your  opinion  ? 

Lee.  The  beadle  will  refolve  you,  for  I  cannot : 
There's  fomething  that  more  near  concerns  myfelf 
That  calls  upon  me. 

Mart.  Note  but  yonder  fcarabes  I9, 
That  liv'd  upon  the  dung  of  her  bafe  pleafures ; 
How  from  the  fear  that  flie  may  yet  prove  honeft 
Hang  down  their  wicked  heads  ! 

Vitry.  What's  that  to  me  ? 
Tho'  they  and  all  the  polecats  of  the  court, 
Were  trufs'd  together,  I  perceive  not  how 
It  can  advantage  me  a  cardccue, 
To  help  to  keep  me  honeft.  [A  horn. 

Enter  a  Poft. 

Thi.  How  !  from  whence  ? 

Poft.  Thefe  letters  will  refolve  your  Grace. 

fbi.  What  fpeak  they?—  [Reads. 

How  all  things  meet  to  make  me  this  day  happy  ! 
See,  mother,  brother,  to  your  reconcilement 
Another  blefTmg,  almoft  equal  to  it, 
Is  coming  tow'rds  me  !  my  contracted  wife 
Ordella,  daughter  of  wife  Datarick, 
The  king  of  Arragon,  is  on  our  confines  : 
Then,  to  arrive  at  fuch  a  time,  when  you 
Are  happily  here  to  honour  with  your  prefence 
Our  long-deferr'd,  but  rnuch-wifh'd  nuptial, 
Falls  out  above  expreflion  !  Heav'n  be  pleas'd 
That  I  may  ufe  thefe  bleflings  pour'cl  on  me 
With  moderation ! 

Brun.  Hell  and  furies  aid  me, 
That  I  may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues, 
That  prefs  upon  me  ! 

Tbi.  Two  days' journey,  fay'fl  thou  ? 
We  will  fet  forth  to  meet  her.     Ir?  the  mean  time. 
See  all  things  be  prepared  to  entertain  her  : 
Nay,  let  me  have  your  companies  !  there's  a  foreft 

19  Scrabs.]  See  noce  49  on  Eider  Brother. 

In 
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In  the  midway  (hall  yield  us  hunting  fport, 
To  eafe  our  travel  !  I'll  not  have  a  brow 
But  fhall  wear  mirth  upon  it ;  therefore  clear  them! 
We'll  wafh  away  all  fbrrow  in  glad  feafts ; 
And  th' war  We  meant  to  men,  we'll  make  on  beads. 
[Exeunt  omnes prater  Brun.  Baw.  Prot.  Lee, 

Britn.  Oh,  that  I  had  the  magick  to  transform  yoU 
Into  the  fhape  of  fuch,  that  your  own  hounds 
Might  tear  you  piece-meal !  Are  you  fo  ftupid  ? 
No  word  of  comfort  ?  Have  I  fed  your  mouths  ** 
From  my  excefs  of  moifture,  with  fuchcoft, 
And  can  you  yield  no  other  retribution, 
But  to  devour  your  maker  ?  pandar,  fponge, 
Impoifbner,  all  grown  barren  ? 

Prof.  You  yourfelf, 

That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
We  live>  have  fail'd  yourfelf,  in  giving  way 
To  th'  reconcilement  of  your  fons. 

Lee.  Which  if 

You  had  prevented,  or  would  teach  us  how 
They  might  again  be  fever'd,  we  could  eafily 
Remove  all  other  hindrances  that  flop 
The  paiTage  of  your  pleafures. 

Baw.  And  for  mes 
If  I  fail  in  my  office  to  provide  you 
Frefh  delicates,  hang  me  ! 

Brun.  Oh,  you  are  dull,  and  find  not 
The  caufe  of  my  vexation ;  tjieir  reconcilement 
Is  a  mock  caftle  built  upon  the  fand 
By  children,  which,  when  I  am  pleas'd  to  overthrow, 
I  can  with  eafe  fpurn  down. 

Lee.  If  fo,  from  whence 
Grows  your  affliction  ? 

Brun.  My  grief  comes  along 
With  the  new  queen,  in  whofe  grace  all  my  powef 
Mud  fuffer  fhipwreck :  For  me  now, 

zo  Ha<ue  I  fed  your  mothers  ]   7'his  is  the  fecond  time  that  mother;- 
has  been  intruded  into  the  text.     Mouths  is  here  pretty  evidently  th« 
word,  and  appear' d  ib  to  all  three.  StivattJ. 

K  a  That 
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That  hitherto  have  kept  the  firfr.,  to  know 
A  fecond  place,  or  yield  the  leaft  precedence 
To  any  other,  's  death  !  to  have  my  fleeps 
Lefs  enquir'd  after,  or  my  rifmg  up 
Saluted  with  lefs  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  fuitors,  or  the  king's  great  favours 
To  pafs  thro'  any  hand  but  mine,  or  he 
Himfelf  to  be  directed  by  another, 
Would  be  to  me — Do  you  understand  me  yet  ? 
No*raeanS'  to  prevent  this  ? 

Prct.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a  woman  of  a  chaftity 
Not  to  be  wrought  upon;  and  therefore,  madam, 
For  me,  tho'  I  have  pleased  you,  to  attempt  her 
Were  to  no  purpofe. 

Brun.  Tufh,  fome  other  way  ! 

Baw.  Faith,  I  know  none  elie;  all  my  bringing-up8 
Aifn'd  at  no  other  learning. 

Lee.  Give  me  leave  ! 

If  my  art  fail  me  not,  I  have  thought  or* 
A  fpeeding  project. 

Brun.  What  is't  I  but  effect  i, 
And  thou  fhalt  be  my JEfculaoius; 
Thy  image  fnall  be  fet  up  in  pure  gold, 
To  which  I  will  fall  down,  and  worfhip  ifr 

Lee.  The  lady  is  fair  ? 

Brun.  Exceeding  fair. 

Lee.  And  young  ? 

Brun.  Some  fifteen  at  the  raoft. 

Lee.  And  loves  the  king  with  equal,  ardour  ? 

Brun.  More ;  ihe  dotes  on  him. 

Lee-  Well  then ;  what  think  you  if  I  make  a  drink,. 
Which,  given  unto  him  on  the  bridal-night, 
Shall  for  five  days  fo  rob  his  faculties 
Of  all  ability  to  pay  that  duty 
Which  new-made  wives  expect^  that  (he  fhall  fweas' 
She  is  not  matchVl  to  a  man  I 

Prot.  'T\vcrc  rare !. 
And  tlieo* 

If 
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If  fhe  have  any  part  of  woman  in  her, 

She'll  or  fly  out,  or  at  lead:  give  occafion 

Of  fuch  a  breach  which  ne'er  can  be  made  up  -a 

Since  he  that  to  all  die  did  never  fail 

Of  as  much  as  could  be  perforui'd  by  man, 

Proves  only  ice  to  her. 

Brun.  'Tis  excellent*! 

Baw.  The  phyfician 

Helps  ever  at  a  dead  lift  :  A  fine  calling, 
That  can  both  raife  and  take  down  :  Out  upon  thee  ! 

Brun.  For  this  one  fervice,  I  am  ever  thine  ! 
Prepare'!:;  I'll  give  it  him  myfelf.  For  you,  Protaldye, 
By  this  kifs,  and  our  promis'd  fport  at  night, 
J  do  conjure  you  to  bear  up,  not  minding 
The  oppoiition  of  Theodoret, 
Or  any  of  his  followers  :  Whatfoe'er 
You  are,  yet  appear  valiant,  and  make  good 
Th*  opinion  that  is  had  of  you  !  For  myfelf, 
In  the  new  queen's  remove  being  made  fecure, 
Fear  not,  I'll  make  the  future  building  fure. 


Wind  "horns.     Enter  'fheodoret  and  Thierry. 

fheod.  This  (lag  flood  well,  and  cunningly. 

<Thi.  Myhorfe, 

I'm  fure,  has  found  it,  for  his  fides  are  bloode4 
From  Sank  to  Ihoulder.     Where's  the  troop  ? 

Enter  Mart  ell. 

Theod.  Pafs'd  homeward, 
Weary  and  tir'd  as  we  are.     Now,  Martell  ; 
Have  you  remember'd  what  we  thought  of? 

Mart.  Yes,  Sir  ;  Pve  fingled  him  Zl  ;  and  if  there  be 

**  Tes9  SVr,  1  have  fnigled  him.~\  As  fnigle  was  a  word  new  to 
me,  1  conje£tur'dy£#£/W/^w,  i.e.  1  know  vviiere  to  find  him  alone  } 
and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  had  propos'd  the  lame  conje&ure  :  But 
upon  looking  into  Skinner,  1  find  fnigle  a  fifherman's  term,  which  he 
explains  by  jdndere  ;  I  fuppofe  therefore  it  means  cutting  up,  di/t£*xgi 
but  then  this  could  not  have  been  the  cafe,  the  diilV6tion  was  to 
tome  ;  and  it  feems  necelTary  that  the  future  tenfe  fhouid  be  reflor'd? 
J'  II  fn  igle  him  .  Sew  a  rd. 

This  conjedure  is  not  without  ingenuity  ;  but  Jingle  appears  to  be 
genuine,  as  we  aftavyards  find  that  Protaldye  isjiughd,  or  /e/t 
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Any  defert  in's  blood,  befide  the  itch, 
Or  manly  heat,  but  what  decoftions, 
Leeches,  and  cullifes  have  cram'd  into  him, 
Your  lordfhip  fhall  know  perfect. 

m.  What  is  that  ? 
May  not  I  know  too  ? 

Tbeod.  Yes,  Sir ;  to  that  end 
We  cafl  the  project. 

<Tbi.  Whatis't? 

Mart.  A  defign,  Sir ", 
Upon  the  gilded  flag  your  Grace's  favour 
Has  ftuck  up  for  a  general ;  and  to  inform  you 
(For  this  hour  he  fhall  pafs  the  teft)  what  valour, 
Staid  judgment,  foul,  or  fafe  difcretion, 
Your  mother's  wandring  eyes,  and  your  obedience. 
Have  flung  upon  us ;  to  afTure  your  knowledge> 
He  can  be,  dare  be,  fhall  be,  miift  be  nothing 
(Load  him  with  piles  of  honours,  fet  him  off 
With  all  the  cunning  foils  that  may  deceive  us  !) 
But  a  poor,  cold,  unfpirited,  unmanner'd, 
Unhoneft,  unaffected,  undone  fool, 
And  moft  unheard-of  coward ;  a  mere  lump, 
Made  to  load  beds  withal,  and,  like  a  night-mare^ 
Ride  ladies  that  forget  to  fay  their  prayers ; 
One  that  dares  only  be  difeafed,  and  in  debt ; 
Whofe  body  mews  more  plaifters  every  month  ^ 
Than  women  do  old  faces  ! 

<Tbi.  No  more  !  I  know  him  -, 
I  now  repent  my  error :  Take  your  time, 
And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  far  referv'd, 
You  tie  your  anger  up  ! 

Mart.  I  loft  it  elfe,  Sir. 

TH.  Bring  me  his  fword  fair-taken  without  violence,, 
(For  that  will  bed  declare  him) • 

tfbeod.  That's  the  thing. 

'•Ibi.  And  my  beft  horfe  is  thine. 

A  defire,  £/>.]    We  all  three  concurr'd   in   changing  this   to 

SrucarJ. 

ZJ  Wbofe  body  mews  more  flaifters.]   Mews ;  i.  e.  fttds.     A  term 
i$  falconry. 

Mart, 
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Mart.  Your  Grace's  fervant !  [Exit. 

Tbeod.  You'll  hunt  no  more.  Sir  ? 

m.  Not  to-day  j  the  weather 
Is  grown  too  warm  ;  befides,  the  dogs  are  fpent : 
We'll  take  a  cooler  morning.     Let's  to  horfe, 
And  halloo  in  the  troop !         [Exeunt.     Wind  horns. 

Enter  'Two  Huntjmen. 

1  Huntf.  Ay,  marry,  Twainer, 

This  woman  gives  indeed;  thefe  are  the  angels 
That  are  the  keepers'  faints  ! 

2  Huntf.   I  like  a  woman 

That  handles  the  deer's  dowfets  with  difcretion, 
And  pays  us  by  proportion. 

1  Huntf.  'Tis  no  treafon 

To  think  this  good  old  lady  has  a  flump  yet 
That  may  require  a  coral. 

2  H**tf.  And  the  bells  too ; 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Sh'has  loft  a  friend  of  me  elfe.    But  here's  the  clerk; 
No  more,  for  fear  o'th'  bell-ropes  ! 

Pnt.  How  now,  keepers  ? 
Saw  you  the  king  ? 

i  Huntf.  Yes,  Sir ;  he's  newly  mounted, 
And,  as  we  take't,  ridden  home. 

Prof.  Farewell  then !  [Exeunt  keepers. 

Enter  Mart  ell. 

Mart. My  honour'd  lord,  fortune  has  made  me  happy 
To  meet  with  fuch  a  man  of  men  to  fide  me, 

Prof.  How,  Sir  ?  I  know  you  not, 
Nor  what  your  fortune  means. 

Mart.  Few  words  (hall  ferve  t 
I  am  betray 'd,  Sir;  innocent  and  honeft, 
Malice  and  violence  are  both  againft  me, 
Bafely  and  foully  laid  for;  for  my  life,  Sir! 
Danger  is  now  about  me,  now  in  my  throat,  Sir. 

frot.  Where,  Sir? 

K  4  Mart. 
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Mart.  Nay,  I  fear  not  -, 
And 'let  it  now  pour  down  in  ftorms  upon 
I've  met  a  noble  guard. 

Prof.  Your  meaning,  Sir? 
For  I  have  prefent  bufmefs. 

'Mfirt.  Oh,  my  lord, 
Your  honour  cannot  leave  a  gentleman, 
At  leaft  a  fair  defign  of  this  brave  nature. 
To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  profeffioq 
Hate-h'd  in,  and  made  one  piece,  in  fuch  a  peril. 
There  are  but  fix,  my  lord, 

Prof.  What  fix? 

Mart.  Six  villains  $ 
Sworn,  and  in  pay  to  kill  me. 

Prof.  Six? 

Mart,  Alas,  Sir, 

What  can  fix  do,  or  fix  fcore,  now  you're  prefent  I 
Your  name  will  blow  3em  off:  Say  they  have  {hot  too. 
Who  dare  prefent  a  piece ;  your  valour's  proof,  Sir.  7 

Prof.  No,  Til  aflure  you,  Sir,  nor  my  difcretion^ 
^'gainft  a  multitude.     Tis  true,  I  dare  fight 
Enough,  and  well  enough,  and  long  enough ; 
But  wifdom,  Sir,  and  weight  of  what  is  on  me, 
(In  which  I  am  no  more  mine  own,  r^or  yours,  Sir, 
Nor,  as  I  take  it,  any  fingle  danger, 
But  what  concerns  my  place)  tells  me  directly, 
IJefide'  my  perfon,  my  fair  reputation, 
If  I  thmft  into  crowds,  and  feek  occafions, 
Suffers  opinion.     Six  ?  why,  Hercules 
Avoided  two,  man :  Yet,  not  to  give  example, 
But  Only  for  your  prefent- danger's  fake,  Sir, 
Were  there  but  four,  Sir,  I  car'd  not  if  I  kill'd  therg^ 
-They'll  ferve  to  ftrt  my  (word. 

Mart.  There  are  but  four,  Sir; 
I  did  miftaker  them  :  But  four  fuch  as  Europe, 
Excepting  your  great  valour 

Prof.  Well  confider'd ! 

1 '\vilj-not  meddle  with  'ein  ;  four,  in  honour, 
Are  equal  with  four  fcore  :  Betides,  they're  people 

Only 
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Only  direfted  by  their  fury. 

Mart.  So  much  nobler 
'Shall  be  your  way  of  juftice. 

Pr-ct.  That  I  find  not. 

Mart.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus? 

Prot.  I  would  not  leave  you  ;  but,  look  you,  Sir, 
Men  of  my  place  and  bufmefs  muft  not 
Be  quefcion'd  thus. 

Mart.  You  cannot  pafs,  Sir, 

Now  they  have  feen  me  with  you,  without  danger: 
They  are  here,  Sir,  within  hearing.     Take  but  two  1 

Prot.  Let  the  law  take  'em  !  take  a  tree,  Sir— 
I'll  take  my  horfe  —  that  you  may  keep  with  fafety, 
If  they  have  brought  no  hand-laws.  Within  this  hour 
I-il  fend  you  refcue,  and  a  toil  to  take  Jem. 

Mart.  You  ihall  not  go  fo  poorly.  Stay  !  but  one,  Sirl 

Prot.  I  have  been  fo  harnper'd  with  thefe  refcuesv 
So  hew'd  and  tortur'd,  that  the  truth  is,  Sir, 
I've  mainly  vow'd  againfl  'em  :  Yet,  for  your  fake^^ 
If,  as  you  fay,  there  be  but:  one,  I'll  Hay 
And  fee  fair  play  o'  both  fides.. 

Mart.  There  is  no 
More,  Sir,  and,  as  I  doubt,  a  bafe  one  too, 

Prot.  Fy  on  him  !  Go  lug  him  out  by  th'  ears  \ 

Mart.  Yes, 
This  is  he,  Sir  ;  the  bafeft  in  the  kingdom. 

Prot.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  for  a  general-fool, 
A  knave,  a  coward,  an  upftart  flallion  bawd, 
Jkaft,  barking  puppy,  that  dares  not  bite. 

Prot.  The  bell  man  bed  knows  patience. 

Apart.  Yes, 

This  way,  Sir  ;  now  draw  your  fword,  and  right  you, 

[Kicks  him* 
pr  render  it  to  me  -,  for  one  you  lhall  do  ! 

Prot.  If  wearing  it  may  do  you  any  honour! 
|  fhall  be  glad  to  grace  you  -,  there  it  is,  Sir  ! 

Now  get  you  home,   and  te}l  your  lady 
riftrefs., 
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Sh'  has  fhot  up  a  fweet  mufhroom !  quit  your  place  to®, 
And  fay  you  are  counfell'd  well  -}  thou  wilt  be  beaten  elfe 
By  thine  own  lanceprifadoes*4,  (when  they  know  thee) 
That  tuns  of  oil  of  rofes  will  not  cure  thee : 
Go,  get  you  to  your  foining  work  at  court, 
And  learn  to  fweat  again,  and  eat  dry  mutton  ! 
An  armour  like  a  froft  will  fearch  your  bones 
And  make  you  roar,  you  rogue  !  Not  a  reply, 
For  if  you  do,  your  ears  go  off ! 

Prot.  Still  patience  !  [Exeunt. 

Loud  mufick.     A  banquet  Jet  out. 

Enter  Thierry,  Ordella,  Brunhalt,  Theodore!,  Lecure, 

Bawdier^  &c. 

Tbi.  It  is  your  place ;  and  tho'  in  ail  things  elfc 
You  may  and  ever  fhall  command  me,  yet 
In  this  I'll  be  obey'd. 

Ord.  Sir,  the  confent 

That  made  me  yours,  ftiall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I  am  fo :  Yet  be  you  but  pleas'd 
To  give  me  leave  to  fay  fo  much ;  the  honour 
You  offer  me  were  better  given  to  her, 
To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 

m.  Mother, 

You  hear  this,  and  rejoice  in  fuch  a  blefTing 
That  pays  to  you  fo  large  a  fhare  of  duty. 
But,  fy  !  no  more  !  for  as  you  hold  a  place 
Nearer  my  heart  than  fhe,  you  muft  fit  nearcft 
To  all  thofe  graces  that  are  in  the  power 
Of  majefty  to  bellow. 

Brun.  Which  I'll  provide 
Shall  be  fhort-liv'd.     Lecure  ! 

Lee.  I  have  it  ready. 

Brun.  'Tis  well ;  wait  on  our  cup. 

Lee.  You  honour  me. 

rW.  We're  dull  ; 
No  objecl-  to  provoke  mirth  ? 

fbeod.  Martell, 

**  Lanceprijadoes  ]    See  note  i  on  Rollo.  , 
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If  you  remember,  Sir,  will  grace  your  feaft 
With  fomething  that  will  yield  matter  of  mirth, 
Fit  for  no  common  view. 

m.  Touching  Protaldye  ? 

fbeod.  You  have  it. 

Brun.  What  of  him  ?  I  fear  his  bafenefs,     [Afide* 
In  fpite  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Have  cloth'd  him  with Z5,  will  make  difcovery 
Of  what  is  yet  conceal'd. 

Enter  Mart  ell. 

tfheod.  Look,  Sir ;  he  has  it ! 
.Nay,  we  fhall  have  peace,  when  fo  great  a  foldier 
As  the  renown'd  Protaldye  will  give  up 
]His  fword,  rather  than  ufe  it. 

Brun.  'Twas  thy  plot, 
Which  I  v/ill  turn  on  thine  own  head !  \Afide. 

fbi.  Pray  you  fpeak-j 
How  won  you  him  to  part  from't  ? 

Mart.  Won  him,  Sir  ? 
He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees, 
Before  he  would  have  hazarded  the  exchange 
Of  a  fillip  of  the  forehead:  Had  you  wilPd  me, 
I  durft  have  undertook  he  fhould  have  fent  you 
His  nofe,  provided  that  the  lofs  of  it 
Might  have  fay'd  the  reft  of  his  face.    He  is,  Sir, 
The  moft  unutterable  coward  that  e'er  Nature 
Blefs'd  with  hard  Ihoulders  j  which  were  only  given  him 
To  th'  ruin  of  baftinadoes. 

fbi.  Poflible? 

fbeod.  Obferve  but  how  flic  frets  ! 

Mart.  Why,  believe  it, 
But  that  I  know  the  fhame  of  this  difgrace 
Will  make  the  beaft  to  live  with  fuch,  and  never 
Prefume  to  come  more  among  men ;  I'll  hazard 
My  life  upon  it,  that  a  boy  of  twelve 
Should  fcourge  him  hither  like  a  parifh-top, 

45  Have  cloth' dhinty  which  will  make  difcovery.]  Former  editions. 
Mr.  Symplon  concurred  in  the  correction.  Scward. 

And 
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And  make  him  dance  before  you. 

Brun.  Slave,  thou  lieft  ! 

Thou  dar'il  as  well  fpeak  treafon  in  the  hearing 
Of  thofe  that  have  the  power  to  punifh,  it, 
As  the  leaft  fyilable  of  this  before  him  : 
Kut  'tis  thy  hate  to  me. 

Mart.  Nay,  pray  you,  madam  ; 
I  have  no  ears  to  hear  you,  tho'  a  foot 
To  let  yon  underftand  what  he  is. 

Brun*  Villain 

fbeod.  You  are  too  violent. 

Enter  Protaldyg. 

Prot.  The  word  that  can  come 
Is  blanketing ;  for  beating,  and  fuch  virtuesj 
I  have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

Mart.  Oh,  ftrange  ! 

Saw.  Behold  the  man  you  talk  of  ! 

Brun.  Give  me  leave  I 

Or  free  thyfelf — think  in  what  place  you  are— 
From  the  foul  imputation  that  is  laid 
Upon  thy  valour — be  bold  ;  I'll  protect  you— 
Or  here  I  vow — deny  it  or  fwear  it — 
Thefe  honours  which  thou  wear'ft  unworthily — 
"Which  be  but  impudent  enough,  and  keep  them—* 
Shall  be  torn  from  thee,  with  thy  eyes. 

Prof.  I  have  it. — 

jyiy  valour  ?  is  there  any  here,  beneath 
The  ftile  of  king,  dares  queftion  it  ? 

m.  This  is  rare  ! 

Prof.  Whichof  my  actions,which  have  ftill  been  noble, 
Has  render'd  me  fufpefted  ? 

fbi*  Nay,  Martell, 
You  muft  not  fall  off. 

Mart.  Oh,  Sir,  fear  it  not ; 
D'you  know  this  fword  ? 

Prot.  Yes. 

Mart.  Tray  you  on  what  terms 
Did  you  part  with  it  ? 

Prof. 
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Prof.  Part  with  it,  fay  you  ? 

Mart,  So. 

*Tbi,  Nay,  ftudy  not  an  anfwer-,  confefs  freely? 

Prof.  Oh,  |  remember't  now  :  At  the  flag's  fall, 
As  we  to-day  were  hunting,  a  poor  fellow, 
(And,  now  I  view  you  better,   I  may  fay 
Much  of  your  pitch)  this  filly  wretch  I  fpoke  of, 
With  his  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 
(Which  much  againft  my  will  he  kifs'd)  defir'd, 
That  as  a  fpecial  means  for  his  preferment 
J  would  vouchsafe  to  let  him  uie  my  fword, 
To  cut  off  the  flag's  head. 

Brun.  Will  you  hear  that  ? 

Baw.  This  lie  bears  a  fimilitude  of  truth, 

Prof.  I,  ever  courteous  (a  great  weaknefs  in  me). 
Granted  his  humble  fuit. 

Mart.  Oh,  impudenee  ! 

Thi.  This  change  is  excellent. 

Mart.  A  word  with  you  : 
Deny  it  not !   I  was  that  man  difguis'd  ; 
You  know  my  temper,  and,  as  you  refpecl 
A  daily  cudgeling  for  one  whole  year, 
Without  a  fecond  pulling  by  the  ears, 
Or  tweaks  by  thj  nofe,  or  the  moil  precious  balm 
You  us'd  of  patience,  (patience,  do  you  mark  me  ?} 
Confefs  before  thefe  kings  with  what  bafe  fear 
Thou  didft  deliver  it. 

Prof,  Oh,  I  mall  burft  ! 
And  if  I  have  not  inflant  liberty 
To  tear  this  fellow  limb  by  limb,  the  wrong 
Will  break  my  heart,  altho'  Herculean, 
And  ibmewhat  bigger !  There's  my  gage !  pray  you  here 
Let  me  redeem  my  credit ! 

ST&.  Har  ha !  Forbear  I 

Mart.  Fray  you  let  me  take  it  up-,  and  if  I  do  not, 
Aecainfl  ail  odds  of  armour  and  of  weapons, 
With  this  make  him  confefs  it  on  his  knces> 
Cut  off  my  head. 

fret.  No,  that's  my  office* 

Bow. 
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Baw.  Fy ! 
You  take  the  hangman's  place  ? 

Ord.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 
Let  me  atone  this  difference  !  do  not  fuffer 
Our  bridal  night  to  be  the  centaurs'  feaft. 
You  are  a  knight,  and  bound  by  oath  to  grant 
All  juft  fuits  unto  ladies :  For  my  fake, 
Forget  your  fuppos'd  wrong  ! 

Prof.  Well,  let  him  thank  you  ! 
For  your  fake,  he  mall  live,  perhaps  a  day  ^ 
And,  may  be,  on  fubmiilion,  longer. 

Tbeod.  Nay, 
Martell,  you  mud  be  patient. 

Mart.  I  am  yours  ; 
And  this  flave  (hall  be  once  more  mine. 

<IhL  Sit  all ! 

One  health,  and  fo  to  bed  !  for  I  too  long 
Defer  my  choiceft  delicates. 

Brun.  Which,  if  poiibn 
Have  any  power,  thou  malt,  like  Tantalus, 
Behold  and  never  talte.     Be  careful! 

Lee.  Fear  not ! 

Brun.  Tho*  it  be  rare  in  our  fex,  yet  for  once 
I  will  begin  a  health. 

fbi.  Let  it  come  freely  !  • 

Brun.  Lee u re,  the  cup  !  Here,  to  the  fon  we  hope 
This  night  (hall  be  an  embrion  ! 

Tbi.  You  have  nam'd 

A  bleffing  that  I  moft  defir'd  •,  I  pledge  you  : 
Give  me  a  larger  cup  •,  that  is  too  little 
Unto  fo  great  a  good  z6. 

Brun.  Nay,  then  you  wrong  me ; 
Follow  as  I  began  ! 

fbi.  Well,  as  you  pleafe. 

Brun.  Is't  done  ? 

Lee.  Unto  your  wifh,  I  warrant  you  • 
For  this  night  I  durlt  truft  him  with  my  mother. 

*6  Unto  fo  great  a  God.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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.  So,  'tis  gone  round  :  Lights  ! 
Brun.  Pray  you  ufe  my  fervice. 
Ord.  'Tis  that  which  I  fhall  ever  owe  you,  madam, 
And  muft  have  none  from  you :  Pray  you  pardon  me  ! 
fbi.  Good  reft  to  all ! 
Theod.   And  to  you  pleafant  labour  1 
Martell,  your  company  !   Madam,  good  night ! 

[Exe.  all  but  Brun.  Prof.  Lee.  and  Baw. 
Brun.  Nay,youhavecaufetoblu£h;  but  I  will  hide  it, 
And,  what's  more,  I  forgive  you.     Is't  not  pity, 
That  thou  that  art  the  firit  to  enter  combat 
With  any  woman,  and  what's  more,  o'ercome  her, 
In  which  fhe  is  bed  pleas'd,  fhould  be  fo  fearful 
To  meet  a  man  ? 

Prof.  Why,  would  you  have  me  lofe 
That  blood  that's  dedicated  to  your  fervice, 
In  any  other  quarrel  ? 

Brun.  No  ;  refer ve  it ! 
As  I  will  ftudy  to  preferve  thy  credit. 
You,  firrah,  be't  your  care  to  find  out  one 
That's  poor,  tho'  valiant,  that  at  any  rate 
Will,  to  redeem  my  fervant's  reputation, 
Receive  a  public  baffling. 

Baw.  'Would  your  highnefs 

Were  pleas'd  to  inform  me  better  of  your  purpofe ! 
Brun.  Why  one,  Sir,  that  would  thus  be  box'd  or 

kick'd  ; 
D'you  apprehend  me  now  ? 

Baw.   I  feel  you,  madam. 
The  man  that  mall  receive  this  from  my  lord, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  ? 
Prot.  He  (hall. 
Baw.  Befides, 

His  day  of  baftinadoing  pad  o'er, 
He  (hall  not  lofe  your  grace  nor  your  good  favour? 
Brun.  That  (hall  make  way  to  it. 
Baw.  It  muft  be  a  man 
Of  credit  in  the  court,  that  is  to  be 
The  foil  unto  your  valour  ? 

Prot. 
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Prof.  True,  it  fhould. 

Baw.  And  if  he  have  place  there, 'tis  not  the  worfeSj 

Brun.  'Tis  much  the  better. 

Baw.  If  he  be  a  lord, 
*Twill  be  the  greater  grace  ? 

Brun.  Thou'ru  in  the  right* 

Eaiv.  Why  then,  behold  that  valiant  man  and  lorcl^ 
That  tor  your  fake  will  take  a  cudgeling  : 
For  be  affur'd,  when  it  is  fpread  abroad 
That  you  have  dealt  with  me,  they'll  give  you  out 
For  one  of  the  nine  worthies. 

Erun.  Out,  you  pandar  ! 
Why,  to  beat  thee  is  only  exercife 
For  fuch  as  do  affe£t  it :  Lofe  not  time 
In  vain  replies,  but  do  it !  Come,  my  folace, 
Let  us  to  bed  !   and  our  defires  once  guench'd^ 
We'll  there  determine  of  Theodoret's 'death, 
For  he's  the  engine  us'd  to  ruin  us. 
Yet  one  word  more  ;  Lecure,  art  thou  aiTur'd 
The  potion  will  work  ? 

Lee.  My  life  upon  it ! 

Brun.  Come,  my  Protaldye*7,  thou  then  glut  me  witfi 
Thofe  bed  delights  of  man,  that  are  denied 
To  her  that  does  expecl;  them,  being  a  bride  !   [Exh 


A  d  T     III.         SCENE     I, 

Enter  Thierry  and  Ordella,  as  from  bed. 

JTW.OURE-I  have  drunk  the  blood  of  elephants2*/ 
J5  The  tears  of  mandrakes,  and  the  marble  dew, 
*Mix'd  in  my  draught,  have  quench'd  my  natural 


*?  Come  my  Protaldye,  then  glut  me  tuitbC^  Former  editions. 

Seaward. 

**  Tfa  blood  of  elephants."]  Both  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon 
t>bferved  that  this  property  of  elephants  blood  is  mentioned  by  Piiny. 

Srtvard 

And 
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And  left  no  fpark  of  fire,  but  in  mine  eyes, 
With  which  I  may  behold  my  miferies  : 
Ye  wretched  flames  which  play  upon  my  fight, 
Turn  inward  !   make  me  ail  one  piece  %  tho*  earth  ! 
My  tears  mall  overwhelm  you  elfe  too. 

Ord.  What  moves  my  lord  to  this  flrange  fadnefs  ? 
If  any  late-difcerned  want  in  me 
Give  caufe  to  your  repentance,  care  and  duty 
Shall  find  a  painful  way  to  Recompcnfe* 

m.  Are  you  yet  frozen,  veins  ?  feel  you  a  breath, 
Whofe  temperate  heat  3°  would  make  the  North  ftar 

reel, 

Her  icy  pillars  thaw'd,  and  do  you  not  melt  ? 
Draw  nearer  !   yet  nearer, 
That  from  thy  barren  kifs  thou  may'ft  confefs 
I  have  not  heat  enough  to  make  a  blufh  ! 

Ord.  Speak  nearer  to  my  under  Hand  ing,  like  a  huf- 

band! 

Thi.  Howfhould  hejpeakthe  languageof  a  hufband, 
Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  his  voice  ? 
Ord.  It  is  a  phraie  will  part  with  the  fame  cafe 
From  you,  with  that  you  now  deliver. 

Tbi.  Bind  not  his  ears  up  with  fo  dull  a  charm, 
Who  hath  no  other  fenfe  left  open !  why  mould  thy 

words 

Find  more  reftraint  than  thy  free-fpeaking  actions, 
Thy  clofe  embraces,  and  thy  midnight  fighs, 
The  filent  orators  to  flow  defire  ? 

Ord.  Strive  not  to  win  content  from  ignorance  If, 
Which  muft  be  loft  in  knowledge !  Heav'ncan  witnefs, 

*9  Make  me  all  one  piece,  though  earth."]  We  cannot  clearly  com 
prehend  why  Thierry's  being  compofed  of  earth,  ihould  prevent  his 
Long  all  one  piece. 

*°  Wbofe  temperate  hat,  &V.]  Temperate  feems  an  oddly-chofen 
word  in  this  place,  when  he  is  talking  of  a  heat  to  overcome  the  in 
fluence  of  the  North  Ihr. 

*'  Strive  not,  &c.]  This  fpeech  is  rather  obfcurely  exprefTed,  but 
fignifie?,  •  Strive  not  to  rob  my  ignorance  of  that  content,  which 
«  knowledge  would  deftroy.  All  my  wi(hes  were  to  read  fatisfaftion 
<  in  your  countenance.  Add  not  therefore,  &c.' 

VOL.  X.  L  My 
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My  fyrtheft  hope  of  good  reach'd  at  your  pleafure, 
Which  feeing  alone  may  in  your  look  be  read  : 
Add  not  a  doubtful  comment  to  a  text, 
That  in  itfelf  is  direct  and  eafy. 

fbi.  Oh,  thou  haft  drunk  the  juice  of  hemlock  too; 
Or  did  upbraided  Nature  make  this  pair, 
To  fhew  me  had  not  quite  forgot  her  firft 
Juftly-prais'd  workmanfhip,  the  firft  chafte  couple, 
Before  the  want  of  joy  taught  guilty  fight 
A  way,  thro'  fliame  and  forrow,  to  delight  ? 
Say,  may  we  mix,  as  in  their  innocence, 
When  turtles  kifs'd  to  confirm  happinefs, 
Not  to  beget  it  ? 

Ord.  I  know  no  bar. 

m.  Should  I  believe  thee,   yet   thy  pulfe  beaijs 

woman, 

And  fays  the  name  of  wife  did  promife  thee 
The  bleft  reward  of  duty  to  thy  mother  j 
Who  gave  fo  often  witnefs  of  her  joy, 
When  me  did  boaft  thy  likenefs  to  her  hufband. 

Ord.  'Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  a  fecond  to yourfelf 
Was  only  worthy  of  my  virgin  lofs ; 
And  fhould  I  prize  you  lefs  unpattern'd,  Sir, 
Than  being  exemplified  ?  Is't  not  more  honour 
To  be  pofTeiTor  of  unequall'd  virtue. 
Than  what  is  parallel'd  ?  Give  me  belief; 
The  name  of  mother  knows  no  way  of  good, 
More  than  the  end  in  me  :  Who  weds  for  lull 
Is  oft  a  widow  ;  when  I  married  you, 
I  loft  the  name  of  maid  to  gain  a  title 
Above  the  wifli  of  change,  which  that  part  can 
Only  maintain,  is  ftill  the  fame  in  man, 
His  virtue  and  his  calm  fociety ; 
Which  no  grey  hairs  can  threaten  to  diffolve, 
Nor  wrinkles  bury. 

fbi.  Confine  thyfelf  to  filence,  left  thou  takp 
That  part  of  reafon  from  me,  is  only  left 
To  give  perfuafion  to  me  I'm  a  man  ! 
Or  fay,  th'  haft  never  fcen  the  rivers  hafte 

With 


THIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  163 

With  gladfome  fpeed,  to  meet  the  am'rous  Tea. 

Ord.  We're  but  to  praife  thecoolnefs  of  their  ftreams. 

m.  Nor  view'd  the  kids,  taught  by  their  luflful  fires, 
Purfue  each  other  thro'  the  wanton  lawns, 
And  lik'd  the  fport. 

Ord.  As  it  made  way  unto  their  envied  reft, 
With  weary  knots  binding  their  harmlefs  eyes. 

fbi.  Nor  do  you  know  the  reafon  why  the  dove, 
One  of  the  pair  your  hands  wont  hourly  feed, 
So  often  clipt  and  kifs'd  her  happy  mate  ? 

Ord.  Unlefs  it  were  to  welcome  his  wifh'd  fight, 
Whofe  abfence  only  gave  her  Mourning  voice. 

m.  And  you  could,  dove-like,  to  a  fingle  objecl 
Bind  your  loofe  fpirits  ?  to  one  ?  nay,  fuch  a  one 
Whom  only  eyes  and  ears  mud  flatter  good, 
Your  furer  fenfe  made  ufelefs  r  nay,  myfelf  ?% 
As  in  my  all  of  good,  already  known  ? 

Ord.  Let  proof  plead  for  me  !  let  me  be  mew'd  up 
Where  never  eye  may  reach  me,  but  your  own  ! 
And  when  I  mall  repent,  but  in  my  looks  -,  if  figh — 

fbi.  Or  med  a  tear  that's  warm  ? 

Ord.  But  in  your  fadnefs. 

fbi.  Or  when  you  hear  the  birds  call  for  their  mates, 
Afk  if  it  be  St.  Valentine,  their  coupling  day  ? 

Ord.  If  any  thing  may  make  a  thought  fufpected 
Of  knowing  any  happinefs  but  you, 
Divorce  me,  by  the  title  of  Moft  Falfehood  ! 

fbi.  Oh,  who  would  know  a  wife, 
That  might  have  fuch  a  friend  ?  Pofterity, 
Henceforth  lofe  the  name  of  hlefiing,  and  leave 
Th'  earth  uninhabited  to  people  Heav'n 3J ! 

Enter  fheodoret,  Brunhalt,  Mart  ell,  and  Protaldye* 
Mart.  All  happinefs  to  Thierry  and  Ordella ! 

31  And  my f elf,  nay."\  Former  editions.  Seivard. 

n  Andlea<ue  the  earth  inhabited  to  people  Heav'n.']  A  virgin  ftate 
refembles  that  of  the  angels,  and  may  be  a  good  means  to  pave  the 
way  to  it,  but  it  would  not  leave  the  earth  inhabited,  but  the  reverfe, 
J  therefore  read,  uninhabited. 

L  a 
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fH.  'Tis  a  defire  but  borrowed  from  me;  my 

happinefs 

Shall  be  the  period  of  all  good  mens'  wifhes, 
Which  friends,  nay,  dying  fathers  lhall  bequeath, 
And  in  my  one  give  all  !  Is  there  a  duty 
Belongs  to  any  power  of  mine,  or  love 
To  any  virtue  I  have  right  to  ?  Here,  place  it  here; 
Ordella's  name  fhall  only  bear  command, 
Rule,  title,  fovereignty. 

Brun.  What  paflion  fways  my  fon  ? 

*rbi.  Oh,  mother,  fhe  has  doubled  every  good 
The  travail  of  your  blood  made  poffible 
To  my  glad  being  ! 

Prof.  He  fhould  have  done 
Little  unto  her,  he  is  fo  light-hearted. 

fbi.  My  brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto  fhame, 
If  wealth  to  want,  enlarge  the  prefent  fenfe, 
My  joys  are  unbounded:  Inftead  of  queftion, 
Let  it  be  envy  not  to  bring  a  prefent 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth  !  banquets  and 
mafques  u 

3*  Brother,  friends*  if  honour  untojhame* 

If  wealth  to  'want  enlarge  the  prefent  fenfe, 

My  joys  are  unbounded,  inftead  of  queftion 

Let  it  he  enty,  not  bring  a  prefent 

To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth,  banquet  s%  and  mafque!.]  In 
this  very  mangled  irate  with  regard  to  meafure  and  fenfe  has  this  paf- 
fage  pafs'd  thro'  all  the  editions  :  In  the  firit  place  what  is 

•  -  injlead  of  queftion  ? 
In  the  next  place 

Let  it  he  en<vy  ? 

Are  banquets  and  mafques  the  prefents  that  were  to  be  offer'd  by  his 
friends  and  courtiers  ?  I  hope  the  changes  which  have  appeared  ne- 
ceffary,  will  be  thought  by  the  reader  to  have  been  probably  the  ori 
ginal  text.  I  read, 

My  brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto  Jhame, 

If  wealth  to  ivant  enlarge  the  prefent  fenfe  , 

My  joy's  unbounded  ;  ^ftead  of  queftioning, 

Let  it  be  envy  not  to  bring  a  prefent 

To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth  ;  banquets  and  mafques  ,  &c. 


. 

The  word  my  in  the  firft  line,  and  to  in  the  fourth,  are  rightly  in- 
ferted  ;  but  queftion  fhould  not  be  changed  to  queftieniitg,  the  old 


reading 
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Keep  waking  our  delights,  mocking  night's  malice, 
Whofe  dark  brow  would  fright  pleafure  from  us ! 

our  court 

Be  but  one  ilage  of  revels,  and  each  eye 
The  fcene  where  our  content  moves ! 

Theod.  There  fhall  want 
Nothing  to  exprefs  our  fhares  in  your  delight,  Sir. 

Mart.  'Till  now  I  ne'er  repented  the  eflate 
Of  widower. 

tfbi.  Mufic,  why  art  thou  fo 
Slow-voic'd  ?  it  ftays  thy  prefence,  my  Ordella  j 
This  chamber  is  a  fphere  too  narrow  for 
Thy  all-moving  virtue.     Make  way,  free  way,  I  fay ! 
Who  mn ft  alone  her  fex's  want  fupply, 
Had  need  to  have  a  room  both  large  and  high. 

Mart.  This  paffion's  above  utterance  ! 

tfbeod.  Nay,  credulity !  [Exe.  all  but  Tbi.  andErun. 

Brun.  Why,  fon,  what  mean  you  ?  are  you  a  man? 

fbi.  No,  mother,  I'm  no  man : 
Were  I  a  man,  how  could  I  be  thus  happy  ? 

Brun.  How  can  a  wife  be  author  of  this  joy  then? 

m.  That  being  no  man,  I'm  married  to  no  woman : 
The  beft  of  men  in  full  ability 
Can  only  hope  to  fatisfy  a  wife ; 
And,  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I  in  my  want, 
(And  fuch  defective  poverty,  that  to  her  bed 
From  my  firft  cradle  brought  no  ftrength  but  thought) 
Have  met  a  temperance  beyond  her's  that  rock'd  me, 
Neceflity  being  her  bar;  where  this 
Is  fo  much  fenfelefs  of  my  depriv'd  fire, 
She  knows  it  not  a  lofs  by  her  defire. 

reading  being  perfectly  intelligible — There  is  often  a  flrange  un- 
couthnefs  in  the  itile  of  this  play,  which  obfcures  the  fentiment :  In 
this  fpe'ech, 

if  honour  untojhame* 

If  wealth  to  want  enlarge  the  prefent  fenfe, 

My  joys  are  unbounded. 

The  meaning  of  honour  unto  SHAME,  and  wealth  to  WANT,  is  not 
obvious:  It  is,  we  apprehend,  •  if  honour  and  wealth,  COMPARED 
'  with  frame  and  want,  are  grateful  to  the  fcnie,  then  my  joys  are 
•  boundlcfi.' 

L  3  Brun. 
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Brun.  It  is  beyond  my  admiration  ! 

ffbi.  Beyond  your  fex's  faith  ! 
The  unripe  virgins  of  our  age,  to  hear't, 
Will  dream  themfelves  to  women,  and  convert 
Th'  example  to  a  miracle. 

Brun.  Alas,  'tis  your  defect  moves  my  amazement  5 
But  what  ill  can  be  feparate  from  ambition  ? 
Cruel  Theodoret ! 

fbi.  What  of  my  brother  ? 

Brun.   That  to   his  name  your  barrennefs  adds 

rule  : 

Who,  loving  the  effect,  would  not  be  ftrange 
In  favouring  the  caufe :  Look  on  the  profit, 
And  Gain  will  quickly  point  the  mifchief  out. 

m.  The  name  of  father,  to  what  I  poffefs, 
Is  fhame  and  care. 

Brun.  Were  we  begot  to  fingle  happinefs, 
I  grant  you  ;  but  from  fuch  a  wife,  fuch  virtue, 
To  get  an  heir,  what  hermit  would  not  find 
Deferving  argument  to  break  his  vow, 
Even  in  his  age  of  chaflity  ? 

fbi.  You  teach  a  deaf  man  language. 

Brun.  The  caufe  found  out,  the  malady  may  ceafe. 
Have  you  heard  of  one  Leforte  ? 

m.  A  learn'd  aftronomer,  a  great  magician, 
Who  lives  hard-by  retir'd. 

Brun.  Repair  to  him,  with  the  juft  hour  and  place 
Of  your  nativity :  Fools  are  amaz'd  at  fate ; 
Griefs,  but  conceal'd,  are  never  defperate. 

fhi.  You've  timely  waken'd  me  3  nor  lhall  I  fleep 
Without  the  fatisfaction  of  his  art.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lecure. 

Brun.  Wifdom  prepares  you  to't.     Lecure,  met 

happily ! 

Lee.  The  ground  anfwers  your  purpofe,  the  con 
veyance 

Being  fecure  and  eafy,  falling  juft 
Behind  the  ftate  fct  for  Theodoret. 

Brm. 
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Brun.  'Tis  well :  Your  truft  invites  you  to  a  fecond 

charge ; 
You  know  Leforte's  cell  ? 

Lee.  Who  conftellated  your  fair  birth. 

Brun.  Enough ;  I  fee  thou  know'ft  him  -,  where  is 
Bawdber  -, 

Lee.  I  left  him  careful  of  the  project  caft 
To  raife  Protaldye's  credit. 

Brun.  Aforethatmuftbeplaifter'd j  in  whofe wound 
Others  ihall  find  their  graves  think  themfelves  found. 
Your  ear  and  quickeft  apprehenfion  !  [Exit. 

Enter  Bawdber  and  a  Servant. 

Baw.  This  man  of  war  will  advance  ? 

Lee.  His  hour's  upon  the  ftroke. 

Baw.  Wind  him  back,  as  you  favour  my  ears! 
I  love  no  noife  in  my  head ;  my  brains 
Have  hitherto  been  employ 'd  in  filent  bufinefles. 

Enter  De.  Vitry* 

Lee.  The  gentleman's  within  your  reach,  Sir.  [Ex. 

Baw.  Give  ground, 

Whilft  I  drill  my  wits  to  the  encounter, 
De  Vitry,  I  take  it  ? 

Vitry.  All  that's  left  of  him. 

Baw.  Is  there  another  parcel  of  you  ?  If 
It  be  at  pawn,  I  will  gladly  redeem  it. 
To  make  you  wholly  mine. 

Vitry.  You  feek  too  hard 
A  penny  worth. 

Baw.  You  do  ill  ™  to  keep 

Such  diftance  •,  your  parts  have  been  long  known  to  me, 
Howfoever  you  pleafe  to  forget  acquaintance. 

Vitry.  I  muft  confefs,  I  have  been  fubject  to 
Lewd  company. 

Baw.  Thanks  for  your  good  remembrance  \ 
You've  been  a  foldier,  De  Vitry,  and  borne  arms. 

Vitry.  A  couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that 
?*  TQU  to///.]  Corrected  by Se ward, 

L  4  Have 


168      THE    TRAGEDY    OF 

Have  only  ferv'd  to  get  me  a  ftomach  to 
My  dinner. 

Baw.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  Sir. 
Vitry.  You  fhould 

Have  heard  me  fay  I'd  din'd  firft  :  I  have  built 
On  an  unwholforrie  ground,  rais'd  up  a  houfe 
Before  I  knew  a  tenant,  march'd  to  meet  wearinefs, 
Fought  to  find  want  and  hunger. 

Baw.  JTis  time  you 

Put  up  your  fword,  and  run  away  for  meat,  Sir : 
Nay,  if  I  had  not  withdrawn  ere  now, 
I  might  have  kept  the  faft  with  you  :  But  fince 
The  way  to  thrive  is  never  late,  what  is 
The  neareft  courfe  to  profit,  think  you  ? 

Vitry.  It  may  be 
Your  worfhip  will  fay  bawdry. 
Baw.  True  fenfe,  bawdry. 
Vitry. Why,  is  there  five  kinds  of 'em  ?  I  ne'er  knew 
But  one. 

Baw.  I'll  fhew  you  a  new  way 
Of  proftitution  :  Fall  back  !  further  yet ! 
Further !  There's  fifty  crowns ;  do  but  as  much  to 
Protaldye,  the  queen's  favourite,  they  are  doubled, 
Vitry.  But  thus  much  ? 
Baw.  Give  him  but  an  affront  as 
He  comes  to  th'  prefence,  and  i'  his  drawing  make  wavj 
Like  a  true  bawd  t'  his  valour,  the  fum's  thy  own  $ 
If  ye  take  a  fcratch  in  the  arm  or  fo,  every  drop 
Of  blood  weighs  down  a  ducat. 

Vitry.  After  that  rate, 

I  and  my  friends  would  beggar  the  kingdom. 
Sir,  you  have  made  me  blufh  to  fee  my  want, 
Whofe  cure  is  fuch  a  cheap  and  eafy  purchafe : 
This  is  male-bawdry,  belike  ? 

Enter  Protaldye,  a  Lady,  and  Revellers, 
Baw.  See ! 

You  ihall  not  be  long  earning  your  wages ; 
You  work's  before  your  eyes. 

Vitry. 
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Vitry.  Leave  it  to  my 
Handling ;  I'll  fall  upon  it  inflantly. 

Baw.  What  opinion  ?6  will  the  managing 
Of  this  affair  bring  to  my  wifdom !  my  invention 
Tickles  with  apprehenfion  on't ! 

Prot.  Thefe  are 

The  joys  of  marriage,  lady,  whofe  fights  are 
Able  to  diffolve  virginity.     Speak  freely  ! 
Do  you  not  envy  the  bride's  felicity  ? 

Lady.  How  fhould  I,  being  partner  oft  ? 

Prof.  What  you 

Enjoy  is  but  the' banquet's  view;  the  tafte 
Stands  from  your  palate  :  If  he  impart  by  day 
So  much  of  his  content,  think  what  night  gave  ? 

Vitry.  Will  you  have  a  relifh  of  wit,  lady  ? 

Baw.  This  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  dear,  Sir. 

Vitry.  If  you  affect  cheapnefs, 
How  can  you  prize  this  fullied  ware  fo  much  ? 
Mine's  frefh,  my  own,  not  retail'd. 

Prot.  You  are  faucy,  firrah ! 

Vitry.  The  fitter  to  be  in 
The  difli  with  fuch  dry  ftockfifh  as  you  are. 
How!  ftrike? 

Baw.  Remember  the  condition,  as 
You  look  for  payment ! 

Vitry.  That  box  was  left  out 
O'th'  bargain. 

Prot.  Help,  help,  help! 

Baw.  Plague  of 

The  fcrivener's  running  hand  !  what  a  blow's  this  to 
My  reputation ! 

Enter  Thierry,  Theodore!,  Brunhalt,  Orddla,  Memberge, 

and  MartelL 

Thi.  What  villain  dares  this  outrage  ? 
Vitry.  Hear  me,  Sir ! 

^  Opinion  ;J  i.  e,  Reputation.     See  note  71  on  the  Two  Noble 

jbJnfmen. 

This 
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This  creature  hir'd  me,  wi'  fifty  crowns  in  hand, 
To  let  Protaldye  have  the  better  of  me 
At  fmgle  rapier  on  a  made  quarrel :  He, 
Miflaking  th'  weapon,  lays  me  over  the  chaps 
With  his  club-fid,  for  which  I  was  bold  to  teach  him 
The  art  of  memory. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

^heod.  Your  general,  mother,  will  difplay  himfelf, 
'Spite  of  our  peace,  I  fee. 

fbi.  Forbear  thefe  civil  jars  :  Fy,  Protaldye  ! 
So  open  in  your  projects  P  Avoid  our  prefence,  firrah  ! 

Vitry.  Willingly.     If  you  have  any  more 
Wages  to  earn,  you  fee  I  can  take  pains. 

¥beod.  There's  fomewhat  for  thy  labour, 
More  than  was  promised.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Baw.  Where  could  I  wiih  myfelf  now  ?  in  the 

Ifle  of  Dogs, 

So  I  might  efcape  fcratching ;  for  I  fee 
By  her  cats'  eyes  I  fhall  be  claw'd  fearfully. 

m.  We'll  hear  no  more  on't;  mufic  drown  all 
fadnefs !  [Soft  mufic. 

Command  the  Revellers  in.     At  what  a  rate  I  do 
Purchafe  my  mother's  abfence,  to  give  my  ipleen 
Full  liberty ! 

Brun.  Speak  not  a  thought's  delay  -,  it  names  thy 
ruin. 

Prof.  I  had  thought  my  life  had  borne  more  value 
with  you. 

Brun.  Thy  lofs  carries  mine  with't  j  let  that  fecurc 

thee ! 

The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  door  conveys  to't 
Falls  jufl  behind  his  chair  j  the  blow  once  given, 
Thou  art  unfeen. 

Prof.  I  cannot  feel  more  than  I  fear,  I'm  fure. 

.Brun.  Be  gone,   and  let  them  laugh  their  own 
deftru&ion !  [Prof,  withdraws. 

fbi.  You'll  add  unto  her  rage. 

fheod.  'Sfoot,  I  fhall  burft, 
Umlefs  I  vent  myfelf :  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

'Brun. 
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Erun.  Me,  Sir  ? 

You  never  could  have  found  a  time  t' invite 
More  willingnefs  in  my  difpofe  to  pleafure. 

Memb.  'Would  you  would  pleafe  to  make  fomfc 
other  choice ! 

Rev.  'Tis  a  difgrace  would  dwell  upon  me,  lady, 
Should  you  refufe. 

Memb.  Your  reafon  conquers. — My  grandmother's 

looks 

Have  turn'd  all  air  to  earth  in  me ;  they  fit 
Upon  my  heart  like  night-charms,  black  and  heavy. 

tfhi.  You're  too  much  libertine.  ['They  dance* 

T/^W.The  fortune  of  the  fool  perfuades  my  laughter 
More  than  his  cowardife  :  Was  ever  rat 
Ta'en  by  the  tail  thus  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

fbi.  Forbear,  I  fay ! 

Prof.  No  eye  looks  this  way :  I  will  wink  and  ftrike, 
Left  I  betray  myfelf.       [Behind  the  ft  ate,  ftabs  Tbeod. 

Tbeod.  Ha !  did  you  not  fee  one  near  me  ? 

m.  How  !  near  you  ?  why  do  you  look  fo  pale, 

brother  ? 
Treafon,  treafon ! 

Memb.  Oh,  my  prefage  !  Father ! 

Ord.  Brother! 

Mart.  Prince,  noble  prince  ! 

m.   Make  the   gates  fure !    fearch  into  every 

angle 

And  corner  of  the  court ;  oh,  my  fhame ! — Mother, 
Your  fon  is  flain  !  Theodoret,  noble  Theodoret, 
Here  in  my  arms,  too  weak  a  fanctuary 
'Gainft  treachery  and  murder!    Say,  is  the  traitor 
taken  ? 

i  Guard.  No  man  hath  paft  the  chamber,  on  my 
life,  Sir. 

fbi.  Set  prefent  fire  unto  the  place,  that  all  unfeen 
May  perifh  in  this  mifchief !  who  moves  flow  to't 
Shall  add  unto  the  flame. 

Erun.  What  mean  you  ?  give  me  your  private  hearing. 

Tbi.  Perfuafiqn  is  a  partner  in  the  crime : 

I  will 


I72      THE     TRAGEDY     OF 

I  \vill  renounce  my  claim  unto  a  mother, 
If  you  make  offer  on't. 

Brun.  Ere  a  torch  can  take  flame, 
I  will  produce  the  author  of  the  fact. 

tTbi.  Withdraw!  But,  for  your  lights — ~- 

Memb.  Oh,  my  too-true  fufpicion  ! 

[Exeunt  Mart,  and  Memb. 

Tbi.  .Speak !  where's  the  engine  to  this  horrid  act  ? 

Brun.  Here  you  do  behold  her  ->  upon  whom  make 

good 

Your  caufelefs  rage  !  The  deed  was  done 
By  my  incitement,  and  not  yet  repented. 

Tin.  Whither  did   Nature  Hart,  when  you  con- 

ceiv'd 

A  birth  fo  unlike  woman  ?  Say,  what  part 
Did  not  confent  to  make  a  fon  of  him, 
Referv'd  itfelf  within  you  to  his  ruin  f 

Brun.  Ha,  ha !  a  fon  of  mine  ?  do  not  difTever 
Thy  father's  duft,  fhaking  his  quiet  urn, 
To  which  thy  breath  would  fend  fo  foul  an  iffue. 
My  fon  ?  thy  brother  ? 

fbi.  Was  not  Theodoret  my  brother  ? 
Or  is  thy  tongue  confederate  with  thy  heart, 
To  fpeak  and  do  only  things  monilrous  ? 

Brun.  Hear  me,  and  thou  fhah  make  thine  own 

belief: 

Thy  ftill-with-forrow-mention*d  father  liv'd 
Three  careful  years,  in  hope  of  wiihed  heirs, 
When  I  conceiv'd,  being  from  his  jealous  fear 
Enjoin'd  to  quiet  home  :  One  fatal  day, 
Tranfported  with  my  pleafure  to  the  chafe,. 
I  forc'd  command,  and  in  purfuit  of  game 
Fell  from  my  horfe,  loft  both  my  child  and  hopes. 
Defpair,  which  only  in  his  love  law  life 
Worthy  of  being,  from  a  gard'ner's  arms 
Snatch'd  t!  is  unlucky  brat,  and  call'd  it  mine* 
When  the  next  year  repaid  my  lofs  with  thee, 
But  in  thy  wrongs  preferv'cl  my  mifery ; 
Which,  that  I  might  diminifh,  tho'  not  end, 

My 
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My  lighs  and  wet  eyes,  from  thy  father's  will, 
Bequeath  this  largeft  part  of  his  dominions 
Of  France,  unto  thee,  and  only  left  Auftracia 
Unto  that  changeling;  whofe  life  affords 
Too  much  of  ill  'gainft  me  to  prove  my  words, 
And  call  him  ftranger. 

m.  Come,  do  not  weep!  I  mud,  nay  do  believe  you; 
And,  in  my  father's  fatisfaction,  count  it 
Merit,  not  wrong,  or  lofs. 

Brun.  You  do  but  flatter; 
There's  anger  yet  flames  in  your  eyes. 

m.  See,  I  will  quench  it,  and  confefs  that  you 
Have  fuffer'd  double  travail  for  me. 

Brun.  You  will  not  fire  the  houfe  then  ? 

fbi.  Rather  reward  the  author  who  gave  caufe 
Of  knowing  fuch  a  fecret  j  my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  affurance  on't. 

Brun.  Protaldye,  rife, 
Good  faithful  fervant !  Heaven  knows 
How  hardly  he  was  drawn  to  this  attempt. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

fbi.  Protaldye  ?  He  had  a  gardener's  fate,  I'll  fwear. 
Fell  by  thy  hand J7  ? 
Sir,  we  do  owe  unto  you  for  this  fervice. 

Brun.  Why  look'ft  thou  fo  dejected  ? 

Enter  Marfell. 

Prct.  I  want  a  little 
Shift,  lady;  nothing  elfe. 

Mart.  The  fires  are  ready ; 

Pleafe  it  your  Grace  withdraw,  whilft  we  perform 
Your  pleafure. 

7  Fell  by  thy  hand.~\  So  oldelt  quarto  ;  fubfequent  editions,  TELL 
fy  thy  hand :  To  redtify  this,  Seward  propofes  the  following  (which 
he  calls  a  very  probable)  conjecture  :  *  I  fuppofe  the  tranfcriber  to 
'  have  accidentally  contnfted  To  fall  into  tall,  and  this  making  no 
'  fenfe,  the  fHt  printers,  by  way  of  correction  read  teil,  which  feeirr'd 
'  to  make  fomething  that  approach'd  to  a  meaning.' 
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fbi.  Referve  them  for  the  body :  Since 
He  had  the  fate  to  live  and  die  a  prince, 
He  fhall  not  lofe  the  title  in  his  funeral.  [Exit. 

Mart.  His  fate  to  live  a  prince  ?  Thou  old  Impiety, 
Made  up  by  luft  and  mifchief !  Take  up  the  body. 
[Exeunt  with  the  body  of  ^heodoret. 

Enter  LecuVe  and  a  Servant. 

Lee.  Doft  think  Leforte's  fure  enough  ? 

Serv.  As  bonds 

Can  make  him  :  I  have  turn'd  his  eyes  to  th'  Eaft, 
And  left  him  gaping  after  the  morning-ftar. 
His  head  is  a  mere  aflrolobe ;  his  eyes 
Stand  for  the  poles,  the  gag  in  his  mouth  being 
The  coachman,  his  five  teeth  have  the  neareit  reiem- 

blance 
To  Charles's  Wain 

Lee.  Thou  haft  cafl  a  figure 
Which  fhall  raife  thee :  Direct  my  hair  a  little; 
And  in  my  likenefs  to  him  read  a  fortune 
Suiting  thy  largefl  hopes. 

Seru.  You  are  fo  far  'bove  likenefs,  you're  the 

fame  \ 

If  you  love  mirth,  perfuade  him  from  himfelf. 
It  is  but  an  aftronomer  out  of  the  way, 
And  lying  will  bear  the  better  place  for't. 

Lee.  I 

Have  profitabler  ufe  in  hand :  Hafle  to 
The  queen,  and  tell  her  how  you  left  me  chang'd  ! 

[Exit  Sery. 

Who  would  not  ferve  this  virtuous  active  queen  ? 
She  that  loves  mifchief  'bove  the  man  that  does  it, 
And  him  above  her  pleafure ;  yet  knows  no  Heavea 
die. 

Enter  Thierry. 

3*bi.  How  well  this  lonenefs  fuits  the  art  I  feek, 
Difcovering  fecret  and  fucceeding  fate, 

Knowledge 
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Knowledge  that  puts  all  lower  happinefs  on, 

With  a  remifs  and  carelefs  hand ! — 

Fair  peace  unto  your  meditations,  father ! 

Lee.  The  fame  to  you  you  bring,  Sir  ! 

m.  Drawn  by  your  much-fam'd  ikill,  I  come  t* 

know 

Whether  the  man  who  owes  this  character 3? 
Shall  e'er  have  iffue. 

Lee.  A  refolution  falling  with  mofl  eafe 
Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  nam'd !   He   is   a. 

prince 
Whofe  fortune  you  enquire. 

m.  He's  nobly  born. 

Lee.  He  had  a  dukedom  lately  fall'n  unto  him, 
JBy  one,  call'd  brother,  who  has  left  a  daughter. 

m.  The  queftion  is  of  heirs,  not  lands, 

Lee.  Heirs  ?  yes ; 
He  lhall  have  heirs. 

fbi.  Begotten  of  his  body  ? 
Why  look'ft  thou  pale  ? 
Thou  canft  not  fuffer  in  his  want. 

Lee.  Nor  thou  ; 

I  neither  can  nor  v/ill  give  further  knowledge 
To  thee. 

<fbi.  Thou  muft  !  I  am  the  man  myfelf, 
Thy  fovereign  ;  who  muft  owe  unto  thy  wifdorn 
Jn  the  concealing  of  my  barren  fhame. 

Lee.  Your  Grace  doth  wrong  your  ftars :  If  this  bf 

yours, 
You  may  have  children. 

tfhi.  Speak  it  again  ! 

Lee.  You  may  have  fruitful  iflue. 

%*bi.  By  whom  ?  when  ?  how  ? 

Lee.  It  was  the  fatal  means  firft  flruck  my  blood 

39  Who  owes  this  character.  ]  /'.  e.  who  owns,  a  word  often  men 
tioned  before  as  common  to  al!  the  old  Engliih  writers  ;  as  in  the  old 
editions  of  the  Bible,  The  man  who  oweth  this  girdle.  The  dnra&er 
is  the  calculation  of  his  nativity,  which  his  mother  advis'd  him  to  lay 
before  Leforte.  The  word  rtf9$utbxt  in  Lecure's  anfwer  to  this, 
the  fam.e  wi\hfolution.  Scward. 

With 
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With  the  cold  hand  of  Wonder,  when  I  read  it 
Printed  upon  your  birth. 

¥bi.  Can  there  be  any  way  unfmooth,  has  end 
So  fair  and  good  ? 

Lee.  We  that  behold  the  fad  afpefts  of  Heav'n  4% 
Leading  fenfe-blinded  men,  feel  grief  enough 
To  know,  tho'  not  to  fpeak  their  miferies. 

fbt.  Sorrow  muft  lofe  a  name  4I,  where  mine  finds 

life! 

If  not  in  thee,  at  leaft  eafe  pain  with  fpeed, 
Which  muft  know  no  cure  clfe. 

Lee.  Then  thus  : 

The  firft  of  females  which  your  eye  fhall  meet 
Before  the  fun  next  rife,  coming  from  out 
The  temple  of  Diana,  being  (lain,  you  live 
Father  of  many  fons.  \Exit. 

fbi.  Cairft  thou  this  fadnefs  ?  can  I  beget  a  fon 
Deferving  lefs,  than  to  give  recompenfe 

*°  We  that  behold  the  fad  afpefis  of  Hearfn, 
Leading  fenje  blinded,  men  feel  grief  enough 
¥0  know,  tho"*  not  to  fpeak  their  miferies.]  The  change  of  a 
comma,  and  the  infertion  of  a  hyphen,  are  neceffary  to  the  cure  of 
this  paffage.     Lecure  is  pretending  great  companion,  and  fays  that 
we  that  are  learned  in  the  fad  afpeds  of  Heaven,  which  lead  men 
fenfe-blinded  to  their  fate,  have  grief  enough  to  know  and  not  to  de 
clare  the  miferies  of  men.  Seward. 

**  Sorrow  muft  lofe  a  name,  where  mine  finds  life  ; 

If  not  in  thee,  at  leaft  eafe  pain  with  fpeed.  ~\  This  feems  ob- 
fcure,  the  firft  is  a  very  poetic  fentiment, 

Sorrow  mujl  lofe  a  name, 

t.  e.  Lofe  its  being  where  mine,  *.  e.  my  name  finds  life ;  by  my 
gaining  heirs  to  it.  Then  he  anfwers  what  Lecure  had  before  faid  of 
his  grief  in  the  foreknowledge  of  the  means  of  gaining  him  heirs ;  if, 
fays  he,  you  cannot  eafe  your  own  grief,  at  leaft  eafe  mine.  The 
relative  my  inferted,  gives  this  fenfe,  and  it  being  common  in  our  Poets 
to  cut  off  the  initial  or  final  vowel  of  one  word,  when  the  following 
or  former  begins  or  ends  with  another  vowel.  The  infertion  will  not 
alter  the  meafure,  the  a  in  at  being  here  cut  off.  Seward. 

Seward  reads, 

If  not  in  thee,  't  leaft  eafe  my  pain,  &c. 

The  infertion  is  needlefs  ;  and  the  elifion,  like  many  hundred  others, 
ridiculous.  The  paffage  feems  to  be  corrupt.  The  firft  line  is,  we 
think,  ingenioufly  and  juftly  interpreted  ;  but  the  two  next  will  not 
convey  the  meaning  Seward  has  affigned  to  them. 

Unto 
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Unto  fo  poor  a  lofs  ?  Whatever  thou  art, 

Reft  peaceable,  blefs'd  creature,  born  to  be 

Mother  of  princes,  whofe  grave  Ihall  be  more  fruitful 

Than  others'  marriage-beds  !  Methinks  his  art 

Should  give  her  form  and  happy  figure  to  me  j 

I  long  to  fee  my  happinefs :  He's  gone  ! 

As  I  remember,  he  nam'd  my  brother's  daughter; 

Were  it  my  mother,  'twere  a  gainful  death 

Could  give  Ordella's  virtue  living  breath !       [Exit. 


ACT     IV.         SCENE     I. 

Enter  Thierry  and  Mart  ell. 
Mart.  T. T OUR  Grace  is  early  ftirring. 

m.  How  can  he  fkep, 
Whofe  happinefs  is  laid  up  in  an  hour, 
He  knows  comes  dealing  toward  him  ?  Oh,  Martell ! 
Is't  poffible  the  longing  bride,  whofe  wifhes 
Out-run  her  fears,  can,  on  that  day41  file's  married, 
Confume  in  (lumbers  ?  or  his  arms  ruft  in  eafe, 
That  hears  the  charge,  and  fees  the  honour'd  purchafe 
Ready  to  gild  his  valour  ?  Mine  is  more, 
A  power  above  thefe  paflions  ;  this  day  France 
(France,  that  in  want  of  iffue  withers  with  us, 
And  like  an  aged  river  runs  his  head 
Into  forgotten  ways)  again  I  ranfom, 
And  his  fair  courfe  turn  right :  This  day  Thierry, 
The  fon  of  France 4?,  whofe  manly  powers  like  prifonerg 
Have  been  tied  up,  and  fetter'd,  by  one  death 

4S  Can  on  that  day,  &c  ]  Seward  rejefts  the  word  on. 

41    <This  day  Thierry, 

T'be  Ton  of  France,  ^.vhofe  manly  powers  like  prifonsrt 

Have  been  tied  up J   That  this  is  good  fenle  is  allow'd,  but 

thst  the/kv  of  France  is  much  more  poetical,  I  believe  will  be  equally 
allow'd.  How  long  the  fun  h:is  been  the  emblem  of  the  French  King, 
I  have  no  book  by  me  that  wiil  tell  us.  It  was  the  emblem  which 
Louis  the  Fourteenth  moil  delighted  in,  if  it  was  of  older  date  in  the 
arms  of  France,  it  would  be  a  confirmation  of  the  emendation  here, 

VOL.  X.  M  and 
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Gives  life  to  thoufand  ages ;  this  day  beauty, 
The  envy  of  the  world,  the  pleafure,  glory, 
Content  above  the  world,  defire  beyond  it, 
Are  made  mine  own,  and  ufeful ! 

Mart.  Happy  woman 
That  dies  to  do  thefe  things ! 

m.  But  ten  times  happier 
That  lives  to  do  the  greater  !  Oh,  Martell, 
The  gods  have  heard  me  now  ;  and  thofe  that  fcorn'd 

me, 

Mothers  of  many  children,  and  blefs'd  fathers, 
That  fee  their  ifiiies  like  the  ftars  nnnumber'd, 
Their  comforts  more  than  them,  fhall  in  my  praifes 
Now  teach  their  infants  fongs ;  and  tell  their  ages 
From  fuch  a  fon  of  mine,  or  fuch  a  queen, 
That  chafte  Orclella  brings  me.    Bleffed  marriage, 
The  chain  that  links  two  holy  loves  together ! 
And,  in  the  marriage,  more  than  blefs'd  Orclella, 

and  ft  ill  more  fu,  of  the  exquifite  beauty  of  the  following  pafihge  of 
Shakefpeare  in  Harry  the  Fifth,  the  French  King  defcribing  the 
battle  of  Creffy, 

When  Creify  battle  fatally  was  ilruck  ; 

And  all  .oar  princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 

Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales  : 

While  that  his  mountain-fire  on  mountain  Handing, 

Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  fun, 

Saw  his  heroic  feed,  and  fmil'd  to  lee  him 

Mangle  the  work  of  Nature ' 

WVe  a  painter  to  give  us  this  battle  in  colour}, what  a  noole  image" 
rr.tght  he  take  from  hence?  The  king  of  more  than  human  ftature, 
and  enlarg'd  beyond  the  ftrift  rutes  of  perfpeclive,  aloft  on  a  hill,  with 
the  fun  in  his  zenith  darting  all  his  glory  round  his  head.  Shake-v 
fpearc  exprefies  this  in  words  that  exceed  all  colours,  mountain  when 
made  an  adjective  is  fomething  beyond  the  epitbetnvoS,  waft,  immenfe. 
J  mould  not  have  mentioned  this  bat  to  fhew  the  fallibility  of  criticiim, 
fince  the  greateil  of  the  critics  on  Shakefpeare  for  titounfAin-Jirt  reads 
mounting  fire,  and  rejeds  the  line 

'  Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  fun,' 
as  the  nonfenfical  insertion  of  fome  playt-r.     As  to  the  change;  I  pro* 
pofe  of  fon  tv/iea,   1  flial!  not  inferc  it  in  the  text,  as  the  former^ 
though  not  ib  poetical,   m:iy  perhaps  be  thought  full  as  proper,  now 
he  is  talking  or  ;t  !un  latucceed  him.  Stwatrd. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  the  text  is  genuine ;  yet  there  is  an  amufmg 
conceited neis  in  Seward*s  note,  \vhich  has  induced  us  co  retain  it. 

That 
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That  comes  fo  near  the  facrament  itfelf, 
The  priefls  doubt  whether  purer  ! 

Mart.  Sir,  you're  loft  ! 

m.  I  prithee  let  me  be  fo  ! 

Mart.  .  The  day  wears  ; 

And  thbfe  that  have  been  offering  early  prayers, 
Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

m.  Stand,  and  mark  then  ! 

Mart.  Is  it  the  fir  ft  miifc  fuffer  ? 

m.  The  firit  woman. 

Mart.  What  hand  fiiall  do  it,  Sir  ? 

'Tbi.  This  hand,  Martell  ; 
For  who  lefs  dare  prefurne  to  give  the  gods 
An  incenfe  of  this  offering? 

Mart.  'Would  I  were  {he  ! 
For  fuch  a  way  to  die,  and  iV.ch  a  bl  effing, 
Can  never  crown  my  parting.       [Two  men  fafs  ever, 

Thi.  ''What  are  thole  ? 

Mart.  Meii,  men,  Sir,  men. 

Tbi.   Tne  plagues  of  men  light  on  *em  ! 
They  crofs  my  hopes  like  hares.     Who's  that  ? 

[_A  pritft  fajj'cs  over* 

Mart.  A  prieft,  Sir. 

Fbi.  'Would  he  were  gelt  ! 

Mart,  'tvlay  not  thefe  rafcals  ferve,  Sir^ 
Well  hang'd  and  quarter'd  ? 

fki.  No. 

Mart.  Here  comes  a  woman. 


Enter  Or  delta  fe'/'< 

"Tbi.  Stand,  and  behold  her  then  ! 

Mart.  I  think,  a  fair  one. 

m.  Move  nor,  VvhilftI  prepare  her:  May  lief  peace, 
(Like  his  whofe  innocence  the  gcds  are  pleas'd  with, 
And>  offering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  foul 
Far  purer  than  thofe  fires)  pull  Heav'n  upon  her  ! 
You  holy  powers,  no  human  fpot  dwell  in  her  ! 
No  love  of  any  thing,  but  you  and  gocdnefs, 
Tie  her  to  earth  !  Fear  be  a  ftnngertohers 

M  2  And 
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And  all  weak  blood's  affe&ions,  but  thy  hope, 
Let  her  bequeath  to  women  !  Hear  me,  Heav'n  ! 
Give  her  a  fpirit  mafculine,  and  noble, 
Fit  for  yourfelves  to  afk,  and  me  to  offer ! 
Oh,  let  her  meet  my  blow,  dote  on  her  death ; 
And  as  a  wanton  vine  bows  to  the  pruner, 
That,  by  his  cutting  off  more  may  encreafe, 
So  let  her  fall  to  raife  me  fruit ! — Hail,  woman ; 
The  happieft,  and  the  beft,  (if  thy  dull  will 
Do  not  abufe  thy  fortune)  France  e'er  found  yet ! 
Ord.  She's  more  than  dull,  Sir,  lefs,  and  worfe 

than  woman, 

That  may  inherit  fuch  an  infinite 
As  you  propound,  a  greatnefs  fo  near  goodnefs, 
And  brings  a  will  to  rob  her. 

fbi.  Tell  me  this  then ; 
Was  there  e'er  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found. 
That  for  fair  fame,  unfpotted  memory, 
For  Virtue's  fake,  and  only  for  itfelf-fake, 
Has,  cr  dare  make  a  Itory  ? 

Ord.  Many  dead,  Sir ; 
Living,  I  think,  as  many. 
m.  Say,  the  kingdom 
May  from  a  woman's  will  receive  a  blefllhg, 
The  king  and  kingdom,  not  a  private  fafety, 
A  general  blefiing,  lady  ? 

Ord.  A  general  curie 
Light  on  her  heart,  denies  it ! 

m.  Full  of  honour! 
And  fuch  examples  as  the  former  ages 
We're  but  dim  fhadows  of,  and  empty  figures  ? 
Ord.  You  ftrangely  ftir  me,  Sir ;  and  were  my 

weaknefs 

In  any  other  flefh  but  modeft  woman's, 
You  fhould  not  afk  more  queftions :  May  I  do  it  ? 
¥bi.  You  may;  and,  which  is  more,  you  muft. 
Ord.  I  joy  in't, 

Above  a  moderate  gladnefs  !  Sir,  you  promife 
It  lhall  be  honeft  ? 
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As  ever  Time  difcover'd. 
Ord.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  what  it  dare, 
I  have  a  mind  will  hazard  it. 

m.  But,  hark  you ; 
What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  this  blefling  ? 

Ord.  Only  her  duty,  Sir. 

Tbi.  'Tis  terrible ! 

Ord.  'Tis  fo  much  the  more  noble. 

fbi.  'Tis  full  of  fearful  fliadows  ! 

Ord.  So  is  fleep,  Sir, 

Or  any  thing  that's  merely  ours,  and  mortal ; 
We  were  begotten  gods  elfe  :  But  thofe  fears, 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of -nobler  thoughts, 
Fly,  like  the  fhapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing, 

SfJi.  Suppofe  it  death  ! 

Ord.  I  do. 

Tbi.  And  endlefs  parting 

With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  fweetnefs, 
With  youth,  fcrength,  pleafure,  people,  time,  nay 

reafon  ! 

For  in  the  filent  grave,  no  converfation, 
No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers, 
No  careful  father's  counfel,  nothing's  heard44, 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 
Duft  and  an  endlefs  darknefs  :  And  dare  you,  woman^ 
Defire  this  place  ? 

Ord.  'Tis  of  all  fleeps  the  fweeteft : 
Children  begin  it  to  us,  ftrong  men  feek  it, 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  their  painted  glories 
Fall,  like  fpent  exhalations,  to  this  centre : 
And  thofe  are  fools  that  fear  it,  or  imagine 
A  few  unhandfome  pleafures,  or  life's  profits, 
Can  rccompenfe  this  place  j  and  mad  that  ftay  it, 
Till  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humours 
Bring  them  difpers'd  to  th'  earth. 

Tbi.  Then  you  can  fuffer  ? 

Ord.  As  willingly  as  fay  it. 

m.  Martell,  a  wonder  ! 

44  ,  nothings  na:d.]   Amended  in  1/50. 

M  3  Here 
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Here  is  a  woman  that  dares  die. — Yet,  tell  me. 
Are  you  a  wife  ? 
Ord.  I  am.  Sir. 
ThL  And  have  children  ? — 
She  fighs,  and  weeps  ! 
Ord.  Oh,  none.  Sir. 

Tbi.  Dare  you  venture, 
For  a  poor  barren  praife  you  ne'er  fliall  hear. 
To  part  with  thefe  fweet  hopes  ? 

Ord.  With  all  but  Heaven, 
And  yet  die  full  of  children  :  He  that  reads  me 
When  I  am  afhes,  is  my  Ion  in  wifhes ; 
And  thofe  chafte  dames  that  keep  rny  memory, 
Singing  my  yearly  requiems,  are  my  daughters. 

xfet  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  know 
ledge, 
And  what  I  mull  do,  lady. 

'Ord.  You  are  the  king,  Sir, 
And  what  you  do  I'll  fuffer ;  and  that  bleffing 
That  you  defire,  the  gods  fhower  on  the  kingdom  ! 

Thi.  Thus  much  before  I  ftrike  then  -,  for  I  muft 

kill  you, 

The  gods  have  will'd  it  fo :  Thou'rt  made  the  bleffing-45 
Muft  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a  man. 
'•Keep  up  your  fbrength  fliil  nobly ! 

Ord.  Fear  me  not. 

¥bL  And  meet  Death  like  a  meafure ! 

Ord.  I  am  ftedfaft. 

5?" «/.  Thou  (halt  be  fainted,  woman ;  and  thy  tomb 
Cut  out  in  cryflal,  pure  and  good  as  thou  art  \ 
And  on  it  fhall  be  graven  every  age4"; 


45  They're  made  the  Ikjpng.']  Amended  in  1750. 
^  And  on  it  foall  be  graven,  every  age, 

Succeeding  peers  cf -France  that  rife  by  thy  fally 
Tell  tbc-uiffi  there  like  6,'ti and fru itfid Nature.}  I  flatter  my felf, 
that  I  have  fully  cured  this  palTn^e,   by  making  a  colon  irilead  of  a 
comma  at  the  end  of  ihefecsnd  line,  and  changing  tell  to  '////.    The 


of 
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Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rife  by  thy  fall, 
Tell  thou  lieft  there  like  old  and  fruitful  Nature. 
Dar'ft  thou  behold  thy  happineis  ? 

Ord.  I  dare,  Sir. 

<Thi.  Ha  !        [Pulls  off  ber  veil,  lets  fall  bisfword. 

Mart.  Oh,  Sir,  you  muft  not  do  it. 

'TM.  No,  I  dare  not ! 
There  is  an  angel  keeps  that  paradife, 
A  fiery  angel,  friend.     Oh,  virtue,  virtue, 
Ever  and  endlefs  virtue  ! 

Ord.  Strike,  Sir,  ftrike ! 

And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  France  may  merit, 
Give  me  a  thoufand  blows  !  be  killing  me 
A  thoufand  days  1 

Thi.  Firft,  let  the  earth  be  barren, 
And  man  no  more  remember'd  !  Rife,  Ordella, 
The  neareft  to  thy  Maker,  and  the  pureft 
That  everdull  flefh  fhew'ci  us ! — Oh,  my  heart-firings ! 

[£*i/? 

Mart.  I  fee  you  full  of  wonder ;  therefore,  nobleft, 
And  truer!  amongft  women,  I  will  tell  you 
The  end  of  this  ftrange  accident. 

Ord.  Amazement 

Has  fo  much  won  upon  my  heart  4%  that  truly 
I  feel  myfelf  unfit  to  hear:  Oh,  Sir, 
My  lord  has  flighted  me  ! 

'  of  all  things.'     The  image  is  full  as  noble  as  the  famous  fimile  of 
Virgil  of  the  city  of  Rome  to  Berecynthia  the  mother  of  the  gods  $ 

• Ilia  indyta  Roma 

Felix  prole  <virum.     Quaiis  Berecyntbta  mater, 

ln*vehitur  curru  Phrygian  turrit  a  per  Utbes, 

L&ta  Deum  partu,  centum  complex  a  nep&teSj 

Qmxes  Ccelkolas,  o?nnes  fufira  alt  a  tensvtes.  Scivard. 

The  old  text  (with  no  variation,  but  &  ilronger  point,  a  iemicolon, 
at  the  end  of  the  firft  line)  is  much  preferable  :  The  fenfe  then  is 
plain  and  eafy  :  *  Every  age  fhal!  be  graven  on  thy  tomb  ;  and  the 
'  fucceeding  French  princes  fhall  tell,  having  rifen  from  thy  fall, 
*  that  thou  lieft  there  like  fruitful  Nature/  The  cbfcurity  proceeds 
frora  the  omiffion  of  the  fecond/Az//. 

*?  Has  jo  much  wp/e  upon  my  heart.~\  Wove  is  a  ftrarge  exprefilon 
here,  and  much  Jefs  in  the  manner  of  our  Poets,  than  the  word 
fubflituted. 

M  4  Mart. 
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Mart.  Oh,  no,  fweet  lady. 

Ord.  Robb'd  me  of  fuch  a  glory,  by  his  pity 
And  mpfl  unprovident  refpeft 

Mart.  Dear  lady, 
It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Ord.  Elfe  where  the  day  is, 
And  hours  diilinguifh  time,  time  runs  to  ages, 
And  ages  end  the  world,  I  had  been  fpoken ! 

Mart.  I'll  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but  your  patience 
Will  give  me  hearing. 

Ord.  If  I  have  tranfgrefs'd, 
Forgive  me,  Sir ! 

Mart.  Your  noble  lord  was  counfelPd 
(Grieving  the  barrennefs  between  you  both, 
And  all  the  kingdom  with  him48)  to  feek  out 
A  man  that  knew  the  fecrets  of  the  gods : 
He  went,  found  fuch  an  one,  and  had  this  anfwerj 
That  if  he  would  have  ifTuc,  on  this  morning, 
(For  this  hour  was  prefix'd  him)  he  fhould  kill 
The  firft  he  met,  being  female,  from  the  temple, 
And  then  he  fhould  have  children  :  The  miftake 
Is  now  too  perfect,  lady. 

Ord.  Still  'tis  I,  Sir; 

For  may  this  work  be  done  by  common  women  ? 
Durfl  any  but  myfelf,  that  knew  the  bleffing, 
And  felt  the  benefit,  affume  this  dying  ? 
In  any  other,  'thad  been  loft  and  nothing, 
A  curfe  and  not  a  blefiing :  I  was  figur'd ; 
And  fhall  a  little  fondnefs  bar  my  purchafe  ? 

Mart.  Where  fhould  he  then  feek  children  ? 

Ord.  Where  they  are ; 
In  wombs  ordain'd  for  ifllies;  in  thofe  beauties 

4*  And  all  the  kingdom  with  him."\  Was  all  the  kingdom  coun- 
felPd  to  feek  out  an  aiirologer  ?  This  Teems  the  confirudtion  of  the 
words  as  they  now  (land  :  1  read, 

And  all  the  kingdom's  with  him, 
i.  e.  all  the  kingdom*  barrennefs  in  his.  SeivarJ. 

Seward  mifconceived  this  paflpige :  Kingdom  refers  to  grieving 
not  to  cou*f tiled. 

That 
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That  blefs  a  marriage-bed49,  and  make  it  procreant 
With  kilTes  that  conceive,  and  fruitful  pleafures : 
Mine,  like  a  grave,  buries  thofe  loyal  hopes. 
And  too  a  grave  it  covets. 

Mart.  You  are  too  good, 
Too  excellent,  too  honeft !  Rob  not  us, 
And  thofe  that  fhall  hereafter  feek  example, 
Of  fuch  ineftimable  worth  rn  woman  5°, 
Your  lord  of  fuch  obedience,  all  of  honour ! 
In  coveting  a  cruelty  is  not  yours, 
A  will  fhort  of  your  wifdom,  make  not  Error 
A  tombrtone  of  your  virtues,  whofe  fair  life 
Deferves  a  conftellation  !  Your  lord  dare  not, 
He  cannot,  ought  not,  muft  not  run  this  hazard  $ 
He  makes  a  feparation  Nature  (hakes  at, 
The  gods  deny,  and  everlafling  Juitice 
Shrinks  back,  and  fheaths  her  fword  at. 

Ord.  All's  but  talk,  Sir  ! 
I  find  to  what  I  am  referv'd,  and  needful : 
And  tho'  my  lord's  companion  makes  me  poor, 
And  leaves  me  in  my  befl  ufe 51,  yet  a  ftrength 
Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondnefs,  finds  me : 
The  gods  have  given  it  to  me  s*.        [Draws  a  knife. 

Mart.  Self-deflTuftion  ? 

Now  all  good  angels  blefs  thee  !  oh,  fweet  lady ! 
You  are  a.bus'd;  this  is  a  way  to  lhame  you, 
And  with  you  all  that  know  you,  all  that  love  you  j 

49  That  blefs  a  marriage  bed^  and  make  it  proceed 

With  kijfis  tlat  conceive.]  The  variation  in  the  text  is  by  Sevvard. 
The  conjecture  is  happy,  and  very  poffibly  reiiores  the  original  word. 
We  might  read  breed  i  but  Seward's  text  is  more  elegant. 

5°  Of  fuch  inclinable  worthies  in  woman.]  Former  editions.   The 
original  might  have  been  either  'worths  or  worth.  Sevvard. 

5*  And  leaves  me  in  my  beft  ufe.]  i.  e.   Neglefts  putting  me  to  the 
ufe  I  am  moft  fit  for,  the  beii  ufe  I  can  be  employed  in. 

5  a  yet  a  ftrcngth 

Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondnefs  finds  me  : 
•   *[ he  gods  have  given  it  to  me.]    This  reading  may  be  conflra'd 
into  fenfe,  but  the  change  of  a  colon  to  a  comma,  and  the  omitfion 
of  the  relative  it  makes  it  much  more  eafy.  Seward. 

Surely,  thefe  variations  greatly  injured  the  text, 

To 
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To  ruin  all  you  build  !  Would  you  be  famous  ? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Ord,  I  would  be  what  I  fhould  be. 

Mart.  Live  and  confirm  the  gods  then !  live  and 

be  loaden 

With  more  than  olives  bear  53,  or  fruitful  autumn ! 
This  way  you  kill  your  merit,  kill  your  caufe, 
And  him  you  would  raife  life  to  :  Where  or  how 
Got  you  thefe  bloody  thoughts  ?  what  devil  durfl 
Look  on  that  angel  face,  and  tempt  ?  do  you  know 
What  'tis  to  die  thus  ?  how  you  flrike  the  flars, 
And  all  good  things  above  us  ?  do  you  feel 
What  follows  a  felf-blood  ?  whither  you  venture^ 
And  to  what  punifhment  ?  Excellent  lady. 
Be  not  thus,  cozen'd  !  do  not  fool  yourfelf  1 
The  prieft  was  never  his  own  facrifice, 
But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Ord.  I  am  counfell'd. 

Mart.  And  I  am  glad  on't;  lie,  I  know  you  dare  not. 

Ord.  I  never  have  done  yet. 

Mart.  Pray  take  my  comfort ! 
Was  this  a  foul  to  lofe  ?  two  more  fuch  women 
Would  fave  their  fex.     See,  fhe  repents  and  prays  \ 
Oh,  hear  her,  hear  her!  if  there  be  a  faith 
Able  to  reach  your  mercies,  fhe  hath  fent  it. 

Ord.  Now,  good  Martell,  confirm  me! 

Mart.  I  will,  lady, 

And  ever}7-  hour  advife  you ;  for  I  doubt 
Whether  this  plot  be  Heav'n's,  or  Hell's  your  mother  { 
And  I  will  find  it,  if  it  be  in  mankind 
TQ  fearch  the  centre  of  it :  In  the  mean  time, 
I'll  give  you  out  for  dead,  and  by  yourfelf, 
And  fhew  the  Inftrument ;  fo  ihall  I  find 
A  joy  that  will  betray  her. 

Ord.  Do  what's  fittefti 
An^i  I  will  follow  you. 

Mart.  Then  ever  live 
Both  able  to  engrofs  all  love,  and  give  !       [Exeunt* 

s*  With  more  than  olives  bear.]    So  firft  quarto.     Sc ward  reads, 
9//>zv  bears. 

Enter 
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Enter  Brunhalt  and  Protaldye* 

Brun.  I  am  in  labour 

TVbe  deliver'def  that  burthenous  project 
I  have  fo  long  gone  with !  Ha,  here's  the  midwife : 
Or  life,  or  death  ? 

Enter  Leettre. 

Lee.  If  in  the  fuppofition 

Of  her  death  in  whole  life  you  die,  you  afk  me^ 
I  think  you're  fafe. 

Brun.  Is  fhe  dead  ? 

Lee.  T  have  us'd 

All  mcano  to  make  her  fo :  I  few  him  waiting 
A4-  eh'  temple  door,  and  us'd  fu^h  art  within, 
That  only  fhe  of  all  her  fex  was  iaft 
Giv'n  up  unto  his  fury. 

Brun.  Which  if  love 
Or  fear  made  him  forbear  to  execute, 
The  vengeance  he  determin'd  his  fond  pity 
Shall  draw  it  on  himfelf  \  for  were  there  left 
Not  any  man  but  he,  to  ferve  my  pleafures, 
Or  from  me  to  receive  commands,  (which  are 
The  joys  for  which  I  love  life)  he  fhould  be 
Remov'-J,  and  I  alone  left  to  be  queen 
O'er  any  part  of  goodnefs  that's  left  in  me.  ; 

Lee.  If  you  are  fo  refolv'd,  I  have  provided 
A  means  to  fhip  him  hence  :  Look  upon  this, 
But  touch  it  fparingly ;  for  this  once  us'd, 
Say  but  to  dry  a  tear,  will  keep  the  eye-lid 
From  clofmg,  until  Death  perform  that  office. 

Brun.  Give't  me  !  I  may  have  ufe  of 't ;  and  on  you 
I'll  make  the  firft  experiment,  if  one  figh 
Or  heavy  look  beget  the  leaft  fufpicion, 
Childifh  compafTion  can  thaw  the  ice 
Of  nyour  fo-long-congeal'd  and  flinty  hardnefs. 

'Slight,  go  on  conflant,  or  I  fhall 

Prot.  Bed  lady, 
We  have  no  faculties  which  are  not  yours. 

Lee. 
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Lee.  Nor  will  be  any  thing  without  you. 

Brun.  Be  fo, 

And  we  will  Hand  or  fall  together :  For 
Since  we  have  gone  fo  far,  that  Death  muft  flay 
The  journey,  which  we  wifli  Ihould  ru^yer  end, 
And  innocent,  or  guilty,  we  muft  die  -, 
When  we  do  fo,  let's  know  the  reafon  why  ! 

Enter  Thierry  and  Courtiers, 

Lee.  The  king ! 

fbi.  Well  be  alone. 

Prof.  I  would  I  had 
A  convoy  too,  to  bring  me  fafe  off! 
For  rage,  altho'  it  be  allay M  with  forrow> 
Appears  fo  dreadful  in  him,  that  I  (hake 
To  look  upon  it. 

Brun.  Coward,  I  will  meet  it, 
And  know  from  whence't  has  birth.     Son! 
Thierry ! 

Tbi.  Is  cheating  grown  fo  common  among  men, 
And  thrives  fo  well  here^  that  the  gods  endeavour 
To  practife  it  above  ? 

Brun.  .Your  mother! 

m.  Ha!— 

Or  are  they  only  careful  to  revenge, 
Not  to  reward  ?  or  when,  for  our  offences  54, 
We  ftudy  fatisfaction,  muft  the  cure 
Be  worfe  than  the  difeafe  ? 

Brun.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

tti.  To  lofe  the  ability  to  perform  thofe  duties 
For  which  I  entertain'd  the  name  of  hufband, 
Afit'd  more  than  common  forrow ;  but  to  impofe^ 
For  the  redrefs  of  that  defecl,  a  torture 
In  marking  her  to  death,  (for  whom  alone 
I  felt  that  weaknefs  as  a  want)  requires 
More  than  the  making  the  head  bald,  or  falling 
Thus  flat  upon  the  earth,  or  curfmg  that  way, 
Or  praying  this.     Oh,  fuch  a  fcene  of  grief, 

54  O/-  ««;£*«,  for  your  offences^  .tcrmci  edmoiii.         Swart/.-. 

And 
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And  fo  fet  down,  (the  world  the  ftage  to  aft  on) 

May  challenge  a  tragedian  better  praftis'd 

Than  I  am  to  .exprefs  it !  for  my  caufe 

Of  paffion  is  fo  ftrong,  and  my  performance 

So  weak,  that  tho'  the  part  be  good,  I  fear 

The  ill  acting  of  it  will  defraud  it  of 

The  poor  reward  it  may  deferve,  mens'  pity. 

Brun.  I've  given  you  way  thus  long :  A  king,  and 

what 

Is  more,  my  fon,  and  yet  a  Have  to  that 
Which  only  triumphs  over  cowards,  forrow? 
For  fhame,  look  up  ! 

m.  Is't  you  ?  look  down  on  me ! 
And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  it, 
Let  that  return  to  you,  that  have  brought  forth 
One  mark'd  out  only  for  it! — What  are  thefe? 
Come  they,  upon  your  privilege,  to  tread  on 
The  tomb  of  my  afflictions  ? 

Prof.  No,  not  we,  Sir. 

.    <Tbi.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ceremony 
Due  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes  ? 
Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  forrows, 
But  in  fuch  colours  as  may  fort  with  them  ? 

Prof.  Alas,  we  will  wear  any  thing. 

Brun.  This  is  madnefs ! 
Take  but  my  counfel ! 

m.  Yours  ?  dare  you  again, 
Tho'  arm'd  with  the  authority  of  a  mother^ 
Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you, 
If  fuch  another  fyllable  awake  it  ? 
Go,  and  with  yours  be  fafe;  I  have  fuch  caufe 
Of  grief,  (nay  more,  to  love  it)  that  I  will  not 
Have  fuch  as  thefe  be  fnarers  in  it. 

Lee.  Madam ! 

Prof.  'Another  time  were  better. 

Brun.  Do  not  frir, 
For  I  muft  be  refolv'd,  and  will :  Be  ftatues  ! 

Enter  Martdl. 

fbi.  Ay,  thou  art  welcome;  and  upon  my  foul 

Thou 
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u  art  an  honed  man.    Do  you  fee  ?  he  has  tear$ 
To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigal  expence 
Of  forrow  has  made  bankrupt  of  fueh  treafure  ! 
Nay,  tbou  doft  well. 

Mart.  I  would  it  might  excufe 
The  ill  I  bring  along ! 

7'bi.  Thou  mak'ft  me  fmile 
I'th"'  heighth  of  my  calamities:  As  if 
There  could  be  the  addition  of  an  atom, 
To  the  giant-body  of  my  miferies  ! 
But  try ;  for  T  will  hear  thee.  All  fit  down  !  'tis  death 
To  any  that  lhall  dare  to  interrupt  him 
In  look,  gefture,  or  word. 

Mart,  And  fuch  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  laft,  and  the  beft  ftory 
That  ever  was  deliver'd,  will  become  you. 
The  griev'd  Ordella  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that)  having  from  me, 
Prompted  by  your  laft  parting  groan,  enquir'd 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  catife  foon  learn'd  j 
For  fhe  whom  barbarifm  could  deny  nothing, 
With  fuch  prevailing  efcrneftnefs  djefir'd  it, 
*Twas  not  in  me,  tho'  it  had  been  my  death* 
To  hide  it  from  her  :  She,  I  fay,   in  whom 
All  was,  that  Athens,  Rome,  or  warlike  Sparta^ 
Have  regifter'd  for  good  in  their  beft  women, 
But  nothing  of  their  ill  >  knowing  herfelf 
Mark'd  out  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  but  fure 
A  cruel  one)  to  die,  to  give  you  children ; 
Having  firft  with  a  fettled  countenance 
Look'd  up  to  Heaven,  and  then  upon  herfelf, 
(It  bieing  the  next  beft  object)  and  then  fmil'd, 
As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  fervice 
Would  break  forth,  in  defpite  of  the  much  forrow 
She  fhew'd  fhe  had  to  leave  you  ;  and  then  taking 
Me  by  the  hand,  (this  hand,  which  I  muft  ever 
Love  better  than  1  have  done,  fince  fhe  touch'd  it) 
Go,  laid  fhe,  to  my  lord,  (and  to  go  to  him 
Is  fuch  a  happinefs  I  muft  not  hope  for) 
And  tell  him  that  he  too  much  priz'd  a  trine 

Made- 
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Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 

Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  fake  to  rob 

The  orphan  kingdom  of  fuch  guardians,  as 

Mud  of  neceflity  defcend  from  him ; 

And  therefore,  in  (bine  part  of  recompenfe 

Of  his  much  love,  and  to  fliew  to  the  world 

That  'twas  not  her  fault  only,  but  her  fate, 

That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 

Of  fuch  mod  certain  blefTings ;  yet,  for  proof 

She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her, 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  quick  end 

Should  make  way  for  her.     Which  no  fboner  fpoke, 

But  in  a  moment  this  too-ready  engine 

Made  fuch  a  batteiy  in  the  choiceft  caflle 

That  ever  Nature  made  to  defend  life, 

That  flraight  it  (hook  and  funk. 

m.  Stay  !  dares  any 
Prefume  to  fhed  a  tear  before  me  ?  or 
Afcribe  that  worth  unto  themfelves  to  merit, 
To  do  fo  for  her  ?  I  have  done ,  now  on  ! 

Mart.  Fall'n  thus,  once  more  fhe  fmil'd,  as  if  that 

Death 

For  her  had  flu  died  a  new  \vay  to  fever 
The  foul  and  body,  without  fenfe  of  pain  \ 
And  then,  Tell  him,  quoth  fhe,  what  you  have  feen, 
And  with  what  willingnefs  'twas  done  !  for  which 
My  laft  requeft  unto  him  is,  that  he 
Would  inftantly  make  choice  of  one  (moft  happy 
In  being  fo  chofen)  to  fupply  my  place  ; 
By  whom  if  Heav'n  blefs  him  with  a  daughter, 
In  my  remembrace  let  it  bear  my  name  ! 
Which  faid,  fhe  died. 

<fbi.  I  hear  this,  and  yet  live  ! 
Heart !  art  thou  thunder-proof?  will  nothing  break 

thee  ? 

She's  dead  ;  and  what  her  entertainment  may  be 
In  th'  other  world  without  me  is  uncertain  $ 
And  dare  I  flay  here  unrcfoiv'd  ? 

Mart.  Oh,  Sir! 

Brun. 
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Brun.  Dear  fon  ! 

Prot.  Great  king ! 

Tbi.  Unhand  me  !  am  I  fall'n 
So  low,  that  I  have  loft  the  power  to  be 
Difpofer  of  my  own  life  ? 

Mart.  Be  but  pleas'd 
To  borrow  fo  much  time  of  Sorrow,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  laft  requeft,  for  whom 
(I  muft  confefs  a  lofs  beyond  exprefiion) 
You  turn  your  hand  upon  yourfdf!  'twas  hers, 
And  dying  hers,  that  you  fhould  live,  and  happy, 
In  feeing  little  models  of  yourfelf, 
By  matching  with  another  :  And  will  you 
Leave  any  thing  that  (he  deftr'd  ungranted  ? 
And  fuffer  fuch  a  life  that  was  laid  down 
For  your  fake  only,  to  be  fruitlefs  ? 

fbi.  Oh, 

Thou  doft  throw  charms  upon  me,  againft  which 
I  cannot  ftop  my  ears  :  Bear  witnefs,  Heaven  ! 
That  not  defire  of  life,  nor  love  of  pleafures, 
Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 
Peace  to  her  blefled  fpirit,  in  fatisfying 
Her  laft  demand,  makes  me  defer  our  meeting ! 
Which  in  my  choice,  and  fudden  choice,  fhall  be 
To  all  apparent. 

Brun.  How  !  do  I  remove  one  mifchief, 
To  draw  upon  my  head  a  greater  ? 

Tbi.  Go, 

Thou  only  good  man,  to  whom  for  herfelf 
Goodnefs  is  dear,  and  prepare  to  inter  it 
In  her  that  was  !  Oh,  my  heart,  my  Ordella  55 ! 
A  monument  worthy  to  be  the  cafket 

55  -.Ob,  my  heart !  my  Ordella, 

A  monument  worthy  to  be  the  cajket 

Of  fuch  ajewel.]  The  whole  is  confufed,  and  both  fenfe  and 
meafure  requires  the  adverb  only  to  be  infected  in  the  fccond  line  : 
The  former  wants  a  verb  to  make  it  clear.  Srward* 

Seward  reads, 

Oh  !  my  heart,  my  Ordella^  is 

A  monument  only  worthy  to  be  t&  cajket,  &i 

Of 
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Of  fuch  a  jewel. 

Mart.  Your  command,  that  makes  way 
Unto  my  abfence,  is  a  welcome  one ; 
For,  but  yourfelf,  there's  nothing  here  Martell 
Can  take  delight  to  look  on  :  Yet  Ibme  comfort 
Goes  back  with  me  to  her,  who,   tho'  fhe  want  it, 
Deferves  all  bleffings,  i      [Exit. 

Brun.  So  foon  to  forget 
The  lofs  of  fuch  a  wife,  believe  it,   will 
Be  cenfur'd  in  the  world. 

Tbi.  Pray  you,  no  more  ! 
There  is  no  argument  you  can  ufe  to  crofs  it, 
But  does  encreafe  in  me  fuch  a  fufpicion 
I  would  not  cherifh. — Who's  that  ? 

Enter  Member ge. 

Memb.  One  no  guard 

Can  put  back  from  accefs,  whofe  tongue  no  threats 
Nor  pray'rs  can  filence  I  a  bold  fulror,  and 
For  that  which,  if  you  are  yourfelf,  a  king, 
You  were- made  fo  to  grant  it :  Jufticey  jiirrJce  ! 

Tbi.  With  what  affurance  dare  you  hope  for  that 
Which  is  denied  to  me  r1  or  how  can  I 
Stand  bound  to  be  jufl  unto  fuch  as  are 
Beneath  me,  that  find  none  from  thofe  that  are 
Above  me  ? 

Memb.  There  is  juftice  :  'Twere  unfit 
That  any  thing  but  vengeance  fhould  fall  on  him, 
That,  by  his  giving  way  to  more  than  murder, 
(For  my  dear  father's  death  was  parricide) 
Makes  it  his  own. 

Brun.  I  charge  you,  hear  her  nr 

Memb,  Hell  cannot  flop  juft  prayers  from  ent'ring 

Heav'n  : 

I  mud  and  will  be  heard  !  Sir,  but  remember 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell,  was  your  brother; 
And  the  place  where,  your  palace,  t  all 

Th'  inviolable  rights  of  hofpitalny ; 
Your  word,  a  king's  word,  given  for  his  fafety  ; 

VOL.  X,  N  His 


I94     THE    TRAGEDY    OF 

His  innocence,  his  protection ;  and  the  gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of  fuch 
So  great  and  facred  bonds  !  and  can  you  wonder 
(That  in  not  punifhing  fuch  a  horrid  murder 
You  did  it)  that  Heav'n's  favour  is  gone  from  you  ? 
Which  never  will  return,  until  his  blood 
Be  wafh'd  away  in  hers. 

Brun.  Drag  hence  the  wretch  ! 

Fbi.  Forbear.     With  what  variety 
Of  torments  do  I  meet !  Oh,  thou  haft  open'd 
A  book,  in  which,  writ  down  in  bloody  letters, 
My  confcience  finds  that  I  am  worthy  of 
More  than  1  undergo  3  but  I'll  begin, 
For  my  Ordella's  fake,  and  for  thine  own, 
To  make  lefs  Heav'n's  great  anger :  Thou  haft  loft 
A  father ;  I  to  thee  am  fo  :  The  hope 
Of  a  good  hufband ;  in  me  have  one  !  Nor 
Be  fearful  I  am  ftill  no  man  ;  already 
That  weaknefs  is  gone  from  me. 

Brun.  That  it  might  \_dfide+ 

Have  ever  grown  infeparably  upon  thee  ! — 
What  will  you  do  ?  Is  fuch  a  thing  as  this 
Worthy  the  lov'd  Ordella's  place  ?•  the  daughter 
Of  a  poor  gardener  ? 

Memb.  Your  fon ! 

fbi.  The  power 
To  take  away  that  lownefs  is  in  me. 

Brun.  Stay  yet ;  for  rather  than  that  thou  fhalt  add 
Inceft  unto  thy  other  fins,  I  will, 
With  hazard  of  my  own  life,  utter  all : 
Theodoret  was  thy  brother. 

fbi.  You  denied  it, 

Upon  your  oath ;  nor  will  I  now  believe  you  : 
Your  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my  purpofe  I 

Memb.  And  for  me,  be  aflur'd  the  means  to  be 
Reveng'd  on  thee,  vile  hag,  admits  no  thought 
But  what  tends  to  it ! 

Brun.  Is  it  come  to  that  ? 
Then  have  at  the  laft  refuge  !  Art  thou  grown 

Infenfiblc 
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Infenfible  in  ill,  that  thou  goeft  on 
Without  the  leaft  compunction  ?  There,  take  that ! 
To  witnefs  that  thou  hadfl  a  mother,  which 
Forefaw  thy  caufe  of  grief  and  fad  repentance, 
That,  fo  foon  after  blefs'd  Ordella's  death, 
Without  a  tear,  thou  canft  embrace  another ! 
Forgetful  man ! 

m.  Mine  eyes,  when  fhe  is  nam'd, 
Cannot  forget  their  tribute,  and  your  gift 
Is  not  unufeful  now. 

Lee.  He's  paft  all  cure  ,• 
That  only  touch  is  death. 

fbi.  This  night  I'll  keep  it ; 
Tomorrow  I  will  fend  it  you,  and  full 
Of  my  affii&ion.  [Exit. 

Brun.  Is  the  poifon  mortal  ? 

Lee.  Above  the  help  of  phyfic. 

Brun.  To  my  wifh. 

Now  for  our  own  fecurity !  You,  Protaldye, 
Shall  this  night  pofl  towards  Auflracia, 
With  letters  to  Theodoret's  baftard  fon, 
In  which  we  will  make  known  what  for  his  rifing 
We  have  done  to  Thierry :  No  denial, 
Nor  no  excufe  in  fuch  acts,  muft  be  thought  of; 
Which  all  diflike,  and  all  again  commend 
When  they  are  brought  unto  a  happy  end.   [Exeunt. 


ACTV.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  De  Vitry,  and  four  Soldiers. 
Vitry.  "^T  O  war,  no  money,  no  matter !  banifh'd 

X\l  the  court, 

Not  trufted  in  the  city,  whipt  out  of  the  country, 
In  what  a  triangle  runs  our  mifery  ! 
Let  me  hear  which  of  you  has  the  belt  vojce  to  beg  in, 
For  other  hopes  or  fortunes  I  fee  you  have  not. 

N  2  Be 
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Be  not  nice  $  Nature  provided  you  with  tones  for  the 

•  purpofe  $ 

The  peoples'  chanty  was  your  heritage, 
And  I  would  fee  which  of  you  deferves  his  birth 
right. 

Omnes;  We  underftand  you  not,  captain. 

Vitry.  You  fee  this  cardecue; 
The  laft,  and  the  only  quinteflence  of  fifty  crowns, 
Diftill'd  in  the  limbeck  of  your  gardage, 
Of  which  happy  piece  thou  fhalt  be  treafurer: 
Now  he  that  can  fooneft  perfuade  him  to  part  with  it^ 
Enjoys  it,  poflefles  it,  and,  with  it, 
Me  and  my  future  countenance. 

j  Sold.  If  they  want  art 
To  perfuade  it,  I'll  keep  it  myfelf. 

Fitry.  So  you  be  not 
A  partial  judge  in  your  own  caufe,  you  fhalL 

Omnes.  A  match ! 

2  Sold.  I'll  begin  to  you  :  Brave  Sir,  be  proud> 
To  make  him  happy  by  your  liberality, 

Whole  tongue  vouchfafes  now  to  petition, 
Was  never  heard  before  lefs  than  to  command. 
I  am  a  foldier  by  profeffion,  a  gentleman 
By  birth,  and  an  officer  by  place  ; 
Whofe  poverty  blufhes  to  be  the  caufe, 
That  fo  high  a  virtue  fhould  defcend 
To  the  pity  of  your  charity. 

i  Sold.  In  any  cafe  keep  your  high  ftile  ! 
It  is  not  chanty  to  fhame  any  man, 
Much  lefs  a  virtue  of  your  eminence ; 
Wherefore  preferve  your  worth,  and  I'll  prefervc 
My  money. 

3  Sold..'  You  perfuade  ?  You  are  fhallow  ! 

Give  way  to-  merit :  Ah,  by  the  bread  of  God,  man5*, 
Thou  haft  a  bonny  countenance  and  a  blith, 

56  By  the  bread  of  good  man."}  The  variation  is  propofed  by 
Theobald  and  Sympfon.  Sevvard  reads,  ly  the  Ircadofz.  gode  man, 
and  fays,  '  One  would  wiih  to  put  an>  thing  rather  than  the  TRUE 
'  WORD.'  * 

Promifing 


THIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  197 

1  Promifing  mickle  good  to  a  (iking  wemb 57, 
That  has  trod  a  long  and  a  fore  ground  to  meet 
With  friends,  that  will  owe  much  to  thy  reverence, 
When  they  fhall  hear  of  thy  courtefy 
To  their  wandring  countryman. 

i  Sold.  Yon  that  will  ufe 

Your  friends  fo  hardly  to  bring  them  in  debt,  Sir, 
Will  deferve  worfe  of  a  ftranger;  wherefore, 
Pead  on,  pead  on,  I  fay58 ! 

4  Sold.  It  is  the  Welfli 

Muft  do't,  I  fee. — Comrade,  man  of  urfliip, 
St.  Tavy  be  her  patron,  the  gods  of  the  mountains 
Keep  her  cow  and  her  cupboard  ;  may  fhe  never 
Want  the  green  of  the  leek,  nor  the  fat  of  the  onion, 
If  fhe  partwith  her  bounties  to  him,  that  is  a  great  deal 
Away  from  her  coufins,  and  has  two  big  fuits  in  law 
To  recover  her  heritage  ! 

i  Sold.  Pardon  me,  Sir; 
I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  your  fuits; 
It  comes  within  the  ftatute  of  maintenance. 
Home  to  your  coufins,  and  fow  garlick  and  hempfeed ! 
The  one  will  flop  your  hunger,  the  other  end  your 

fuits: 
Gammawafhy  comrade,  gammawajhl 

4  Sold.  Toot,  he'll  hoord  all  for  himfeif. 

Vitry.  Yes,  let  him  : 

Now  comes  my  turn ;  I'll  fee  if  he  can  anfwer  me: 
Save  you,  Sir  !  they  fay  you  have  that  I  want,  money. 

i  Sold.  And  that  you  are  like  to  want,  for  aught  I 
perceive  yet. 

Vitry.  Stand,  deliver !   ; 

i  Sold.  Toot,  what  mean  you  ? 
You  will  not  rob  the  exchequer  ? 

Vitry.  Do  you  prate  ? 

i  Sold.  Hold,  hold  !  here,  captain  ! 

57  To  a  ficker  vvoinb.]  Seward  alters  flcker  to  Jtking,  and  fays, 
'  A  Jikiug  womb  is  a  groaning  ftomach  or  belly.*  But  wemb  furely 
fhould  difplace  womb. 

5*  Pead  «*.]  i.  e.  Pad ont  foot  it  on.  Seward. 

N  3 
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1  Sold.  Why,  I  could  have  done  this 
Before  you. 

2  Sold.  And  I. 
4  Sold.  And  I. 

1/itry.  You  have  done  this  : 
c  Brave  man,  be  proud  to  make  him  happy  !' 
c  By  the  bread  of  God,  man,  thou  haft  a  bonny 

countenance !' 

c  Comrade,  man  of  urfhip,  St. Tavy  be  her  patron!' 
Out  upon  you,  you  uncurried  colts  ! 
Walking  cans,  that  have  no  fouls  in  you 6o, 
But  a  little  rofm  to  keep  your  ribs  fweet, 
And  hold  in  liquor ! 

Omnes.  Why,  what  would  you  have  us  to  do,  captain  ? 

Vltry.  Beg,  beg,  and  keep  conftables  waking, 
Wear  out  ftocks  and  whipcord, 
Maunder  for  butter-milk,  die  of  the  jaundice, 
Yet  have  the  cure  about  you,  lice,  large  lice, 
Begot  of  your  own  duft,  and  the  heat  of  the  brick 
kilns  ! 

May  you  flarve,  and  the  fear  of  the  gallows 
(Which  is  a  gentle  confumption  to  it61) 
Only  preferve  you  from  it !  or  may  you  fall 
Upon  your  fear,  and  be  hang'd  for  felling 
Thofe  purfes  to  keep  you  from  famine, 
Whofe  monies  my  valour  empties, 
And  be  caft  without  other  evidence ! 
Here  is  my  fort,  my  cattle  of  defence  j 
Who  comes  by  fhall  pay  me  toll  > 
The  firft  purfe  is  your  mittimus,  flaves. 

2  Sold.  The  purfe  ?  'foot,  well  fhare  in  the  money, 
captain, 

60  Walking  cans  that  have  no  foals  in  jou.]  The  metaphor  is  here 
taken  from  the  old  Engliih  blackjacks,  made  almoft  in  the  ihape  of  a 
boot,  (the  name  Erafmus  gave  them)  they  were  iliffened  leather  lin'd 
\vith  rofm,  from  whence  a  ftiffen'd  boot  is  called  a  jack-boot.  Soul 
therefore  is  equivocal,  and  the  too  common  pun ;  but  the  allufion  to 
the  rojin  is  extremely  arch.  Senvara. 

We  cannot  believe  any  pun  was  intended  here. 

6 '  And  fear  of  the  gallonus  (which  is  a  gentle  confuwption  to't) 
•nly  prefer  //.]  Amended  by  Seward. 
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If  any  come  within  a  furlong  of  our  ringers. 

4  Sold.  Did  you  doubt  but  we  could  fteal 
As  well  as  yourfelf :  Did  not  I  fpeak  Welfh  ? 

3  Sold.  We  are  thieves  from  our  cradles,  and  will 
die  ib. 

Vitry.  Then  you  will  not  beg  again  ? 

Omnes.  Yes,  as  you  did  ; 
Stand  and  deliver ! 

2  Sold.  Hark  !  here  comes  handfel : 

'Tis  a  trade  quickly  fet  up,  and  as  foon  caft  down. 
Vitry.  Have  goodnefs  in  your  minds>varlets,  and  to't 
Like  men :  He  that  has  more  money  than  we 
Cannot  be  our  friend,  and  I  hope  there  is  no  law 
For  fpoiling  the  enemy. 

3  Sold.  'You  need  not 

Inftrucl  us  further;  your  example  pleads  enough. 
Vitry.  Difperfe  yourfelves ;  and  as  their  company 

is,  fall  on ! 

a  Sold.  Come,  there  are  a  band  of  'em  !  I'll  charge 
fingle.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Prof.  JTis  wonderful  dark  !  I  have  loft  my  man, 
And  dare  not  call  for  him,  left  I  fhould  have 
More  followers  than  I  would  pay  wages  to. 
What  throes  am  I  in,  in  this  travel !  Thefe 
Be  honourable  adventures  !  had  I 
That  honeft  blood  in  my  veins  again,  queen, 
That  your  feats  and  thefe  frights  have  drain'd  from  me, 
Honour  Ihould  pull  hard,  ere  it  drew  me 
Into  thefe  brakes. 

Vitry.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Prof.  Hey  ho  ! 
Here's  a  pang  of  preferment ! 

Vitry.  'Heart,  who  goes  there  ? 

Prof.  He  that  has  no  heart  to  your  acquaintance. 
What  fhall  I  do  with  my  jewels  and  my  letter  ? 
My  codpiece,  that's  too  loofe ;  good,  my  boots  I— 
Who  is't  that  fpoke  to  me  ?  Here's  a  friend. 

N  4  Vitrj. 
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Vitry..  We  fii  all  find  that  prefently:  Stand, 
As  you  love  your  fafety,  Hand ! 

Prat.  That  unlucky  word 

Of  Handing,  has  brought  me  to  all  this.     Holdj 
Or  I  fhall  never  Hand  you. 

Vitry.  I  fliould  know 
That  voice.     Deliver ! 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Prof.  All'that  I  have 

Is  ac  your  fervice,  gentlemen ;  and  much 
Good  'may  it  do  you  ! 

Vitry.  Zoons,  down  with  him  ! 
Do  you  prate  ? 

Prct.  Keep  your  firfl  word",  as  you  are  gentlemen, 
And  let  me  Hand  !  alas,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

2  Sold.  To  tie  you  to  us,  Sir,  bind  you  in  the  knot 
Of  friendfhip. 

Prct.  Alas,  Sir,  all  the  phyfic  in  Europe 
Cannot  bind  me. 

Vitry.  You  fhould  have  jewels  about  you, 
Stones,  precious  ilones,  , 

1  Sold.  Captain,   away  ! 

There's  company  within  hearing  \  if  you  ftay  longer, 
We  are  1-urprifed. 

Vitry.  Let  the  devil  come, 
I'll  pillage  this  frigate  a  little  better  yet ! 

2  Sold.  'Foot,  we  are  loft!  they  are  upon  us. 
Vitry.  Fla  !  upon  us  ? 

Make  the  leaft  noife,  'tis  thy  parting  gafp ! 

3  Sold.  Which  way  fhall  we  make,  Sir? 
Vitry.  Every  man  his  own  ! 

Do  you  hear  ?  only  bind  me  before  you  go,  and  when 
The  company's  paft,  make  to  this  place  again  : 
This  carvel  fliould  have  better  lading  in  him. 
You  are  flow  \  why  do  you  not  tie  harder  ? 

i  Sold.  You  are  fure  enough, 
J  warrant  you,  Sir. 

Vilry.  Darknefs  befriend  you  !  away  !    [Exe.  Sold. 

PrQt. 
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Prot.  What  tyrants  have  I  met  with  !  they  leave  me 
Alone  in  the  dark,  yet  would  not  have  me  cry. 
I  fhall  grow  wondrous  melancholy, 
If  I  flay  long  here  without  company : 
I  was  wont  to  get  a  nap  with  faying  my  prayers ; 
I'll  fee  if  they  will  work  upon  me  now. 
But  then  if  I  Jhould  talk  in  my  fleep,  and  they 
Hear  me,  they  would  make  a  recorder  of  my  windpipe, 
Slit  my  throat.  Heaven  be  prais'd  !  I  hear  fome  noife; 
It  may  be  newpurchafe,  and  then  I  fhall  have  fellows. 

Vitry.  They  are  gone  paft  hearing :  Now  to  tafk, 

De  Vitry ! — 
Help,  help,  as  you  are  men,  help !  fome  charitable 

hand, 

Relieve  a  poor  diftrefTed  miferable  wretch  ! 
Thieves,  wicked  thieves,  have  robb'd  ine,  bound  me. 

Prot.  Toot, 

'Would  they  had  gag'd  you  too  !  your  noife  will  be 
tray  us, 
And  fetch  them  again. 

Vitry.  What  blefied  tongue  fpake  tome? 
Where,  where  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Prot.  A  plague  of  your  bawling  throat ! 
We  are  well  enough,  if  you  have  the  grace 
To  be  thankful  for't.     Do  but  fnore  to  me, 
And  'tis  as  much  as  I  defire,  to  pafs 
Away  time  with,  'till  morning ;  then  talk 
As  loud  as  you  pleafe.     Sir,  I  am  bound  not  to  to, 
Wherefore,  lie  Hill  and  fnore,  I  fay. 

Vitry.  Then  you  have  met  with  thieves  too,  I  fee* 

Prot.  And  defire  to  meet  with  no  more  of  them* 

Vitry.  Alas, 

What  can  we  fufFer  more  ?  They  are  far  enough 
By  this  time  ;  have  they  not  all,  all  that  we  have,  Sir? 

Prot.  No,  by  my  faith,  have  they  not,  Sir !  I  gave 

them 

One  trick  to  boot  for  their  learning :  My  boots,  Sir, 
My  boots !  I  have  fav'd  my  Hock,  and  my  jewels  in 
them. 

And 
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And  therefore  deilre  to  hear  no  more  of  them. 

Vitry  *  Now  blefTing  on  your  wit,  Sir  !  what  a  dull 
Slave  was  I  dream'd  not  of  your  conveyance  ? 
Help  to  unbind  me,  Sir,  and  I'll  undo  you  ; 
My  life  for  yours,  no  worfe  thief  than  myielf 
Meets  you  again  this  night ! 

Prot.  Reach  me  thy  hands ! 

Vitry.  Here,  Sir,  here  -,  I  could  beat  my  brains  out. 
That  could  not  think  of  boots, 
Boots,  Sir,  wide-topt  boots  ;  I  (hall  love  them 
The  better  whilfl  I  live.     But  are  you  fure 
Your  jewels  are  here,  Sir  ?    . 

Prot.  Sure,  fay  ft  thou  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Vitry.  So  ho,  illo  ho ! 

Sold.  [within. *\  Here,  captain,  here. 

Prot.  Toot,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Vitry.  A  trick  to  boot,  fay  you  ? 
Here,  you  dull  ilaves,  purchafe,  purchafe 6z ! 
The  foul  of  the  rock,  diamonds,  fparkling  diamonds! 

Prof.  I'm  betray 'd,  loft,  paft  recovery  loft  ! 
As  you  are  men 

Vitry.  Nay,  rook,  fince  you'll  be  prating, 
We'll  ihare  your  carrion  with  you.     Have  you 
Any  other  conveyance  now,  Sir  ? 

i  Sold.  Toot,  here  are  letters, 
Epiftles,  familiar  epiftles :  We'll  fee 
What  treafure  is  in  them.     They  are  feal'd  fure. 

Prot.  Gentlemen ! 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  fpare  my  letters,  and  take  all 
Willingly,  all !  I'll  give  you  a  releafe> 
A  general  releafe,  and  meet  you  here 
Tomorrow  with  as  much  more. 


6z  Purdafe  /]  Purchafe,  in  the  cant  language  of  the  times,  always 
means  any  thing  acquired  by  robbery  or  cozening:  Thus  Gadfhill 
fays,  in  Firft  Part  of  Henry  IV.  ad  ii.  fc.  i.  *  Give  me  thy  hand, 
*  thou  {halt  have  a  fhnre  in  our  purchaje  ;  1  am  a  true  man.'  See 
Mr,  Steevens's  note  OH  this  paffrge.  /?. 

Vitry. 
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Vitry.  Nay,  fmce 

You  have  your  tricks,  and  your  conveyances, 
We  will  not  leave  a  wrinkle  of  you  unfearch'd. 

Prof.  Hark  !  there  comes  company  -,  you  will  be 

betray'd. 

As  you  love  your  fafeties,  beat  out  my  brains  ; 
I  fhall  betray  you  elfe. 

Vitry.  Treafon, 
Unheard-of  treafon  !  monftrous,  monftrous  villainies! 

Prof.  I  confefs  myfelf  a  traitor  ;  fhew  yourfelves 
Good  fubjecls,  and  hang  me  up  for't. 

1  Sold.  If  it  be 

Treafon,  the  difcovery  will  get  our  pardon, 
Captain. 

Vitry.  'Would  we  were  all  loft,  hang'd, 
Quarter'd,  to  fave  this  one,  one  innocent  prince! 
Thierry's  poifon'd,  by  his  mother  poifon'd, 
The  miftrefs  to  this  ftallion  ! 
Who,  by  that  poifon,  ne'er  fhall  fleep  again  ! 

2  Sold.  'Foot,  let  us  mince  him  by  piece-meal, 

'till  he 
Eat  himfelf  up. 

3  Sold.  Let  us  dig  out  his  heart 

With  needles,  and  half  broil  him,  like  a  murTel  ! 

Prof.  Such  another  and  I  prevent  you  -,  my  blood's 
Settled  already. 

Vitry.  Here's  that  fhall  remove  it  ! 
Toad,  viper  !  Drag  him  unto  Martell  ! 
Unnatural  parricide  !  cruel,  bloody  woman  ! 

Omnes.  On,  you  dog-fifh,  leech,  caterpillar  ! 

Vitry.  A  longer  fight  of  him  will  make  my  rage  turn 
Pity,  and  with  his  fudden  end  prevent 
Revenge  and  torture!  wicked,  wicked  Brunhalt! 


Enter  Bawdber  and  three  Courtiers. 

1  Cour.  Not  fleep  at  all  ?  no  means  ? 

2  Cour.  No  art  can  do  it. 

Raw.  I  will  afTure  you,  he  can  fleep  no  more 
Than  a  hooded  hawk  3  a  centinel  to  him, 

Or 
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Or  one  of  the  city  conftables,  are  tops. 

3  Cour.  How  came  he  fo  ?• 

Baw.  They  are  too  wife  that  dare  know  -, 
Something's  amifs  :  Heav'n  help  all ! 

i  Cour.  What  cure  has  he  ? 

Baw.  Armies  of  thofe  we  call  phyficians; 
Some  with  clifters,  fome  with  lettice-caps, 
Some  poiTet-drinks,  fome  pills ;  twenty  confultihg 

here 

About  a  drench,  as  many  here  to  blood  him ; 
Then  comes  a  don  of  Spain,  and  he  prefcribes 
More  cooling  opium  than  would  kill  a  Turk, 
Or  quench  a  whore  i'th'  Dog-days;  after  him, 
A  wife  Italian,  and  he  cries,  Tie  unto  him 
A  woman  of  fourfcore,  whofe  bones  are  marble, 
Whofe  blood  fnow-water,  not  fo  much  heat  about  her 
As  may  conceive  a  prayer !  after  him, 
An  Englifh  doctor,  with  a  bunch  of  pot-herbs, 
And  he  cries  out  endive  and  fuckery, 
With  a  few  mallow-roots  and  butter-rnilk  ! 
And  talks  of  oil  made  of  a  churchman's  charity; 
Yet  ftill  he  wakes. 

i  Cour.  But  your  good  honour 
Has  a  prayer  in  ftore,  if  all  fhould  fail  ? 

Baw.  I  could  have  pray'd,  and  handfomely,  but  age 
And  an  ill  memory 

3  Cour.  Has  fpoil'd  your  primmer. 

Bow.  Yet  if  there  be  a  man  of  faith  i'  th'  court, 
And  can  pray  for  a  penfion 

Enter  'Thierry  on  a  bed,  with  Doctors  and  Attendants. 

i  Cour.  Here's  the  king,  Sir ; 
And  thofe  that  will  pray  without  pay. 

Baw.  Then  pray  for  me  too. 

i  Doff  or.  How  does  your  Grace  now  feel  yourfelf  ? 

tti.  What's  that? 

i  Doffcr.  Nothing  at  all,  Sir,  but  your  fancy. 

Thi.  Tell  me, 
Can  ever  thefe  eyes  more,  fhut  up  in  flumbers, 

Allure 
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Allure  my  foul  there  is  fleep  ?  is  there  night 

And  reft  for  human  labours  ?  do  not  you 

And  all  the  world,  as  I  do,  out-ftare  Time, 

And  live,  like  funeral  lamps,  never  extinguifh'd  ? 

Is  there  a  grave  ?  (and  do  not  flatter  me, 

Nor  fear  to  tell  me  truth),  and  in  that  grave 

Is  there  a  hope  I  (hall  fleep  ?  can  I  die? 

Are  not  my  miferies  immortal  ?  Oh, 

The  happinefs  of  him  that  drinks  his  water, 

After  his  weary  day,  and  Ueeps  for  ever ! 

Why  do  you  crucify  me  thus  with  faces, 

And  gaping  ftrangely  upon  one  another  ? 

WhenfhalH  reftY 

i  Doff  or.  Oh,  Sir,  be  patient ! 

Tbi.  Am  I  not  patient  ?  have.  I  not  endur'd, 
More  than  a  mangy  dog,  among  your  dofes  ? 
Am  I  not-  now.  your  patient  ?  Ye  can  make 
Unwholfome  fools  fleep  for  a  guarded  footcloth 6j  -9 
Whores  for  a  hot  (in-offering ;  yet  I  muft  crave, 
That  feed  ye,  and  protect  ye,  and  proclaim  ye.. 
Becaufe  my  power  is  far  above  your  fearching, 
Are  my  dileafes  fo  ?  can  ye  cure  none, 
But  thofe  of  equal  ignorance  ?  Dare  ye  kill  me  ? 

i  Doff  or;  We   do  befeech  your  Grace  be  more 

reclaim'd  64 ! 
This  talk  doth  but  diflemper  you. 

<Tbi.  Well,  I  will  die, 

In  fpite  of  all  your  potions !  One  of  you  fleep  j 
Lie  down  and  fleep  here,  that  I  may  behold    - 
What  blefled  reft  it  is  my  eyes  are  robb'd  of  I 
See ;  he  can  fleep,  fleep  any  where,  fleep  now, 
When  he  that  wakes  for  him  can  never  flumber! 


g'.ven  to  tne  uoctor,  or  as  •  a  ior$  lootclotii  guarded  from  preflure,* 
for  '  the  ufe  of  the  patient.'  He  gives  the  preference  to  garded,  [for 
fo  he  erroreoufly  fpeils  it]  i.  e.  lac'd.  This  word  occurs  in  the 
Merchant  of  Venice. 

6*  Be  more  rtclaim'd.]  Sevvard  propofes  to.  read  becalm" Jt  infiead 
c£  reclaim^:  We  think  the  text  right. 

Is't 
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Is't  not  a  dainty  eafe  ? 

zJDoffor.  Your  Grace  fhall  feel  it. 

<Tbi.  Oh,  never>  never  I !  The  eyes  of  Heaven 
See  but  their  certain  motions,  and  then  deeps 
The  rages  of  the  ocean  have  their  {lumbers, 
And  quiet  filver  calms ;  each  violence 
Crowns  in  his  end  a  peace ;  but  my  fix'd  fires 
Shall  never,  never  fet ! — Who's  that  ? 

Enter  Martell,  Brunhalt,  De  Vitry>  and  Soldiers. 

Mart.  No,  woman, 

Mother  of  mifchief,  no !  the  day  fliall  die  firft, 
And  all  good  things  live  in  a  worfe  than  thou  art 6*, 
Ere  thou  fhalt  deep !  Doft  thou  fee  him  ? 

Brim.  Yes,  and  curfe  him ; 
And  all  that  love  him,  fool,  and  all  live  by  him, 

Mart.  Why  art  thou  fuch  a  monfter  ? 

Brun.  Why  art  thou 
So  tame  a  knave  to  alk  me  ? 

Mart.  Hope  of  hell, 

By  this  fair  holy  light,  and  all  his  wrongs, 
Which  are  above  thy  years,  almoft  thy  vices, 
Thou  fhalt  not  reft,  not  feel  rhore  what  is  pity, 
Know  nothing  neceiTary,  meet  no  fociety 
But  what  fhall  curfe  and  crucify  thee,  feel  in  thyfelf 
Nothing  but  what  thou  art,  bane  and  bad  confcience, 
'Till  this  man  reft  ;  but  for  whofe  reverence, 
Becaufe  thou  art  his  mother,  I  would  fay, 
Whore,  this  fhall  be  !  Do  you  nod  ?  I'll  waken  you 
With  my  fword's  point. 

Brun.  I  wifh  no  more  of  Heaven, 
Nor  hope  no  more,  but  a  fufficient  anger 
To  torture  thee  ! 

65  And  all  good  things  live  in  a  wcrfe  than  thou  art.}  The  leaving 
out  the  fubftantive  that  fhould  agree  with  worfe,  renders  this  fcarcel/ 
Englilh.  It  might  eafily  be  amended  by  reading, 

And  all  good  things  live  in  tvorfe  flate  than  thou  art, 
Or,       ,•  /*  worfe  hell  than  thou  art.  Seivard. 

The  meaning  feems  to  be, 

And  all  good  things  five  in  a  worfe  [thing]  that  thou  art. 

Mart. 
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Mart.  See,  fhe  that  makes  you  fee,  Sir  I 
And,  to  your  mifery,  ftill  fee  your  mother. 
The  mother  of  your  woes,  Sir,  of  your  waking, 
The  mother  of  your  peoples'  cries  and  curfes, 
Your  murdering  mother,  your  malicious  mother ! 

<fbi.  Phyficiaris,half  my  ftate  to  fleep  an  hour  now! 
Is  it  fo,  mother  ? 

Brun.  Yes,  it  is  fo,  fon  -, 
And,  were  it  yet  again  to  do,  it  fhould  be. 

Mart.  She  nods  again ;  fwinge  her 66 1 

Tbi.  But,  mother, 

(For  yet  I  love  that  reverence,  and  to  death 
Dare  not  forget  you  have  been  fo)  was  this, 
This  endlefs  mifery,  this  curelefs  malice, 
This  (hatching  from  me  all  my  youth  together, 
All  that  you  made  me  for,  and  happy  mothers 
Crown 'd  with  eternal  time  are  proud  to  finiih, 
Done  by  your  will  ? 

Brun.  It  was,  and  by  that  will 

fbi,  Oh,  mother,  do  not  lofe  your  name !  forget  not 
The  touch  of  Nature  in  you,  tendernefs  ! 
'Tis  all  the  foul  of  woman,  all  the  fweetnefs: 
Forget  not,  I  befeech  you,  what  are  children, 
Nor  how  you  have  groan'd  for  them  •,  to  what  love 
They  are  born  inheritors,  with  what  care  kept ; 
And,  as  they  rife  to  ripenefs,  ftill  remember 
How  they  imp  out  your  age  !  and  when  Time  calls 

you, 

That  as  an  autumn  flower  you  fall,  forget  not 
How  round  about  your  hearfe  they  hang,  like  penons ! 

Brun.  Holy  fool, 

Whofc  patience  to  prevent  my  wrongs  has  kill'd  thee, 
Preach  not  to  me  of  punifhments  or  fears, 
Or  what  I  ought  to  be ;  but  what  I  am, 
A  woman  in  her  liberal  will  defeated, 
In  all  her  greatnefs  crofs'd,  in  pleafure  Mailed  ! 
My  angers  have  been  laugh'd  at,  my  ends  flighted, 

16  Swing  her.']  Former  editions.    Swinge,  which  properly  fignifies 
to  beat  with  rods,  is  probably  the  true  word.  Reward. 

And 
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And  all  thofe  glories  that  had  crown'd  my  fortunes, 

SufTer'd  by  blafted  Virtue  to  be  fcatter'd  : 

I  am  the  fruitful  mother  of  thefe  angers, 

And  what  fuch  have  done,  read,  and  know  thy  ruin ! 

1'hi.  Heav'n  forgive  you  ! 

Mart.  She  tells  you  true;  for  millions  of  her  mifchiefs 
Are  now  apparent :  Protaldye  we  have  taken, 
An  equal  agent  with  her,  to  whofe  care, 
After  the  damn'd  defeat  on  you,  fhe  trufted 

Enter  MeJJenger. 

The  bringing-in  of  Leonor  the  baftard, 
Son  to  your  murder'd  brother :  Her  phyfician 
By  this  time  is  attach'd  to  that  damn'd  devil. 

Mejf.  'Tis  like  he  will  be  fo ;  for  ere  we  came> 
Fearing  an  equal  juftice  for  his  mifchiefs, 
fie  drench'd  himfelf. 

Brun.  He  did  like  one  of  mine  then  ! 

fbi.  Muft  I  flill  fee  thefe  miferies  ?  no  night 
To  hide  me  from  their  horrors  ?  That  Protaldye 
See  juflice  fall  upon  ! 

Brun.  Now  I  could  fleep  too. 

Mart.  I'll  give  you  yet  more  poppy :  Bring  the  lady, 

Enter  Ordella. 

And  Heav'n  in  her  embraces  give  him  quiet67 ! 
Madam,  unveil  yourfelf. 

Ord.  I  do  forgive  you  ; 
And  tho'  you  fought  my  blood,  yet  I'll  pray  for  you. 

Brun.  Art  thou  alive  ? 

Mart.  Now  could  you  fleep  ? 

Brun.  For  ever. 

Mart.  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  fleep,  or  quiet, 

67  And  Hea&n  in  her  embraces  give  him  quiet. ,]  The  Editors  of 
1750  -pretend  to  have  amended  this  paflage  by  ulhftitoting^rf*  for 
givet.  So,  p.  128, 1.  13,  to  have  altered  promife  to  protnifes  ;  p.  132, 
I.  3,  letches  to  leeches',  p.  165,  1.  I,  keeping  to  keep ;  fame  page,  1.  4, 
ye  to  eye;  p.  172,  1.  20,  my  to  tfy ;  p.  193,  1.  18,  praifes \.6 prayers  ; 
and  p.  i  59,  1.  7,  to  have  placed  the  name  Martell  as  being  fpoken 
tot  inftead  o/  zs/peaker.  The  quarto  is  right  in  all. 

Where 
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Where  her  ftrong  knave Protaldye's  broke  o'th'  wheel, 
And  let  his  cries  and  roars  be  mufick  to  her ! 
I  mean  to  waken  her. 

Tbi.  Do  her  no  wrong ! 

Mart.  Nor  right68,  as  you  love  juftice  ! 

Brun.  I  will  think  ; 

And  if  there  be  new  curfes  in  old  nature, 
I  have  a  foul  dare  fend  them  ! 

Mart.  Keep  her  waking  !  [Exit  Bmni 

fbi.  What's  that  appears  fo  fweetly  ?  There's  that 
face 

Mart.  Be  moderate,  lady ! 

<fbi.  That  angel's  face- • 

Mart.  Go  nearer. 

Tbi.  Martell,  I  cannot  lafi  long  !  See  the  foul 
(I  fee  it  perfectly)  of  my  Ordella, 
The  heav'nly  figure  of  'her  fweetnefs,  there  ! 
Forgive  me,  gods  !  it  comes !  Divineft  fubftance ! 
Kneel,  kneel,  kneel,  every  one  !  Saint  of  thy  fex, 
If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  Cornell — 
Do  ye  fee  her,  ho  a  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  you  (hall  know  her. 

fbi.  Down,  down  again  ! — To  be  reveng'd  for 

blood ! 

Sweet  fpirit,  I  am  ready.     She  {miles  on  me  ! 
Oh,  blefTed  fign  of  peace  ! 

Mart.  Go  nearer,  lady. 

Ord.  I  come  to  make  you  happy. 

tfbi.  Hear  you  that,  Sirs  ? 

She  comes  to  crown  my  foul :  Away,  get  facrifice  ! 
Whilft  I  with  holy  honours 

Mart.  She's  alive,  Sir. 

fbL  In  everlaftinp;  life ;  I  kno\#  it,  friend  : 
Oh,  happy,  happy  foul ! 

Ord.  Alas,  I  live,  Sir; 
A  mortal  woman  ftilL 

3  NOR  right. J  This  feems  corrupt.  The  context  requires,  DO 
HER  right,  or  fomething  to  that  effect .  If  not  corrupt,  it  may,  by 
a  licentious  conftruflion,  be  interpreted,  «  Shew  her  no  favour.' 

VOL.  X.  O 
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fbt.  Can  fpirits  weep  too  ? 

Mart.  She  is  no  fpirit,  Sir;  pray  kifs  her.    Lady, 
Be  very  gentle  to  him  ! 

fhi.  Stay  !  —  She's  warm  ; 

And,  by  my  life,  the  fame  lips!  Tell  me,  brightnefs, 
Are  you  the  fame  Ordella  ftill  ? 

Mart.  The  fame,  Sir, 
Whom  Heav'ns  and  my  good  angel  ftay'd  from  ruin* 

m.  Kifs  me  again  ! 

Ord.  The  fame  ftill,  ftill  your  fervant. 

¥bi.  'Tis  ihe  !  I  know  her  now,  Martell.  Sit  down, 

fweet  ! 

Oh,  blefs'd  and  happkft  woman  !  —  A  dead  (lumber 
Begins  to  creep  upon  me  :  Oh,  my  Jewel  ! 

Enter  MeJJenger  and  Member  ge. 

Ord.  Oh,  deep,  my  lord  ! 

fbi.  My  joys  are  too  much  for  me  ! 

Meff.  Brunhalt,  impatient  of  her  conftraint  to  fee 
Protaldye  tortur'd,  has  choak'd  herfelf. 

Mart.  No  more  ! 
Her  fins  go  with  her  ! 

Tbi.  Love,  I  muft  die  ;  I  faint  : 
Clofe  up  my  glaiTes  ! 

i  Doffor.  The  queen  faints  too,  and  deadly, 

fbi.  One  dying  kifs  ! 

Ord.  My  laft,  Sir,  and  my  deareft  **  ! 
And  now,  clofe  my  eyes  too  ! 

tfbi.  Thou  perfect  woman  !  — 
Martell,  the  kingdom's  yours:  Take  Membcrge  tft 


69  My  laft,  Sir,  and  my  deareft.'}  There  are  two  fenfes  of  this, 
which.  At  reader  will  pleafe  to  -take  his  choice  of.  If  the  above  points 
be  right,  laft  and  deaveft  relate  to  her  kifs  ;  if  we  point  with  the  old 
editions  (which  the  fufpicion  of  another  fenfe  made  me  turn  to) 

My  laft  Sir,  and  my  deareft, 

The  fenfe  will  be,  my  laft  and  deareft  lord  !  For  Sir  is  often  us'd  in 
this  its  original  fenfe.  Seaward. 

Ordella  had  no  ether  lords.  The  fenfe  obvioufly  is,  '  Take  my  laft 
'  kifs,  and  the  mcfl  affeftionate  I  ever  gave/ 

And 
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And  keep  my  line  alive  ! — Nay,  weep  not,  lady ! 
Take  me  !  I  go. 

Ord.  Take  me  too  !  Farewell,  Honour  !  \_Diebctk* 

2,  Doff  or.  They're  gone  for  ever. 

Mart.  The  peace  of  happy  fouls  go  after  them ! 
Bear  them  unto  their  laft  beds,  whilfl  I  ftudy 
A  tomb  to  fpeak  their  loves  whilft  old  Time  lafteth. 
I  am  your  king  in  forrows. 

Omnes.  We  your  fubje&s  ! 

Mart.  De  Vitry,  for  your  fervices  7°,  be  near  us ! 
Whip  out  thefe  inftruments  of  this  mad  mother 
From  court,  and  all  good  people ;  and,  becaufe 
She  was  born  noble,  let  that  title  find  her 
A  private  grave,  but  neither  tongue  nor  honour71 ! 
And  now  lead  on  ! — They  that  fhall  read  this  ftory. 
Shall  find  that  Virtue  lives  in  good,  not  glory. 

[Exeunt  cmnes. 

7*  For  jour  fervice.]  Services  was  probably  the  original  word  here. 

71  But  neither  tongue  nor  honour, ]  Both  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr. 
Sympfon  would  reject  tongue  here  and  read  totnb^  but  furdy  without 
fufficient  reafon:  For  tongue  fignifies  the  funeral  oration,  honour  the 
efcutcheons  and  other  ceremonies  of  the  funeral,  together  with  the 
monument,  or  whatever  may  mew  refpeft  to  the  deceas'd.  As  to 
the  character  of  Brunhalt,  or  Brunhaud,  though  it  may  perhaps  be 
thought  too  fhocking  to  appear  upon  the  llage>  hiftory  has  (till  re- 
prefented  her  as  a  worfe  devil  than  our  Poets  have  done.  Thierry 
and  Theodoret,  or  Theodibert,  were  her  gfand-children,  whofe  father 
fhe  had  poifon'd  when  he  came  of  age,  /n  order  to  keep  the  govern 
ment  in  her  own  hands.  She  initat&l  Thierry  againft  Theodibert 
whom  (he  causM  him  to  flay,  and  tb<n  poifon'd  Thierry>  in  hopes  that 
the  ftates  would  have  fubmitted  <o  her  government  /  but  her  horrid 
wickedneffes  being  laid  open  to  the  peers  of  France,  (he  was  accus'd  of 
.having  been  the  rnurdreis  of  ten  kings,  befide  debauching  her  grand 
child  Thierry,  making  him  put  away  a  virtuous  wife  and  providing 
him  with  miffes.  She  was  condemned  to  the  rack,  which  (he  fufier'd 
three  days,  was  then  carry'd  about  the  camp  upon  a  camel's  back 
afterwards  ty'd  by  the  feet  to  a  wild  mare,  and  (b  daftf  d  in  pieces. 
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Tifirldy  was  originally  printed  in  quarto  in  the  year  1607.  //  was 
afterwards  revived  by  Sir  William  Davenant,  who  added  a  fecond 
title*  Or,  The  Hungry  Courtier,  and  wrote  a  new  Prologue  to  it, 
printed  in  his  Works,  p.  239,  and  in  the  quarto  of  1649.  7 be 
title-page  of  the  latter  edition  afcribes  it  to  both  Authors :  Both  the 
Original  and  Davenanfs  Prologuest  however^  fpeak  of  it  as  the 
production  of  but  one  ;  and  Langbaine  pof  lively  fays  it  was  one  of 
thofe  plays  which  Fletcher  wrote  alone,  //  has  not  been  atted 
many  years. 
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PROLOGUE. 


GENTLEMEN,  Inclusions T  are  out  of  date, 
and  a  Prologue  in  verfe  is  as  ftale  as  a  black 
velvet  cloak,  and  a  bay  garland ;  therefore  you  fhall 
have  it  plain  profe,  thus :  If  there  be  any  amongft 
you  that  come  to  hear  lafcivious  fcenes,  let  them  de 
part  ;  for  I  do  pronounce  this,  to  the  utter  difcom- 
iort  of  all  two-penny  gallery-men,  you  fhall  have  no 
bawdry  in  it :  Or  if  there  be  any  lurking  amongft 
you  in  corners,  with  table-books,  who  have  fome 

hope  to  find  fit  matter  to  feed  his malice  on,  let 

them  clafp  them  up,  and  flink  away,  or  flay  and  be 
converted.     For  he  that  made  this  Play  means  to 
pleafe  auditors  fo,  as  he  may  be  an  auditor  himfelf 
hereafter,  and  -not  purchafe  them  with  the  dear  lofs 
of  his  ears.    I  dare  not  call  it  Comedy  or  Tragedy ; 
'tis  perfectly  neither :  A  Play  it  is,  which  was  meant 
to  make  you  laugh;  how  it  will  pleafe  you,  is  not 
written  in  my  part :  For  though  you  fhouid  like  it  to 
day,  perhaps  yourfelves  know  not  how  you  fliould 
chgeft  it.  tomorrow.    Some  things  in  it  you  may  meet 
with,  which  are  out  of  the  common  road  :  A  Duke 
there  is,  .and  the  fce-ne  lies  in  Italy,  as  -thofe  two 
things  lightly  we  never  mifs.     But  you  {hall  not  find 
in  it  th'e  ordinary  and  over-worn  trade  of  jefting  at 
lords,  and  courtiers,  and  citizens,  without  taxation 
of  any  particular  or  new  vice  by  them  found  out,  but 
at  the  perfons  of  them:   Such,  he,  that  made  this, 
thinks  vile,  and  for  his  own  part  vows,  That  he  did 
never  think,  but  that  a  lord,  lord-born,  might  be  a 
wife  man,  and  a  courtier  an  honed  manz. 

1  Inducl'tons.1}  Such  as  precede  Cynthia's  Revels,  Bartholomew- Fair, 
The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  and  many  othe*  plays  of  that  period.  By 
the  former  of  thofe  we  learn,  that  it  was  ufual  for  the  fpeaker  of  a 
Prologue,  in  thofe  times,  to  be  habited  in  a  black  cloak :  It  is  poffibie 
the  cuftom  of  dreffing  in  black,  which  continued  to  be  the  fufhion  for 
jprologue-fpeakers  until  very  lately,  was  derived  from  hence.  R. 

z  From  this  Prologue  as  well  as  a  thoufancl  other  paflages  in  our 
Authors,  it  is  vary  evident  that  their  Plays  were  in  the  age  they  livM 
Jemaikable  far  the  decency  and  delicacy  of  their  language  ;  though 
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LADIES,  take't  as  a  fecret  in  your  ear, 
Inftead  of  homage,  and  kind  welcome  here, 
I  heartily  could  wifh  you  all  were  gone ; 
For  if  you  flay,  good  faith,  we  are  undone, 
Alas  !  you  now  expect,  the  ufual  ways 
Of  our  addrefs,  which  is  your  fex's  praife : 
But  we  to-night,  unluckily,  muft  fpeak 
Such  things  will  make  your  lovers'  heart-firings  break, 
Be-lie  your  virtues,  and  your  beauties  flain, 
With  words,  contriv'd  long  fince,  in  your  difdain. 
'Tis  ftrange  you  ftir  not  yet;  not  all  this  while     • 
Lift  up  your  fans  to  hide  a  fcornful  fmilej 
Whilper,  or  jog  your  lords  to  fteal  away, 
So  leave  us  t'  act,  unto  ourfelves,  our  Play : 
Then  liirc,  there  may  be  hope,  you  can  fubdue 
Your  patience  to  endure  an  acl:  or  two ; 
Nay  more,  when  you  are  told  our  Poet's  rag.e 
Purfues  but  one  example,  which  that  age 
Wherein  he  liv'd  produc'd ;  and  we  rely 
Not  on  the  truth,  but  the  variety. 
His  Mufe  believ'd  not  what  Hie  then  did  write ; 
Her  wings  were  wont  to  make  a  nobler  flight, 
Soar'd  high,  and  to  the  ftars  your  lex  did  raife; 
For  which,  full  twenty  years  he  wore  the  bays. 
'Twas  he  reduced  Evadne  from  her  fcorn, 
And  taught  the  fad  Afpatia  how  to  mourns 
Gave  Arethufa's  love  a  glad  relief; 
And  made  Panthea  elegant  in  grief. 
Jf  thofe  great  trophies  of  his  noble  Mufe 
Cannot  one  humour  'gainft  your  fex  excufe, 
Which  we  prefent  to-night,  you'll  find  a  way 
How  to  make  good  the  libel  in  our  play : 
So  you  are  cruel  to  yourfelves ;  whilft  he 
(Safe  in  the  fame  of  his  integrity) 
Will  be  a  Prophet,  not  a  Poet  thought, 
And  this  fine  web  laft  long,  tho'  loofely  wrought. 

feveral  of  their  expreffions  are  become  now  very  grofs  and  are  apt  to 
give  offence  to  modeft  ears,  but  they  ought  to  be  judged  by  the  fafhion 
cf  the  age  they  lived  in,  not  by  that  which  now  reigns.  Seward 
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M  E  N. 

Duke  of  Milan,  in  love  with  Qriana. 

Count  Valore. 
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Arrigo,  a  courtier. 

Lucio,  a  weak  formal  ft  at  ef man. 

Lazarillo,  a  voluptuous  Jmell-feaft. 
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ACT      I.        SCENE      L 

Enter  Duke,  Arrigo,  and  Lucio. 
Duke.  ?rn|    ^  I  S  now  the  fweeteft  time  for  fleep  ; 


|  the  night  is 


Scarce  fpent :  Arrigo,,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Arr.  Paftfour. 

Duke.  Is  it  fo  much,  and  yet  the  morn  not  up  ? 
See  yonder,  where  the  fhame-fac'd  maiden  comes : 
Into  our  fight  how  gently  doth  ihe  flide, 
Hiding  her  chafte  cheeks,  like  a  modefl  bride, 
With  a  red  veil  of  blufhes  ;  as  is  fhe 3, 
Even  fuch  all  modefl  virtuous  women  be  ! 
Why  thinks  your  lordlhip  I  am  up  fo  foon  ? 

Lucio.  About  fome  weighty  flate-plot. 

Duke.  And  what  thinks 
Your  knighthood  of  it  ? 

Arr.  I  do  think,  to  cure 
Some  ftrange  corruptions  in  the  commonwealth. 

Duke.  You're  well  conceited  of  yourfelves,  to  think 
I  chufe  you  out  to  bear  me  company 
In  fuch  affairs  and  bufmefs  of  ftate : 
But  am  not  I  a  pattern  for  all  princes, 
That  break  my  foft  fleep  for  my  fubje&s'  good  ? 
Am  I  not  careful  ?  very  provident  ? 

Lucio.  Your  Grace  is  careful. 

3  As  if  Jht .  J  This  nonfenfical  le&ion  is  in  all  editions  but  the  firH 
quarto. 
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Arr.  Very  provident. 

Duke.  Nay,kncwyou  how  my1  ferious-  working  plots 
Concern  the  whole  eftates  of  all  my  fubjects, 
Ay,  and  their  lives  -,  then,  Lttcio,  thou  wouldft  fwear, 
I  were  a  loving  prince. 

Lucio.  I  think  your  Grace 
Intends  to  walk  the  public  flreets  difguis'd, 
To  fee  the  ftreets'  diforders. 
Duke.  'Tis  not  fo. 

Arr.  You  fecretly  will  crofs  fome  other  ftates, 
That  do  confpire  againfl  you. 

Duke.  Weightier  far  : 

You  are  my  friends,  and  you  fhall  have  the  cauie; 
I  break  my  fle'eps  thus  foon  to  fee  a  wench. 

Lucio.  You're  wondrous  careful  for  your  fubjects' 

good  ! 

Arr.  You  are  a  very  loving  prince  indeed  ! 
Duke.  This  care  I  take  for  them,  when  their  dull  eyes 
Arc  clos'd  with  heavy  {lumbers. 

Arr.  Then  you  rife 
To  fee  your  wenches. 

Liuio.  What  Milan  beauty  hath  the  pow'r 
To  charm  her  fovereign's  eyes  4,  and  break  his  fleeps  ? 

Duke.  Sifter  to  count  Valore  !  fhe's  a  maid 
Would  make  a  prince  forget  his  throne  and  ftate, 
And  lowly  kneel  to  her  :  The  general  fate 
Of  all  mortality,  is  hers  to  give  j 
As  fhe  difpofeth,  fo  we  die  and  live. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  the  day  grows  clear  3  the  court 
will  rife. 

(lay  too  long.  —  Is  the  umbrana's  head  5, 


*  My  ferious  working  plots.  ]  I  never  think  it  right  to  difc.ird  good 
fenfe  beca1  fe  another  reading  appears  preferable,  but  a  compound 
\vord,  fecret  -working  occurr'd  at  fiyft  fight,  and  was  rejedted  as  un- 
necejTary,  'till  reading  three  lines  below  Arrigo's  anfwer, 

You  ftcretly  «u/7/  crofs  feme  otler  flatet 

which  feems  to  imply  fomething  of  fecrecy  being  mentiore'd  before, 
the  conjecture  feem'd  much  more  probable.  Se^varrf. 

4  Her  fovereign  eyes,]  Firft  quarto  and  Seward  read  as  in  text. 

5  The  umbrana.]  In  another  palT.-ge,  this  fifh  is  called  an  umbrane  ; 
gi;4  is  probably  the  fome  which  Cotgrave  defcribes  in  the  following 
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As  we  commanded,  fent  to  the  fad  Gondarino, 
Our  general  ? 

Arr.  'Tisfent. 

Duke.  But  flay!  where  fhines 
That  light  ? 

Arr.  'Tis  in  the  chamber  of  Lazarillo. 

Duke.  Lazarillo  ?  what  is  he  ? 

Arr.  A  courtier,  my  lord; 

And  one  that  I  wonder  your  Grace  knows  not,  for 
He  hath  follow'd  your  court,  and  your  laft  prede- 

cefTor's, 

From  place  to  place,  any  time  this  feven  year, 
As  faithfully  as  your  fpits  and  your  dripping-pans 
Have  done,  and  almoft  as  greafily. 

Duke.  Oh,  we  know  him:  As  we  have  heard,  he 

keeps 

A  calendar  of  all  the  famous  difhes 
Of  meat,  that  have  been  in  the  court,  e'er  fince 
Our  great-grandfather's  time ;  and  when  he  can  thruft 
In  at  no  table,  he  makes  his  meat  of  that. 

Luclo.  The  very  fame,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  courtier  call'ft  thou  him  ? 
Believe  me,  Lucio,  there  be  many  fuch 
About  our  court,   refpefted,  as  they  think, 
Ev'n  by  ourfelf.     With  thee  I  will  IDC  plain  : 
We  princes  do  ufe  to  prefer  many  for  nothing, 
And  to  take  particular  and  free  knowledge, 
Almoft  in  the  nature  of  acquaintance,  of  many 

manner,  under  the  name  of  an  umlrine  :  *  A  great  eyed,  round- 
'  tongued,  (mall-toothed,  and  holefome  fea-fifh,  which  hath  certaine 
'  barres  over  erode  her  backe,  and  growing  often  to  the  bigneffe  of 
'  a  maigre,  is  fometmies  taken  for  it.'  Fiorio,  in  his  '  Worlde  of 

*  Wordes,' folio,  1598,  voce  iimbrine,  calls  it  'a  kinde  of  filh,  which 
'  fome  take  to  be  the  halybut  j'  and  Cotgrave,  who,  as  before,  fays 
it  is  fometimes  taken  for  a  maigre,  gives  the  following  account  of  the 
latter :  '  A  great  and  Ikalie  fifh,  having  a  wattle  on  his  chinne,  two 

*  holes  on  the  top  of  his  beake  neere  his  eyes ;  and  two  ftones  within 
'  his  head  of  fome  vertue  (as  is  fuppofed)  againft  the  cholicke  :  The 

*  French  do  tearme  him  thus,  not  becaufe  he  is  leane,  but  becaufe 
«  by  the  whiteneffe  of  his  flelh  he  feerns  fo  ;  howfoever,  and  hovv- 
4  ibeycr  he  be  dtdled,  he  is  reafonable  good  meat.'  R. 

Whom 
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Whom  we  do  ufe  only  for  our  pleafures  ; 

And  do  give  largely  to  numbers. 

More  out  of  policy  to  be  thought  liberal, 

And  by  that  means  to  make  the  people  ftrive 

To  deferve  our  love,  than  to  reward 

Any  particular  defert  of  theirs 

To  whom  we  give  !  and  do  fuffer  ourfelves  to  hear 

Flatterers,  more  for  recreation 

Than  for  love  of  it,  tho'  we  feldom  hate  it : 

And  yet  we  know  all  thefe  -3  and  when  we  pleafe, 

Can  touch  the  wheel,  and  turn  their  names  about. 

Lucio.  I  wonder  they  that  know  their  ilates  fo  well, 
Should  fancy  fuch  bafe  flaves. 

Duke.  Thou  wonder'ft,  Lucio  ? 
Doft  not  thou  think,  if  thou  wert  Duke  of  Milan, 
Thou  fhouldft  be  flatter'd  ? 

Lucio.  I  know,  my  lord,  I  would  not. 

Duke.  Why,  fo  I  thought  'till  I  was  duke 3  I  thought 
I  fhould  have  left  me  no  more  flatterers 
Than  there  are  now  plain-dealers  ;  and  yet, 
For  all  this  my  refolution,  I  am  moft 
Palpably  flatter'd :  The  poor  man  may  loath 
Covetoufnefs-and  flattery,  but  fortune  will 
Alter  the  mind  when  the  wind  turns ;  there  may 
Be  well  a  little  conflict,  but  it  will  drive 
The  billows  before  it.     Arrigo,  it  grows  late  \ 
For  fee,  fair  Tethys  hath  undone  the  bars 
To  Phoebus'  team  -,  and  his  unrival'd  light 
Hath  chas'd  the  morning's  modeft  blufh  away : 
Now  muft  we  to  our  love.     Bright  Paphian  queen-, 
Thou  Cytherean  goddefs,  that  delights 
In  ftirring  glances,  and  art  ilill  thyfelf 
More  toying  than  thy  team  of  fparrows  be  j 
Thou  laughing  Erecina,  oh,  infpire 
Her  heart  with  love,  or  lefTen  my  defire  !     [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Boy. 

Laz.  Go,  run,  fearch,  pry  in  every  nook  and  angle 
O'th'  kitchens,  larders,  and  paileries ; 
Know  what  meat's  boil'd,  bak'd,  roaft,  ftew'd,  fried, 

or  fous'd, 

At  this  dinner,  to  be  ferv'd  direftly,  or  indire&ly, 
To  every  feveral  table  in  the  court  j 
Be  gone ! 

Boy.  I  run ;  but  not  fo  faft  as 
Your  mouth  will  do  upon  the  ftroke  of  eleven.  [Exit. 

Laz.  What  an  excellent  thing  did  God  beftow 
Upon  man,  when  he  did  give  him  a  good  ftomach ! 
What  unbounded  graces  there  are  pour'd 
Upon  them  that  have  the  continual  command 
Of  the  very  beft  of  thefe  bleflings !  'Tis 
An  excellent  thing  to  be  a  prince ;  he  is 
Serv'd  with  fuch  admirable  variety  of  fare, 
Such  innumerable  choice  of  delicates ; 
His  tables  are  full  fraught  with  mod  nourifhing  food, 
And  his  cupboards  heavy  laden  with  rich  wines  ; 
His  court  is  dill  fill'd  with  moft  pleafing  varieties : 
In  the  fummer  his  palace  is  full  of  green-geefe, 
And  in  winter  it  fwarmeth  woodcocks. 
Oh,  thou  goddefs  of  Plenty ! 
Fill  me  this  day  with  fome  rare  delicates, 
And  I  will  every  year  moft  conftantly, 
As  this  day,  celebrate  a  fumptuous  feaft 
(If  thou  wilt  fend  me  victuals)  in  thine  honour ! 
And  to  it  fhall  be  bidden,  for  thy  fake, 
Ev'n  all  the  valiant  ftomachs  in  the  court ; 
All  ihort-cloak'd   knights,    and  all  crofs-garter'd 

gentlemen ; 

All  pump  and  pantofle,  foot-cloth  riders ; 
With  all  the  fwarming  generation 
Of  long  flocks,  fhorc  pain'd  hole,  and  huge  ftufTd 
doublets : 

All 
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All  thefe  fhall  eat,  and,  which  is  more  than  yet 
Hath  e'er  been  feen,  they  fhall  be  fatisfied ! — 
I  wonder  my  ambaflador  returns  not. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Here  I  am,  matter. 

Laz.  And  welcome ! 

Never  did  that  fweet  virgin  in  her  finock, 
Fair-cheek'd  Andromeda,  when  to  the  rock 
Her  ivory  limbs  were  chain'd,  and  ftraight  before 
A  huge  fea-monfter,  tumbling  to  the  fhore, 
To  have  devoured  her,  with  more  longing  fight 
Expect  the  earning  of  fome  hardy  knight, 
That  might  have  quelPd  his  pride,  and  fet  her  free, 
Than  I  with  longing  fight  have  look'd  for  thee. 

Boy.  Your  Perfeus  is  come,  mailer,  that  will  de- 

flroy  him ; 

The  very  comfort  of  whofe  pre fence  fhuts 
The  monfter  Hunger  from  your  yelping  guts. 

Laz.  Brief,  Boy,  brief! 
Difcourfe  the  fervice  of  each  federal  table 
Compendioufly. 

Boy.  Here  is  a  bill  of  all,  Sir. 

Laz.  Give  it  me  ! 

A  bill  of  all  the  feveral  fervices  this  day 
Appointed  for  every  table  in  the  court : 
Ay,  this  is  it  on  which  my  hopes  rely ; 
Within  this  paper  all  my  joys  are  clos'd ! 
Boy,  open  it,  and  read  it  with  reverence. 

Boy.  Forth' captain  of  the  guard's  table,  three  chines 
Of  beef,  and  two  joles  of  Surgeon. 

Laz.  A  portly  fervice, 

But  grofs,  grofs.   Proceed  to  th'  Duke's  own  tablej 
Dear  Boy,  to  the  Duke's  own  table  ! 

Boy.  For  the  Duke's  own  table, 
The  head  of  an  umbrana. 

Laz.  Is  it  poflible  ? 
Can  Heaven  be  fo  propitious  to  the  Duke  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  I'll  allure  you,  Sir,  'tis  poflible  ; 

Hca^e  I  j 
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Heaven  is  fo  propitious  to  him. 

Laz.  Why  then, 

He  is  the  richeft  prince  alive !  He  were 
The  wealthieft  monarch  in  all  Europe,  had  he 
No  other  territories,  dominions,  » 

Provinces,  feats,  nor  palaces,  but  only 
That  umbrane's  head. 

Boy.  'Tis  very  frefh  and  fweet,  Sir ; 
The  fiitawas  taken  but  this  night,  and  the  head, 
As  a  rare  novelty,  appointed  by 
Special  commandment  for  the  Duke's  own  table, 
This  dinner. 

Laz.  If  poor  unworthy  I  may  come  to  eat 
Of  this  moil  facred  difh,  I  here  do  vow 
(If  that  blind  hufwife  Fortune  will  beilow 
But  means  on  me)  to  keep  a  fumptuous  houfe, 
A  board  groaning  under  the  heavy  burden 
Of  the  beaft  that  cheweth  the  cud, 
And  the  fowl  that  cutteth  the  air :  It  fhall 
Not,  like  the  table  of  a  country  juftice, 
Be  fprinkled  over  with  all  manner  of 
Cheap  fallads,  diced  beef,  giblets,  and  pettitoesf 
To  fill  up  room  ;  nor  Ihould  there  ftand 
Any  great,  cumberfome,  un-cut-up  pies, 
At  the  nether  end,  filled  with  mofs  and  ilones, 
Partly  to  make  a  Ihow  with,  and  partly 
To  keep  the  lower  mefs  from  eating 6  •,  nor  diall 

6  The  tower  mefs."]  That  is,  thofe  who  ufed  to  fet  at  the  table 
below  the  fait ;  a  cuitom  frequently  mentioned  in  our  ancient  writers. 
Mr.  Whalley  gives  the  following  account  of  the  manner  in  which  our 
anceftors  were  ufually  feared  at  their  meals :  *  The  tables  being  long, 
theyiz//  was  commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  ferved  as  a  kind 
of  boundary  to  the  different  quality  of  the  guefts  invited.  Thofe 
of^diftindion  were  ranked  above  ;  the  fpace  below  was  afligned  to 
the  dependants,  or  inferior  relations  of  the  mailer  of  the  houfe. 
An  allufion  to  this  cuftom  occurs  in  a  fatire  of  bifhop  Hall.  As  it 
is  but  fhort,  the  Reader  perhaps  will  not  be  difpleafed  if  I  tranfcrib* 
trie  whole : 

"  A  gentle  fquire  would  gladly  entertain 

"  Into  his  houfe  fome  trencher  chaplain  j 

"  Some  willing  man,  that  might  initrudr  his  fons, 

r*  And  that  would  {land  to  good  conditions, 

"  Firffc. 
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My  meat  come  in  freaking,  like  the  city  fervice, 
One  difh  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  another, 
And  gone  as  if  they  had  appointed  to  meet  there, 
And  had  miftook  the  hour  3  nor  fhould  it, 
Like  the  new  court  fervice,  come  in  in  hafte, 
As  if  it  fain  would  be  gone  again,  all  courfes 
At  once,  like  a  hunting  breakfaft  ;  but  I 
Would  have  my  feveral  courfes,  and  my  difhes 
Well  fill'd  :  My  firft  courfe  fhould  be  brought  in 
After  the  ancient  manner,  by  a  fcore 
Of  old  bleer-ey'd  fervingmen,  in  long  blue  coats, 
(Marry,  they  fhall  buy  filk,  facing,  and  buttons 
Themfelves)  but  that's  by  the  way. 

Boy.  Mafter, 
The  time  calls  on ;  will  you  be  walking  ? 

Laz.  Follow,  Boy,  follow  ! 

My  guts  were  half  an  hour  fmce  in  the  privy  kitchen. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Valore  and  Oriana. 
On.  Faith,  brother,  I  muft  needs  go  yonder. 
Val.  And  i'faith,  fifter,  what  will  you  do  yonder? 
On.  I  know  the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad 
To  fee  me. 

"  Firft,  that  he  lie  upon  the  truckle  bed, 

*'  Whilft  his  young  matter  lieth  o'er  his  head. 

"  Secondly,  that  he  do  on  no  default, 

"  Ever  prefume  toy;/  above  the  fait. 

"  Third,  that  he  never  change  his  trencher  twice. 

"  Fourth,  that  he  ufe  all  common  courtefies ; 

"  Sit  bare  at  meals,  and  one  half  rife  and  wait. 

"  Laft,  that  he  never  his  young  mafter  beat, 

"  But  he  muft  afk  his  mother  to  define, 

**  How  many  jerks  me  would  his  breech  mould  line. 

"  All  thefe  obferv'd,  he  could  contented  be, 

"  To  give  five  marks,  and  winter  livery.' 

*  Again,  by  a  reference  to  this  famion,  we  are  told  in  a  little  piece, 

*  called  News  from  the  Lower  End  of  theTable,  that  the  beft  company 
'  makes  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and  not  the  falt-celler.     This 

*  cuftom  is  yet  preferved  at  the  lord-mayor's,  and  Come  other  publick 

*  tables.'  R. 

Val. 
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•  VaL  Glad  to  fee  you  ?  Faith,  the  lady 
Honoria  cares  for  you  as  fhe  doth  for  all 
Other  young  ladies ;  fhe  is  glad  to  fee  you, 
And  will  fhew  you  the  privy-garden,  and  tell  you 
How  many  gowns  the  duchefs  had.  Marry,  if  you  have 
Ever  an  old  uncle,  that  would  be  a  lord, 
Or  ever  a  kinfman  that  hath  done  a  murder, 
Or  committed  a  robbery,  and  will  give 
Good  ftore  of  money  to  procure  his  pardon, 
Then  the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Ori.  Ay,  but  they  fay  one  lhall  fee  fine  fights  at 
The  court. 

VaL  I'll  tell  you  what  you  fhall  fee  ; 
You  fhall  fee  many  faces  of  man's  making, 
For  you  fhall  find  very  few  as  God 
Left  them  :  And  you  fhall  fee  many  legs  too ; 
Amongft  the  reft  you  fhall  behold  one  pair, 
The  feet  of  which  were  in  times  pafl  focklefs,  but 

are  now, 

Thro*  the  change  of  time  (that  alters  all  things), 
Very  ftrangely  become  the  legs  of  a  knight 
And  a  courtier ;  another  pair  you  fhall  fee, 
That  were  heir-apparent  legs  to  a  glover^ 
Thefe  legs  hope  Ihortly  to  be  honourable ; 
When  they  pafs  by  they  will  bow,  and  the  mouth 
To  thefe  legs  will  feem  to  offer  you  fome  courtihip ; 
It  will  fwear,  but  it  will  lie ;  hear  it  not ! 

Ori.  Why,  and  are  not  thefe  fine  fights  ? 

VaL  Sifter, 

In  ferioufnefs  you  yet  are  young,  and  fair > 
A  fair  young  maid,  and  apt 

Ori.  Apt? 

VaL  Exceeding  apt ; 
Apt  to  be  drawn  to • 

Ori.  To  what  ? 

VaL  To  that  you  fhould  not  be ;  'tis  no  difpraife  j 
She  is  not  bad  that  hath  defire  to  ill, 
But  fhe  that  hath  no  power  to  rule  that  will  : 
For  there  you  fhall  be  woo'd  in  other  kinds 
Than  yet  your  years  have  known  j 

VOL.  X.  P  The 
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The  chiefeft  men  will  feem  to  throw  themfelves 

As  vafTals  at  your  fervice,  kifs  your  hand, 

Prepare  you  banquets,  mafques,  fhows,  all  inticemenu 

That  Wit  and  Luft  together  can  devife, 

To  draw  a  lady  from  the  ftate  of  grace 

To  an  old  lady-widow's  gallery ; 

And  they  will  praife  your  virtues  ;  beware  that ! 

The  only  way  to  turn  a  woman  whore, 

Is  to  commend  her  chaftity :  You'll  go  ? 

On.  I  would  go,  if  it  were  but 
Only  to  fhew  you,  that  I  could  be  there, 
And  be  mov'd  with  none  of  thefe  tricks. 

VaL  Your  fervants 
Are  ready  ? 

Ori.  An  hour  fmce. 

VaL  Well,  if  you  come 

Off  clear  from  this  hot  fervice,  your  praife  lhall  be 
The  greater.     Farewell,  fifter ! 

Ori.  Farewell,  brother ! 

VaL  Once  more !  If  you  ftay  in  the  prefence 
'Till  candle-light,  keep  on  the  forefide  o'th'  curtain ; 
And,  do  you  hear,  take  heed  of  the  old  bawd, 
In  the  cloth  of  tiiTue  fleeves,  and  the  knit  mittens ! 
Farewell,  fifter ! — Now  am  I  idle  -,  I  would  I'd  been 

[Exit  Ori. 

A  fcholar,  that  I  might  have  ftudied  now  ! 
The  punilhment  of  meaner  men  is,  they  have 
Too  much  to  do ;  our  only  mifery  is, 
That  without  company  we  know  not  what 
To  do.    I  muft  take  fome  of  the  common  courfes 
Of  our  nobility,  which  is  thus  : 
If  I  can  find  no  company  that  likes  me 7, 
Pluck  off  my  hatband,  throw  an  old  cloak  over 
My  face,  and,  as  if  I  would  not  be  known, 
Walk  haftily  thro*  the  ftreets,  'till  I  be 
Difcover'd ;  then  c  There  goes  count  Such-a-one/ 

7  Likes  me.]  i.  e.  Pleafes  me.  So,  in  King  Lear,  Kent  fays, 
ad  ii.  fcene  li.  '  His  countenance  likes  me  not  i'  and,  in  the  Maid's 
Tragedy,  p.  29, 

Wbat  look  likes  you  left  ?  R. 

Says 
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Says  one;  <  There  goes  count  Such-a-one,'  fays  another : 

c  Look  how  faft  he  goes/ fays  a  third;  f  There's  fome 

c  Great  matters  in  hand  queftionlefs/  fays  a  fourth  j 

When  all  my  bufinefs  is  to  have  them  fay  fo. 

This  hath  been  ufed.    , 

Or,  if  I  can  find  any  company  8> 

I'll  after  dinner  to  the  ftage  to  fee 

A  play;  where  when  I  firft  enter,  you  iKall  have 

A  murmur  in  the  houfe  ;  ev'ry  one 

That  does  not  know  cries,  (  What  nobleman  is  that?* 

All  the  gallants  on  the  ftage  rife^  veil  to  me, 

Kifs  their  hand,  offer  me  their  places  :  Then 

I  pick  out  fome  one>  whom  I  pleafe  to  grace 

Among  the  reft9,  take  his  feat,  ufe  it,  throw 

My  cloak  over  my  face,  and  laugh  at  him : 

The  poor  gentleman  imagines  himfelf  moft  highly 

Graced,  thinks  all  the  auditors  efteem  him 

One  of  my  bofom-friends,  and  in  right  fpecial 

Regard  with  me.     But  here  comes  a  gentleman, 

That  I  hope  will  make  me  better  fport  than  either 

Street  or  ftage  fooleries.     This  man  loves 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Bey. 

To  eat  good  meat ;  always  provided, 

He  do  not  pay  for't  himfelf.     He  goes 

By  the  name  of  the  Hungry  Courtier;  marry,  becaufc 

I  think  that  name  will  not  fufficiently 

Diftinguilh  him  (for  no  doubt  he  hath 

More  fellows  there)  his  name  is  Lazarillo ; 

He  is  none  of  thefe  fame  ordinary-eaters 10, 

8  Or  if  Icznjindany  company.]   As  he  describes  his  coming  into 
the  playhoufe  alone,  this  feems  a  fecond  expedient  to  pafs  away  time 
for  want  of  company  at  home*     1  therefore  read  cant  for  can. 

Senvard. 
We  fee  no  objection  to  the  old  text. 

9  To  grace  among  the  reft.  ]    All  this  fpeech,  and  far  the  greateft 
part  of  the  play  was  printed  before  as  profe  j  though  moft  of  it  runs 
eafily  into  a  familiar  verfe.  I  don't  change  among  acre  as  the  fenfe  is 
much  the  fame  as  above,  but  the  latter  i'cems  the  more  natural  pre- 
poiition.  Seaward. 

10  He  is  none  of  thefe  ordnary  eaters.]  Here  I  was  puzaled  to  make 
out  the  meafure,  a  fyliable  being  wanting,  and  I  thought  to  have  re- 

P  i  iblved 
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That  will  devour  three  breakfafts,  and  as  many 
Dinners,  without  any  prejudice  to  their  bevers, 
Drinkings,  or  fuppers  -,  but  he  hath  a  more 
Courtly  kind  of  hunger,  and  doth  hunt  more 
After  novelty  than  plenty.     I'll  over-hear  him. 

Laz.  Oh,  thou  moil  itching  kindly  appetite", 
Which  every  creature  in  his  ftomach  feels, 
Oh,  leave,  leave  yet  at  laft  thus  to  torment  me  ! 
Three  feveral  fallads  have  I  facrific'd, 
Bedew'd  with  precious  oil  and  vinegar, 
Already  to  appeafe  thy  greedy  wrath. 
Boy! 

Boy.  Sir? 

Laz.  Will  the  count  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Boy.  One  of 

His  gentlemen  is  gone  to  inform  him  of 
Your  coming,  Sir. 

Laz.  There  is  no  way  left 
For  me  to  compafs  this  rim-head,  but  by  being 
Prefently  made  known  to  the  Duke. 

Boy.  That  will  be  hard,  Sir. 

Delved  none  into  not  one,  but  looking  in  the  old  quarto  I  found  fame 
was  the  monofyllable  that  the  late  editions  had  dropt.  This  is  a 
ilrong  proof  that  the  whole  was  that  kind  of  familiar  verfe  that  I 
place  it  in.  By  ordxary  eaters  I  believe  we  fiiould  not  underltand 
common  eaters  but  or  dnary- caters*  or  eaters  at  ordnaries,  where 
gieat  eaters  frequently  crowd,  as  they  can  have  more  for  their  money 
than  when  they  pay  for  their  meat  by  weight :  This  feem"  more 
humourous  than  the  former  interpretation,  though  that  allb  will  well 
fuit  the  context.  Sward. 

We  think  ordinary  in  this  place  has  no  extraordinary  fenfe,  but 
fignifies  merely  common.  The  fcene  feems  to  be  loofe  verfe  ;  but  we 
Jaave  endeavoured  to  divide  it  more  naturally  and  numeroufly  than 
Seward,  and  nearer  in  general  to  the  quarto.  It  is  fornetimes,  how- 
eveV,  at  any  rate,  very  rugged. 

11  Ob9  tbou  moft  itching  kindly  appetite.]  There  is  great  humour 
in  the  pomp  of  Lazarillo's  itile,  but  here,  I  belitve,  it  has  been  a 
little  degraded  by  the  epithet  kindly.  As  itching  expreffes  the  trou- 
blefome  effects  of  the  appetite,  fo  kindly  may  be  thought  well  adapted 
to  the  pleaiing  effects  of  it ;  but  as  the  change  of  a  fingle  letter  gives 
a  much  more  pompous  word,  it  feems  highly  probable  that  kingly  was 
the  true  reading,  for  Lazarilio  had  before  nude  the  whole  glory  of 
a  prince  to  confilt  in  fatiating  his  royal  maw.  Seward. 

We  think  the  text  far  preferable. 

Laz. 
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Laz.  When  I  have  tafted  of  this  facred  difh, 
Then  fhall  my  bones  reft  in  my  father's  tomb 
In  peace  -,  then  fhall  I  die  molt  willingly, 
And  as  a  dim  be  ferv'd  to  fatisfy 
Death's  hunger  •,  and  I  will  be  buried  thus : 
My  bier  fhall  be  a  charger  borne  by  four, 
The  coffin  where  I  lie  a  powd'ring-tub, 
Beltrew'd  with  lettuce,  and  cool  failad-herbs ; 
My  winding-meet  of  tanfies  ;  the  black  guard 
Shall  be  my  folemn  mourners  ;  and  inftead 
Of  ceremonies,  wholfoine  burial  prayers ; 
A  printed  dirge  in  rhime  '%  fhall  bury  me. 
Inftead  of  tears  let  them  pour  capon-fauce 
Upon  my  hearfe,  and  fait  inltead  of  duft, 
Manchets  for  ilunes ;  for  other  glorious  fliields 
Give  me  a  voider  ;  arid  above  my  hearfe, 
For  a  trutch  fword,  my  naked  knife  ituck  up  ! 

[Galore  dif covers  biwfelf. 

Boy.  Matter,  the  count's  here. 

Laz.   Where  ? — My  lord,  I  do 
Befeech  you 

Val.  You  are  very  welcome,  Sir  ; 
I  pray  you  Hand  up  ^  you  mail  dine  with  me. 

Laz.  I  do  befeech  your  lordfhip,  by  the  love 


•and  injiead 


Of  ceremonies,   wholfome  burial  p 
J?  printed  dirge  in  rhime  fhall  bury  me  J   If  he  would  have  no 
ceremonies  nor  prayers,  it  is  probable  that  we  fhould  \tZ&  fulfoike,  or 
perhap%  as  ivholfome  is  a  word  proper  to  Lazanlio,  the  following 
tranipoikion  may  have  been  the  original, 

inftead 

Of  cei-ftnonits,  printed  burial  prayers, 

A  whoHbme  dirge  in  rbime  JJjall  bury  me. 

A  dirge  in  this  fenfe  may  fignify  vertes  fetcing  forth  the  wholforaerfeii 
and  excellency  of  good  eat:r.g.  Dirge  is  derived  from  the  Latin  word 
dirige,  which  begins  a  part  of  the  Popilh  Litany,  The  more  1  con- 
ficer  this  latter  conjecture,  die  more  probable  it  appears :  1  fh.iil 
therefore  venture  it  inio  the  text.  Se-tvard. 

The  old  text  is  very  good,  and  (hould  not  be  changed  :    He   firft 
fays,  there  fhai!  be  at  his  funeral, 

'  Inllead  of  ceremoiies,  icho'fome  burial  pray'rs;' 
and  then   proceeds  to  fpccify,  that 

'  A  printed  dirge  in  riiimc  ihall  bury  him,* 
nltcad  of  the  aiual  feivicc. 

P  3  I  ftill 
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I  ftiil  have  borne  to  your  honourable  houfe 

VaL  Sir,  what  need  all  this  ?  you  fliall  dine  with  me. 
I  pray  rife. 

Laz.  Perhaps  your  lordfhip  takes  me 
For  one  of  thefe  fame  fellows,  that  do,  as  it  were, 
Refpect  viftuals, 

VaL  Oh,  Sir,  by  no  means. 

Laz.  Your  lordfhip 
Has  often  promis'd,  that  whenfoever 
I  fhould  affect  greatnefs,  your  own  hand  fnould  help 
To  raife  me. 

VaL  And  fo  much  ftill  affure  yourfelf  of. 

Laz.  And  tho'  I  mud  confefs  I've  ever  ihunn'd 
Popularity,  by  the  example  of  others, 
Yet  I  do  now  feel  myfelf  a  little 
Ambitious  ;  Your  lordfhip  is  great, 
And,  tho1  young,  yet  a  privy-couniellor. 

VaL  I  pray  you,  Sir,  leap  into  the  matter  ; 
What  would  you  have  me  do  for  you  ? 

Laz.  I  would  entreat 
Your  lordihip  to  make  me  known  to  the  Duke. 

VaL  When,  Sir? 

Laz.  Suddenly,  my  lord  ;  I  would  have  you 
Prefent  me  unto  him  this  morning. 

VaL  It  fliall 

Be  done :  But  for  what  virtues  would  you  have  him 
Take  notice  of  you  ? 

Laz.  Your  lordfhip  fhall  know 
.That  prefently. 

VaL  'Tis  pity  of  this  fellow ;  he  is 
Of  good  wit,  and  luflScient  underftanding, 
When  he's  not  troubled  with  this  greedy  worm, 

Laz,  'Faith,  you  may  entreat  him  to  take  notice  of  me 
For  any  thing  •,  for  being  an  excellent  farrier, 
For  playing  well  at  fpan-counter,  or  flicking  knives 
In  walls,  for  being  impudent,  or  for  nothing  \ 
Why  may  not  I  be  a  favourite  on  the  fudden  ? 
J  fee  nothing  againft  it, 

VaL  Not  fo,  Sir ; 
I  know  you've  not  the  face  to  be  a  favourite 


THE    WOMAN-HATER. 

On  the  fudden. 

Laz.  Why  then,  you  fhall  prefent  me 
As  a  gentleman  well  qualified,  or  one 
Extraordinary  feen  in  divers  ftrange  myfteries. 

Val.  In  what,  Sir  ?  as  how  ? 
Marry  as  thus  -- 


Enter  Intelligencer. 

Val.  Yonder's 

My  old  fpirit,  that  hath  haunted  me  daily, 
Ever  fince  I  was  a  privy-counfellor  ; 
I  muft  be  rid  of  him.     I  pray  you  ftay  there  5 
I  am  a  little  bufy  •,  I  will  (peak 
With  you  prefently. 

Laz.  You  fhall  bring  me  In,  and  after 
A  little  other  talk,  taking  me  by  the  hand, 
You  fhall  utter  thefe  words  to  the  Duke  :'  May  it  pleafc 
c  Your  Grace,  to  take  note  of  a  gentleman, 

*  Well  read,  deeply  learned,  and  throughly 

'  Grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  fallads 

*  And  pot-herbs  whatfoever.' 

Val.  'Twill  be  rare  ! 
If  you  will  walk  before,  Sir,  I  will 
Overtake  you  inftantly. 

Laz.  Your  lordflhip's  ever.  {Exit. 

Val.  This  fellow  is  a  kind 
Of  an  informer,  one  that  lives  in  alehoufes 
And  taverns;  and  becaufe  he  perceives 
Some  worthy  men  in  this  land,  with  much  labour 
And  great  expence,  to  have  difcover'd  things 
Dangeroufly  hanging  over  the  ftate,  he  thinks 
To  difcover  as  much  out  of  the  talk  of  drunkards 
In  tap-houfes  :  He  brings  me  informations, 
Pick'd  out  of  broken  words,  in  mens'  common  talk, 
Which,  with  his  malicious  mis-application,  he 
Hopes  will  feem  dangerous  ;  he  doth,  befides, 
Bring  me  the  names  of  all  the  young  gentlemen 
In  the  city,  that  ufe  ordinaries,  or  taverns, 
Talking  (to  my  thinking)  only  as  the  freedom 

P  4  Of 
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Of  their  youth  teach  them,  without  any  further  ends, 

For  dangerous  and  feditious  fpirits  ; 

He  is,  beiides,  an  arrant  whoremafler 

As  any  is  in  Milan,  of  a  layman  -, 

I  will  not  meddle  with  the  clergy  :  He 

Is  parcel  lawyer IJ,  and  in  my  confcience  much 

Of  their  religion  :  I  muft  put  upon  him 

Some  piece  of  fervice.     Come  hither,  Sir  -9 

What  have  you  to  do  with  me  ? 

Int.  Little,  my  lord  ; 

I  only  come  to  know  how  your  lordfhip  would 
Employ  me. 

VaL  Obferv'd  you  that  gentleman 
That  parted  from  me  but  now  ? 

Int.  I  faw  him  now,  my  lord. 

VaL  I  was  fending  for  you  ;  I  have  talk'd  with 
This  man,  and  I  do  rind  him  dangerous. 

Int.  Is  your  lordfhip  in  good  earneft  ? 

VaL  Hark  you,  Sir  ; 
There  may  perhaps  be  fome  within  ear-foot. 

[He  whiff  ers  with  him. 

Enter  Lazanllo  and  Boy. 

Laz.  Sirrah,  will  you  venture  your  life, 
The  Duke  hath  fent  the  rim-head  to  my  lord  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  if  he  have  not,  kill  me,  do  what  you  will 
with  me ! 

Laz.  How  uncertain  is  the  ftate  of  all  mortal  things  \ 
I  have  thefe  erodes  from  my  cradle,  from 
My  very  cradle,  infomuch 
That  I  do  begin  to  grow  defperate  : 
Fortune,  I  do  defpiie  thee,  do  thy  worft  ! 
— Yet,  when  I  do  better  gather  myfelf  together, 
I  do  find  it's  rather  the  part  of  a  wife  man 
To  prevent  the  ftorms  of  Fortune  by  flirring, 

11  /;  parcel  lawyer.]  Parcel  from  particelle  ;  it  means  partly,  as 
partly  a  lawyer.  Malfengcr  our  Authors  contemporary  and  rival 
often  ufes  it  in  this  fenfe.  Seivard. 

Parcel  drunk  occurs  in  the  Chances,  p.  63. 

"  Than 
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Than  to  fuffer  'em,  by  {landing  (till, 

To  pour  themfelves  upon  his  naked  body ; 

I  will  about  it. 

VaL  Who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  a  Servingman. 

Let  this  gentleman  out  at  the  back-door ! 
Forget  not  my  inftructions.     If  you  find 
Any  thing  dangerous,  trouble  not  yourfelf 
To  find  out  me,  but  carry  your  informations 
To  the  lord  Lucio ;  he  is  a  man  grave, 
And  well-experienc'd  in  thefe  bufinefTes. 

Int.  Your  lordfhip's  fervant. 

[Exeunt  Intelligencer  &  Servingmau. 

Laz.  WilPt  pleafe  your  lordfhip  walk  ? 

VaL  Sir,  I  was  coming  j  1  will  overtake  you. 

Laz.  I  will  attend  you  overagainft 
The  lord  Gondarino's  houfe, 

VaL  You  fhall  not 
Attend  there  long. 

Laz.  Thither  mud  I 

To  fee  my  love's  face,  the  chafte  virgin  head 
Of  a  dear  fifh,  yet  pure  and  undeflower'd, 
Not  known  of  man  -9  no  rough-bred  country  hand 
Hath  once  touch'd  thee,  no  pandar's  wither'd  paw, 
Nor  an  un-napkin'd  lawyer's  greafy  fift, 
Hath  once  flubber'd  thee  ;  no  lady's  fup.ple  hand, 
Walh'd  o'er  with  urine,  hath  yet  feiz'd  on  thee 
With  her  too-nimble  talons I4;  no  court-hand, 
Whom  his  own  natural  filth,  or  change  of  air, 
Hath  bedeck'd  with  fcabs,  hath  marr'd  thy  whiter  grace: 
Oh,  let  it  be  thought  lawful  then  for  me, 
To  crop  the  flower  of  thy  virginity  !  [Exit. 

*+  With  her  two  nimble  talents.]  Mr.  Sympfon  concurs  with  me 
in  reading  too  nimble,  but  there  feems  a  itill  greater  corruption  than  that; 
for  fingers  are  certainly  here  called  too  nimble^  and  though  talents  be  in 
telligible,  yet  talons  feerns  a  much  more  eafy  as  well  as  more  comic 
word.  On  turning  to  Mr.  Theobald  I  find  that  he  too  read-  talons. 

Seivard. 

No  doubt  TALONS  was  the  intention  of  the  quarto ;  the  o\A /pelting 
was  very  inaccurate. 

VaL 
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VaL  This  day  I  am  for  fools  ;  I  am  all  theirs  : 
Tho',  like  to  our  young  wanton  cocker'd  heirs, 
Who  do  affect  thofe  men  above  the  reft 
In  whofe  bale  company  they  dill  are  beft, 
I  do  not  with  much  labour  drive  to  be 
The  wileft  ever  in  the  company; 
But  for  a  fool  our  wifdom  oft  amends r*, 
As  enemies  do  teach  us  more  than  friends.          [Exif. 


ACT     II.          SCENE     I. 

Enter  Gondarino  and  Servants. 
Serv.  T\yfY  lord! 

iyJL     Gond.  Ha! 

Serv.  Here's  one  hath  brought  you  a  prefent. 

Gond.  From  whom  ?  from  a  woman  ?  if  it  be  from 

a  woman, 

Bid  him  carry  it  back,  and  tell  her  fhe's  a  whore. 
What  is  it  ? 

Serv.   A  filh-head,  my  lord. 

Gond.  What  fifh-head  ? 

Serv.  I  did  not  afk  that,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Whence  comes  it  ? 

Serv.  From  the  court, 

Gond.  Oh,  'tis  a  cod's  head. 

Serv.  No,  my  lord ; 
*Tis  fome  ftrange  head;  it  comes  from  the  Duke. 

Gond.  Let  it  be  carried  to  my  Mercer ;  I  do 
Owe  him  money  for  filks ;  ftop  his  mouth  with  that. — 
Was  there  ever  any  man  that  hated  his  wife  [Ex.  Serv. 
After  death  but  I  ?  and,  for  her  fake,  all  women, 
Women  that  were  created  only  for 
*The  prefervation  of  little  dogs ! 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  My  lord,  the  count's 


*5  Buf  for  a  fool,  our  ivifdow  oft  amends ,]  Seward  rightly  obferves, 
*  for  13  here  the  iamq  as  bicavft.' 

Sifter 
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Sifter  being  overtaken  in  the  ftreets 

With  a  great  hail-ftorm,  is  lit  at  your  gate, 

And  defines  room  'till  the  ftorm  be  overpaft. 

Gond.  Is  fhe  a  woman  ? 

Serv.  Ay,  my  lord,  I  think  fo. 

Gond.  I've  none  for  her  then  j  bid  her  get  her  gone ; 
Tell  her  fhe  is  not  welcome  ! 

Serv.  My  lord,  fhe  is 
Now  coming  up. 

Gond.  She  fliall  not  come  up !  tell  her 
Any  thing 5  tell  her  I  have  but  one 
Great  room  in  my  houfe,  and  I  am  now 
Jn  it  at  the  clofe-ftool. 

Serv.  She's  here,  my  lord, 

Gond.  Oh,  impudence  of  women  ! 
I  can  keep  dogs  out  of  my  houfe, 
Or  I  can  defend  my  houfe  againft  thieves ; 
But  I  cannot  keep  out  women.    Now,  madam  j 

Enter  Oriana,  a  waiting-woman^  and  a  fagc. 

What  hath  your  ladyfhip  to  fay  to  me  ? 

OrL  My  lord,  I  was  bold  to  crave  the  help 
Of  your  houfe  againft  the  ftorm. 

Gond.  Your  ladyfhip's  boldnefs 
In  coming  will  be  impudence  in  flaying; 
For  you  are  moft  unwelcome. 

Ori.  Oh,  my  lord  ! 

Gond.  Do  you  laugh  ?  by  the  hate  I  bear  to  you, 
'tis  true  ! 

Ori.  You're  merry,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Let  me  laugh  to  death  if  I  be, 
Or  can  be,  whilft  thou  art  here,  or  liveft, 
Or  any  of  thy  fex  ! 

Ori.  I  commend  your  lordmip. 

Gond.  Do  you  commend  me  ?  why  do  you  conv» 

mend  me  ? 

I  give  you  no  fuch  caufe :  Thou  art  a  filthy, 
Impudent  whore  ^  a  woman,  a  very  woman ! 

Ori.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Gond.  Begot  when  thy  father  was  drunk. 

Ori, 
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On.  Your  lordfhip 
Hath  a  good  wit. 

Gond.  How  ?  what  ?  have  1  good  wit  ? 

On.  Come,   my  lord;  I've  heard  before 
Of  your  lordfhip's  merry  vein  in  jefling 
Againft  our  fex ;  which  I  being  defirous 
To  hear,  made  me  rather  chufe  your  lordfhip's  houfe 
Than  any  other;  but  I  know  I'm  welcome. 

Gond.  Let  me  not  live,  if  you  be  !  Methinks  it 
Doth  not  become  you  to  come  to  my  houfe, 
Being  a  ftranger  to  you  :  I  have  no  woman  in 
My  houfe  to  entertain  you,  nor  to  fhew  you 
Your  chamber;  whyfhould  you  come  to  me?  I  have  no 
Galleries,  norbanqueting-houfes,  nor  bawdy  pictures, 
To  fhew  your  ladyfhip. 

Ori.  Believe  me,  this 

Your  lordfhip's  plainnefs  makes  me  think  myfelf 
More  welcome  than  if  you  had  fworn,  by  all 
The  pretty  court-oaths  that  are,  I  had  been  welcomer 
Than  your  foul  to  your  body. 

Gond.  Now  (he's  in, 

Talking  treafonwill  not  get  her  out16;  Idurft  fooner 
Undertake  to  talk  an  intelligencer  out  of  the  room, 
And  fpeakmore  than  he  ciurft  hear,  than  talk  a  woman 
Out  o'  my  company, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  Duke 
Being  in  the  ftreets,  and  the  ftorm  continuing, 
Is  enter'd  your  gate,  and  now  coming  up. 

Gond.  The  Duke  ?— 

Now  I  know  your  errand,  madam ;  you  have  plots 
And  private  meetings  in  hand :  Why  do  you  chuie 
My  houfe  ?  are  you  afham'd  to  go  to  it 
In  the  old  coupling-place  ?  tho'  it  be  lefs 
Sufpicious  here,  (for  no  Chriftian  will 
Sufpecl:  a  woman  to  be  in  my  houfe) 
Yet  you  may  do  it  cleanlier  there, 

16  Will  get  her  out.]  The  negative  added,  and  we  think  juftly,  by 
Reward, 

For 


THE    WOMAN-HATER.     237 

For  there's  a  care  had  of  thofe  bufmefies ; 

And  wherefoever  you  remove,  your  great  maintainer 

And  you  fhall  have  your  lodgings  directly  oppofite ; 

It  is  but  putting  on  your  night-gown  and 

Your  flippers :  Madam,  you  underftand  me I?  ? 

On.  Before, 

I  would  not  underftand  him ;  but  now  he  fpeaks 
Riddles  to  me  indeed. 

Enter  the  Duke,  Arrigo^  and  Lucio. 

Duke.  'Twas  a  ftrange  hail-ftorm. 

Lucio.  'Twas  exceeding  ftrange. 

Gond.  Good-morrow  to  your  Grace  ! 

Duke.  Good-morrow,  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Juftice,  great  prince  ! 

Duke.  Why  fhould  you  beg  for  juftice  ? 
I  never  did  you  wrong  •,  what's  the  offender  ? 

Gond.  A  woman. 

Duke.  Oh,  I  know  your  ancient  quarrel 
Againft  that  fex  -,  but,  what  heinous  crime 
Hath  fhe  committed  r 

Gond.  She  hath  gone  abroad. 

Duke.  What  ?  it  cannot  be. 

Gond.  She  hath  done  it. 

Duke.  How! 

I  never  heard  of  any  woman  that 
Did  fo  before. 

Gond.  If  fhe  have  not  laid  by 
That  modefty  that  (hould  attend  a  virgin* 

'7  Tour  night  gown,  and  your  flippers  ;  madam,  you  under  ft  and 
me?}  To  make  out  the  verie  here  with  the  context  ;  I  am  forced  to 
divide  one  word  into  two  lines,  this  which  gives  the  meafure  a  more 
comic  afpeft  is  done  by  our  Authors  indifputably  in  the  comic  part  of 
the  Schoolmafter  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen. 

Upon  this  mighty  morr — of  mickle  weight, 
Is — now  comes  in  which  being  glcwd  together, 
Makes  morris.  Seward. 

Seward  (oh,  miferable  divifion  !)  exhibits, 

Tour  night-gown,  and  your  flippers  ;  madam,  y1  under 
stand  me  ? 

But  the  example  from  the  Two  Noble  Kinfmen  is  fo  far  from  ap- 
pofite,  that  it  rather  proves  our  Authors  would  not  gravely  praclifc 
«rhat  the/  there  cxpofed  as  (upremely  ridiculous. 

And, 
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And,  quite  void  of  fhame,  hath  left  the  houfe 
Where  Ihe  was  born  (as  they  fhould  never  do), 
Let  me  endure  the  pains  that  fhe  fhould  fuffer  1 

Duke.  Hath  fhe  fo  ?  which  is  the  woman  ? 

Gond.  This17. 

Duke.  This  ?  how  !  —  Arrigo  !  Lucio  ! 

Gond.  Ay,  then  it  is  a  plot  :  No  prince  alive 
Shall  force  me  make  my  houfe  a  brothel-houfei 
Not  for  the  fin's,  but  for  the  woman's  fake; 
I  will  not  have  her  in  my  doors  fo  long  : 
Will  they  make  my  houfe  as  bawdy  as  their  own 
are  ? 

Duke.  Is  it  not  Oriana  ? 

Lucio.  It  is. 

Duke.  Sifter  to  count  Valore  ? 

Arr.  The  very  fame. 

Duke.  She  that  I  love  ? 

Lucio.  She  that  you  love. 

Duke.  I  do  fufpeft  - 

Lucio.  So  do  I. 

Duke.  This  fellow  to  be  but  a  counterfeit  ; 
One  that  doth  feem  to  loath  all  woman-kind, 
To  hate  himfelf  becaufe  he  hath  fome  part 
Of  woman  in  him,  feerns  not  to  endure 
To  fee  or  to  be  feen  of  any  woman, 
Only  becaufe  he  knows  it  is  their  nature 
To  ^ifh  to  tafle  that  which  is  moft  forbidden  : 
And  with  this  fhow  he  may  the  better  compafs 
(And  with  far  lefs  fufpicion)  his  bafe  ends. 

Lucio.  Upon  my  life,  'tis  fo. 

Duke.  And  I  do  know, 

Before  his  flain  wife  gave  him  that  offence  <8, 
He  was  the  greateft  fervant  to  that  fex 
That  ever  was.    What  doth  this  lady  here 
With  him  alone  ?  Why  fhould  he  rail  at  her 
To 


J7  Gond.  This,  this.]  As  we  have  no  doubt  but  the  fecond  tbli 
belongs  to  the  Duke,  we  have  removed  it  to  his  fpeech. 

18  Before  his  flain  wife.']  I  have  ventured  to  alter  this  to  late  wife; 
there  not  being  the  leait  hint  of  his  wife's  beingyfo/Vz  by  him  or  any 
other.  Lain  fqr  buried  might  probably  be  allowed,  but  I  lay  it  down 

as 
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Lucio.  Becaufe  your  Grace  might  not  fufpeft. 
Duke.  It  was  fo  !  I  do  love  her  flrangely.  I 
Would  fain  know  the  truth  j  counfel  me. 

[They  three  wbtfper* 

Enter  Valore,  Lazarillo,  and  Boy. 

VaL  It  falls  out  better  than  we  could  expect,  Sirt 
That  we  fliould  find  the  Duke  and  my  lord 
Gondarino  together,  both  which  you  defire 
To  be  acquainted  with. 

Laz.  'Twas  very  happy.— 
Boy,  go  down  into  the  kitchen,  and  fee 
If  you  can  fpy  that  fame. — I  am  now  in  fome  hope; 

[Exit  Boy. 

I  have  methinks  a  kind  of  fever  upon  me, 
A  certain  gloominefs  within  me,  doubting, 
As  it  were,  betwixt  two  paflions  :  There's  no 
Young  maid  upon  her  wedding-night,   when  her 

hufband 

Sets  firft  foot  in  the  bed,  blufhes,  and 
Looks  pale  again,  oftner  than  I  do  now. 
There  is  no  poet  acquainted  with  more 
Shakings  and  quakings,  towards  the  latter  end 
Of  his  new  play,  (when  he's  in  that  cafe 
That  he  flands  peeping  betwixt  the  curtains, 
So  fearfully  that  a  bottle  of  ale  cannot 
Be  open'd,  but  he  thinks  fomebody  hifles) 
Than  I  am  at  this  inftant. 

VaL  Are  they  in  confultation  ? 
If  they  be,  either  my  young  Duke  hath  gotten 
Same  baftard,  and  is  perfuading  my  knight  yonder 
To  father  the  child,  and  marry  the  wench,  or  elfe 
Some  cockpit's  to  be  built. 

Laz.  My  lord  !  what  nobleman's  that  ? 

VaL  His  name  is  Lucio;  'tis  he  that  was  made  a  lord 
At  the  requeft  of  fome  of  his  friends  for's  wife's  fake ; 

as  a  rule,  never  to  afcribe  to  my  Authors  an  cxpreffion  that  I  fliould 
be  amamed  to  ufe  myfelf".  Se-^ard. 

The  variation  fhould  at  mod  have  only  been  offered  as  aco»jefture. 
LATE  wife  is  very  fht  and  modern, 

He 
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He  affefts  to  be  a  great  ftatefman,  and  thinks 
It  confifts  in  night-caps,  and  jewels,  and 
Toothpicks. 

Laz.  And  what's  that  other  ? 

VaL  A  knight,  Sir,  that 
Pleafeth  the  Duke  to  favour,  and  to  raife 
To  fome  extraordinary  fortunes :  He  can  make 
As  good  men  as  himfelf  ev'ry  day  in  the  week, 
And  doth. 

Laz.  For  what  was  he  raifed  ? 

VaL  Truly,  Sir, 

I  am  not  able  to  fay  directly  for  what, 
But  for  wearing  of  red  breeches,  as  I  take  it : 
He  is  a  brave  man  \  he  will  fpend  three  knighthoods 
At  a  fupper  without  trumpets. 

Laz.  My  lord,  I'll  talk  with  him ; 
For  I've  a  friend  that  would  gladly  receive  the  ho 
nour  19 

VaL  If  he  have  the  itch  of  knighthood  upon  him, 

let  him 

Repair  to  that  phyfician,  he'll  cure  him. 
But  I  will  give  you  a  note  :  Is  your  friend 
Fat  or  lean  ? 

Laz.  Something  fat. 

VaL  It  will  be  the  worfe  for  him. 

Laz.  I  hope  that's  not  material. 

VaL  Very  much, 

For  there's  an  impoft  fet  upon  knighthoods, 
And  your  friend  ihall  pay  a  noble  in  the  pound. 

Duke.  I  do  not  like  examinations  ; 
We  fhall  find  out  the  truth  more  eafily, 
Some  other  way  lefs  noted,  and  that  courfe 
Should  not  be  us'd,  'till  we  be  fure  to  prove 
Something  directly  ;  for  when  they  perceive 
Themfelves  fufpeded,  they  will  then  provide 
More  warily  to  anfwer. 

Lucio.  Doth  fhe  know 
Your  Grace  doth  love  her  ? 


Gladly  receive  the  humour.]  Corrected  in  1750, 

Duke, 
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Duke.  She  hath  never  heard  it. 

Luch.  Then  thus,  my  lord.     [They  wbifper  again. 

Laz.  What's  he  that  walks  alone 
3o  fadly,  with  his  hands  behind  him? 

*W/The  lord 

Of  the  houfe,  he  that  yon  defire  to  be 
Acquainted  with.     He  doth  hate,  women  for 
The  fame  caufe  that  I  love  them. 

Laz.  What  is  that? 

VaL  For  that  which  apes  want :  You  perceive  m'% 
Sir? 

Laz.  And  is  he  fad  ?  can  he  be  fad  that  hath 
So  rich  a  gem  under  his  roof,  as  that 
Which  I  do  follow. — What  young  lady's  that  ? 

VaL  Which  ?  Have  I  mine  eye-fight  perfect  ?  'tis 
My  fitter  !  Did  I  fay  the  Duke  had  a  baftard  ? 
What  mould  fhe  make  here  with  him  and  his  council  ? 
She  hath  no  papers  in  her  hand  to  petition  to  them  \ 
She  hath  never  a  hufband  in  prifon,  whofe  releale 
She  might  fue  for  :  That's  a  fine  trick  for  a  wench, 
To  get  her  hufband  clapt  up,  that  ihe  may 
More  freely,  and  with  lefs  fufpicion,  vific 
The  private  {Indies  of  men  in  authority. 
Now  I  do  difcover  their  confultation  ; 
Yon  fellow  is  a  pandar  without  all  falvation  ! 
But  let  me  not  condemn  her  too  rafhly,  without 
Weighing  the  matter :  She  is  a  young  lady  j 
She  went  forth  early  this  morning  with 
A  waiting-woman,  and  a  page  or  fo  : 
This  is  no  garden-houfe ;  in  my  confcience, 
She  went  forth  with  no  difhoneil  intent  -9  for 
She  did  not  pretend  going  to  any  fermon 
In  the  further  end  of  the  city  ;   neither  went  ihe 
To  fee  any  odd  old  gentlewoman,  that  mourns  for 
The  death  of  her  hufband,  or  the  lofs  of  her  friend^ 
And  mnft  have  young  ladies  come  to  comfort  her  -, 
Thofe  are  the  damnable  bawds  !  'Twas  no  fet  meeting 
Certainly,  for  there  was  no  wafer- woman  with  her 

VOL.  X.  C  Thefe 
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Thefe  three  days,  on  my  knowledge.  I'll  talk  with  her. 
—Good  morrow,  my  lord  ! 

Gond.  You're  welcome,  Sir. — Here's  her  brother 
Come  now  to  do  a  kind  office  for  his  lifter  -9 
Is  it  not  ftrange  ? 

Val.  I  am  glad  to  meet  you  here,  fifter. 

On.  I  thank  you,  good  brother^  and  if  you  doubt  of 
The  caufe  of  my  coming,  I  can  fatisfy  you. 

Val.  No,  faith,!  dare  truft  thee;  I  do  fufpecl:  thou'rt 

honeft  ; 

For  it  is  fo  rare  a  thing  to  be  honeft, 
Among  yon,  that  fome  one  man  in  an  age 
May  perhaps  fufpecl:  fome  two  women  to  be  honeft. 
But  never  believe  it  verily. 

Lucio.  Let  your  rsturn  be  fudden  ! 

Arr.  Unfufpecled  by  them. 

Duke.  It  fhall ;  fo  fhall  I  beft 
Perceive  their  love,  if  there  be  any:  Farewell  1 

Val.  Let  me  entreat  your  Grace  to  flay  a  little, 
To  know  a  gentleman,  to  whom  yourfelf 
Is  much  beholding :  He  hath  made  the  fport 
For  yourwholecourtthefceightyearSjOn  my  knowledge 

Duke.  His  name  ? 

Val.  Lazarillo. 

Duke.  I  heard  of  him  this  morning  -, 
Which  is  he  ? 

Val.  Lazarillo,  pluck  up  thy  fpirits ! 
Thy  fortunes  are  now  raifing ;  the  Duke  calls  for  t]beer 
And  thou  malt  be  acquainted  with  him. 

Laz.  He's  going  away, 
And  I  mil  ft  of  neceflity  ftay  here, 
Upon  bufmefs. 

Val.  'Tis  all  one  ;  thou  flialt  know  him  fifft. 

Laz.  Stay  a  little  !  — 

If  he  fhould  offer  to  take  me  away  with  him, 
And  by  that  means  I  mould  lofe  that  I  feek  for— 
But  if  he  fhould,  I  will  not  go  with  him. 

Val.  Lazarillo,  che  Duke  ftays!  wilt  thou  lofe 

This 
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This  opportunity  ? 

Laz.  How  mud  I  fpeak  to  him  ? 

VaL  Twas  well  thought  of;  you  muft  not  talk  to  him 
As  you  do  to  an  ordinary  man, 
Honeft  plain  fenfe,  but  you  muft  wind  about  him  : 
For  example^  if  he  fliould  afk  you  what  o'clock  it  is, 
You  mud  not  fay, '  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  'tis  nine  •/ 
But  thus,  'Thrice  three  o'  clock,  fo  pleafe  my  fovereign-/ 
Or  thus,  '  Look  how  many  mufes  there  doth  dwell 

*  Upon  the  fweet  banks  of  the  learned  well, 

c  And  juft  fo  many  ftrokes  the  clock  hath  ilruck  ± 
And  fo  forth :  And  you  muft  now  and  then 
Enter  into  adefcription. 

Laz.  I  hope  I  fhall  do  it. 

VaL  Come  ! 
c  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  take  note  of  a  gentleman, 

*  Well  feen,  deeply  read,  land  throughly 

c  Grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  fallads 
e  And  pot-herbs  whatfoever/ 

Duke.  I  fhall  defire  to  know  him  more  inwardly. 

Laz.  I  kifs  the  ox-hide  of  your  Grace's  foot. 

Vol.  Very  well! — Will  your  Grace  queftion  him  a 
little  ? 

Duke.  How  old  are  you  ? 

Laz.  Full  eight  and  twenty  feveral  almanacks 
Have  been  compiled,  all  for  feveral  years, 
Since  firft  I  drew  this  breath  \  four  prenticefhips 
Have  I  moil  truly  ferved  in  this  world  •, 
And  eight  and  twenty  times  hath  Phoebus'  car 
Run  out  his  yearly  courfe,  (ince 

Duke.  I  underftand  you,  Sir. 

Lucio.  How  like  an  ignorant  poet  he  talks  ! 

*  Duke.  You  are  eight  and  twenty  year  old. 
What  time  of  the  day  do  you  hold  it  to  be  ? 

Laz.  About  the  time  that  mortals  whet  their  knives 
On  thremolds,  on  their  fhoe- foals,  and  on  ftairs  •, 
Now  bread  is  grating,  and  the  tefty  cook 
Hath  much  to  do  now  ;  now  the  tables  all — — 

Duke,  Tis  almoft  dinner-time  ? 

Q. 2  Laz. 
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Laz.  Your  Grace  doth  apprehend  me  very  rightly. 

VaL  Your  Grace  fhail  find  him,  in  your  further 

conference, 
Grave,  wife,  courtly,  and  fcholaMike,  underftandingly 

read 

In  the  neceflities  of  the  life  of  man  : 
He  knows  that  man  is  mortal  by  his  birth  ; 
He  knows  that  man  muft  die,  and  therefore  live ; 
He  knows  that  man  muft  live,  and  therefore  eat. 
And  if  it  mall  pleafc  your  Grace  to  accompany 
Yourfelf  with  him,  I  doubt  not  but  that  he  will, 
At  the  lead,  make  good  my  commendations. 

Duke.  Attend  us,  Lazarillo;  we  do  want 
Men  of  fuch  action,  as  we  have  receiv'd  you 
Reported  from  your  honourable  friend. 

Laz.  Good  my  lord,  Hand  betwixt  me  and  my  over 
throw  ! 

You  know  I'm  tied  here,  and  may  not  depart ! — 
My  gracious  lord,  fo  weighty  are  the  bufmefs  of  mine 

own, 

Which  at  this  time  do  call  upon  me,  that  I 
Will  rather  chuie  to  die,  than  to  neglect  them. 

VaL    Nay,  you  mall  well  perceive  -9    befides  the 

virtues 

That  I  have  already  inform'd  you  of>  he  hath 
A  ftomach  which  will  itoop  to  no  prince  alive. 

Duke.  Sir,  at  your  bed  leiiure;  I  fhallthirit  to  fee  you. 

Laz.   And  I  fhall  hunger  for  it. 

Duke.  '  Fill  then,  farewell  all! 

Gond.  VaL  Long  life  attend  your  Grace  ! 

Duke.  I  do  not  tafte  this  (port.    Arrigo  !  Lucio  ! 

Arr.  Lucio.   We  do  attend. 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Arr.  and  Lucig.^ 

Gond.  His  Grace  is  gone,  and  hath  left 
His  H^len  with  me  :   I  am  no  pandar  for  him  ; 
Neither  can  I  be  won,  with  the  hope  of  gain, 
Or  the  itching  deiire  of  tailing  my  lord's 
Lechery  to  him,  to  keep  her  at  nty  houfe, 
Qr  bring  her  in  difguifc  to  his  bed-chamber. 

The 
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The  twines  of  adders  and  of  fcorpions 

About  my  naked  bread,  will-feem  to  me 

More  tickling  than  thofe  clafps,  which  men  adore, 

The  luftful,  dull,  iil-fpirited  embraces 

Of  women  !  The  much-praifed  Amazons, 

Knowing  their  own  infirmities  fo  well, 

Made  of  themfclves  a  people,  and  what  men 

They  take  amongft  them  they  condemn  to  die  5 

Perceiving  that  their  folly  made  them  fit 

To  live  no  longer,  that  would  willingly 

Come  in  the  worthlefs  prefence  of  a  woman.— 

I  will  attend,  and  fee  what  my  young  lord 

Will  do  with  his  filter. 

Enter  Bey. 

.Boy.  My  lord,  the  fifh-head 
Is  gone  again. 

Val  Whither? 

Boy.  I  know  whither,  my  lord. 

Val.  Keep  it  from  Lazarillo  !— Sifter,  (hall  I 
Confer  with  you  in  private,  to  know  the  caufe 
Of  the  Duke's  coming  hither;  I  know  he  makes  you 
Acquainted  with  his  bufinefs  of  flate. 

On.  I'll  fatisfy  you,  brother;  for  I  fee 
You're  jealous  of  me. 

Gond.  Now  there  fhall  be  fome  courfe 
Taken  for  her  conveyance. 

Laz.  Lazarillo, 

Thou  art  happy  !  thy  carriage  hath  begot  love, 
And  that  love  hath  brought  forth  fruits  3  thou'rt  here 
In  the  company  of  a  man  honourable, 
That  will  help  thee  to  tafte  of  the  bounties 
Of  the  fea ;  and  when  thou  haft  fo  done, 
Thou  (halt  retire  thyfelf  unto  the  court, 
And  there  tafte  of  the  delicates  of  the  earth, 
And  be  great  in  the  eyes  of  thy  fovereign. 
NOAV  no  more  fhalt  thou  need  to  fcramble  for 
Thy  meat,  nor  remove  thy  ftomach  with  the  court ; 
But  thy  credit  lhall  command  thy  heart's  defire,    « 

And 
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And  all  novelties  fhall  be  fent  as  prefents  unto  thee. 

Val.  Good  fifter,  when  you  fee  your  own  time,  will 

you 
Return  home  ? 

On.  Yes,  brother,  and  not  before. 

Laz.  I  will  grow  popular  in  this  ftate, 
And  overthrow  the  fortunes  of  a  number, 
That  live  by  extortion. 

Val.  Lazarillo, 

Beftir  thyfelf  nimbly,  and  fuddenly, 
And  hear  me  with  patience. 

Laz.  Let  me  not  fall  from  myfelf ! 
Speak !  I  am  bound  to  hear ao. 

Val.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  Jbalt  hear  \ 
The  ftfh-head  is  gone,  and  we  know  not  whither. 

Laz.  I  will  not  curfe,  nor  fwear,  nor  rage,  nor  rail, 
Nor  with  contemptuous  tongue  accufe  my  fate 
(Tho'  I  might  juflly  do  it)  -,  nor  will  I 
Wifh  myfelf  uncreated,  for  this  evil ! 
Shall  I  entreat  your  lordihip  to  be  feen 
A  little  longer  in  the  company 
Of  a  man  crofs'd  by  fortune  ? 

Vol.  I  hate 
To  leave  my  friend  in  his  extremities. 

Laz.  'Tis  noble  in  you  ;  then  I  take  your  hand, 
And  do  proteil,  I  do  not  follow  this 
For  any  malice  or  for  private  ends, 
But  with  a  love,  as  gentle  and  as  chafte, 

20  So  art  thcu  to  revenge,   ^vben  thou  Jhalt  hear. 

The  jijk-head  is  gone,  and  we  know  nat  whither."]  As  where  is 
equally  fenfe  here,  it  adds  much  to  the  humour  to  make  this'hobling 
comic  .verfe  rhime  to  the  giandeur  of  the  line  above  quoted  from  the 
fnoft  fole'nu  fcene  in  all  Shakefpeare.  Mr,  Symplon  afes,  Is  this  a 
burlefque  upon  Hamlet's  Ghoft  or  not  ?  I  am  quite  clear  that  it  is  not, 
and  have  given,  I  believe,  convincing  reafons  at  note  43,  in  that  ex 
ceeding  comic  character,  the  Little  French  Lawyer.  Sentiments  and 
expredons  of  acknowledged  dignity,  when  applied  to  a  ridiculous 
fubjecl,  only  render  it  ftill  more  ridiculous,  find  for  that  end  only  are 
ufed,  burlefqaing,  as  in  this  place  Lazarillo  not  Hamlet.  Seward. 

We  fee  no  humour  in  this  unwarranted  alteration,  nor  conviction  in 
the  note  referred  to, 

Aa 
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As  that  a  brother  to  his  fitter  bears  : 
And^f  I  fee  this  Mi-head,  yet  unknown, 
The  laft  words  that  my  dying  father  fpake, 
Before  his  eye-firings  brake,  fhall  not  of  me 
So  often  be  remember'd,  as  our  meeting  : 
Fortune  attend  me,  as  my  ends  are  juft, 
Full  of  pure  love,  and  free  from  fertile  luft ! 

VaL  Farewell,  my  lord  !  I  was  entreated  to  invite 
Your  lordfhip  to  a  lady's  upfitting. 

Gond.  Oh,  my  ears  ! — 

Why,  madam,  will  not  you  follow  your  brother  ? 
You  are  waited  for  by  great  men  ;  he'll  bring  you  to 
'em. 

Ori.  I  am  very  well,  my  lord  \  you  do  mi  Hake  me, 
If  you  think  I  afted  greater  company 
Than  yourfelf. 

Gond*  What  madnefs  pofTefTeth  thce, 
That  thou  caaft  imagine  me  a  fit  man 
To  entertain  ladies  ?  I  tell  thee,  I  do  ufe 
To  tear  their  hair,  to  kick  them,  and  to  twinge 
Their  nofes,  if  they  be  not  careful  in 
Avoiding  me. 

Ori.  Your  lordfhip  may  defcant 
Upon  your  own  behaviour  as  pleafe  you,  but  I 
Proteft,  fo  fweet  and  courtly  it  appears 
In  my  eye,  that  I  mean  not  to  leave  you  yet. 

Gond.  I  fhall  2;row  rough. 

.         . 
Ori.  A  rough  carriage  is  beft 

In  a  man. — I'll  dine  with  you,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Why,  I  will  frarve  thee  > 
Thou  fhalt  have  nothing. 

Ori.  I  have  heard  of  your  lordfhip's  nothing  -y 
I'll  put  that  to  the  venture. 

Gond.  Well,  thou  fhak  have  meat ; 
I'll  fend  it  to  thee. 

Ori.  I'll  keep  no  ftatc,  my  lord"; 

41  111  keep  no  jlate,  my  lord  ;  neither  do  1  mourn.']  Til,  inftead  of  /, 
crept  in  f;om  the  line  below.  Mourn  here  fignifies  keeping  houfe  on 
account  of  mourrnng  for  any  relation  dead.  Seaward. 

There  furely  is  not  the  leaft  caufe  for  variation. 

Neither 
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Neither  do  I  mourn ;  I'll  dine  with  you. 

Gond.  Is  fuch  a  thing  as  this  allow'd  to  live  fr 
What  power  hath  let  thee  loofe  upon  the  earth, 
To  plague  us  for  our  fins  ?  Out  of  my  doors  ! 

Ori    I  would  your  lordfhip  did  but  fee  how  well 
This  fury  doth  become  you  !  it  doth  fhew 
So  near  the  life,  as  it  were  natural. 

Gond.  Oh,  thou  damn'd  woman!   I  will  fly  the 

vengeance 
That  hangs  above  thee :   Follow,  if  thou  dar'ft ! 

[Exit  Gond. 
Ori.  I  muft  not  leave  this  fellow  j  I  will  torment 

him  to  madnefs  ! 

To  teach  his  paifions  againft  kind  to  move, 
The  more  he  hates,  the  more  I'll  feem  to  love. 

[Exeunt  Oriana  and  Maid* 

Enter  Pandar  and  Mercer. 

Pandar.  Sir,  what  may  be  done  by  art  fhall  be  donej 
I  wear  not  this  black  cloak  for  nothing. 

Mercer.  Perform  this, 
Help  me  to  this  great  heir  by  learning, 
And  you  fhall  want  no  black  cloaks ;  taffaties, 
Silk-grograms,  fattins,  and  velvets  are  mine  -, 
They  fhall  be  yours,  perform  what  you  have  promis'^J 
And  you  iLall  make  me  a  lover  of  fciencesj 
I  will  ftudy  the  learned  languages,  and  keep 
My  fhop-book  in  Latin. 

Pandar.  Trouble  me  not  now ; 
I  will  not  fail  you  within  this  hour  at  your  fhop. 

Mercer.  Let  Art  have  her  courfe.  ['£&& 

Enter  Julia, 

Pandar.  'Tis  well  fpoken. — Madona  ! 
Julia.  Haft  thou  brought  me  any  cuftomers  ? 
Pand.  r.  No. 

Julia.  What  the  devil  deft  thou  in  black  ? 
Pandar,  As  all  folemn  profcffors  of  fettled  courfrs 
do, 

Cover 
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Cover  my  knavery  with  it.    Will  you  marry 

A  citizen,  reafonably  rich,  and  unreafonably  foolifh, 

Silks  in  his  fhop,  money  in  his  purfe, 

And  no  wit  in  his  head  ? 

Julia.  Out  upon  him  ! 

I  could  have  been  otherwife  than  fo ;  there  was  a  knight 
Swore  he  would  have  had  me,  if  I  would  have  lent  him 
But  forty  fhillings  to  have  redeem'd  his  cloak, 
To  go  to  church  in. 

Pandar.  Then  your  waiftcoat- waiter 
Shall  have  him  -,  call  her  in. 

Julia.  FranciiTina ! 

Fran,  [within. ~\  Anon. 

Julia.  Get  you  to  the  church,  and  fhrive  you rfelP?, 
For  you  fhall  be  richly  married  anon. 

Pandar.  And  get  you  after  her,    I  will  work 
Upon  my  citizen  whijfl  he  is  warm ; 
I  mud  not  fuffer  him  to  confult  with  his  neighbours: 
The  opened  fools  are  hardly  cozened, 
Jf  they  once  grow  jealous.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.         SCENE     I. 

Enter  Gondarino,  flying  the  lady. 
Gond.  Oi  AVE  me,  ye  better  powers  !  let  me  not  fall 
l^_3    Between  the   loofe  embracements  of  a 

woman  ! 

Heav'n,  if  my  fins  be  ripe,  grown  to  a  head, 
And  muft  attend  your  vengeance,  I  beg  not  to  divert 

my  fate, 

Or  to  reprieve  awhile  thy  punifhment  j 
OnlyJ  crave,  (and  hear  me,  equal  Heav'ns !) 
JLet  not  your  furious  rod,  that  muft  afflict  me, 

a?  And  &\r\ve  yourfelf.~\  i.  e.  Go  to  confejjion.  The  fame  expreffion 
epcurs  in  Romeo"  and  Juhct. 

Be 


THE    WOMAN-HATER. 

Be  that  imperfect  piece  of  Nature 

That  Art  makes  up,  woman,  uniatiate  woman  ! 

Had  we  not  knowing  fouls,  at  firft  infus'd 

To  teach  a  difference  'twixt  extremes  and  goods  ? 

Were  we  not  made  ourfelves,  free,  unconfin'd, 

Commanders  of  our  own  affections  ? 

And  can  it  be,  that  this  moil  perfect  creature, 

This  image  of  his  Maker,  well-fquar'd  man, 

Should  leave  the  handfaft,  that  he  had  of  grace, 

To  fall  into  a  woman's  eafy  arms  ? 

Enter  Oriana. 

OrL  Now,  Venus,  be  my  fpeed  !  infpire  me  with 
AH  the  feveral  fubtile  temptations,  that 
Thou  haft  already  given,  or  haft  in  ftore 
Hereafter  to  beftow  upon  our  fex  ! 
Grant  that  I  may  apply  that  phyfic  that  is 
Moft  apt  to  work  upon  him  ;  whether  he  will 
Sooneft  be  mov'd  with  wantonnefs,  tinging, 
Dancing,  or  (being  pafTionate)  with  fcorn, 
Or  with  fad  and  ferious  looks,  cunningly 
Mingled  with  fighs,  with  fmiling,  lifping24, 
Kifling  the  hand,  ajid  making  fhort  curtTies  i 
Or  with  whatfoever  other  nimble  power 
Jie  may  be  caught^  do  then  infufe  into  me  ; 
And,  when  I  have  him,  I  will  facrifice  him 
Up  to  thee  ! 

Gond.  It  comes  again  !  new  apparitions, 
And  tempting  fpirits  !  Stand  and  reveal  thyfelf; 
Tell  why  thou  folio  w'-ft  me  ?  I  fear  thee 


2^  Or  with  fad  and  ferious  looks  ,  cunningly  mingled  with 
with  /wiling,  '^ff>tng.'\  This  fpecch,  all  printed  before  as  prole,  { 
have  'found  not  the  Jeaft  diiHculty  in  reftoring  to  its  meafure,  'till  1 
came  to  this  paiTage  ;  and  here  there  is  the  greateft  reafon  to  believe 
a  monofyllable  added,  more  injurious  to  the  fenfe  than  rneafure  :  For 
what  cunning  is  there  in  mingling  fuel  looks  with  fighs  ?  It  does  in 
deed  require  cunning  to  mingle  tighs  and  fmiles  together,  fo  as  toap- 
engaging  and  cnarmTng.  I  therefore  icad, 

ly'mingkdjlgks,  <i<citbjmiiing>  lifping^ 

the  band,  &c.  SttV&r/. 

As 
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As  I  fear  the  place  thou  cam'fl  from,  Hell. 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  am  a  woman,  and  fuch  a  one  »    » < 

Gond.  That  I  hate  truly  ! 
Thou  hadfl  better  been  a  devil. 

Ori.  Why,  my  unpatient  lord  ? 

Gond.  Devils  were  once  good  •>  there  they  excell'd 
you  women. 

Ori.  Can  you  be  fo  uneafy  ?  can  you  freeze, 
And  fuch  a  fummer's  heat  fo  ready  to  diflblve  ? 
Nay,  gentle  lord,  turn  not  away  in  fcorn, 
Nor  hold  me  lefs  fair  than  I  am !  Look  on  thefe  cheeks; 
They've  yet  enough  of  nature,  true  complexion : 
If  to  be  red  and  white 15,  a  forehead  high, 
An  eafy  melting  lip,  a  fpeaking  eye, 
And  fuch  a  tongue,  whole  language  takes  the  ear  *j 
Of  ftricl:  religion,  and  men  moil  auflere : 
If  thefe  may  hope  to  pleafe  you,  look  you  here z6 !  J 

Gond.  This  woman  with  entreaty  would  fhew  all. 
Lady,  there  lies  your  way  •>  I  pray  you,  farewell. 

Ori.  You're  yet  too  harfh,  too  diflbnant ; 
There's  no  true  mufic  in  your  words,  my  lord. 

Gond.Whzt  fhall  I  give  thee  to  be  gone  ?  Here  flay; 
An  thou  want'ft  lodging27,  take  my  houfe,  'tis  big 

enough, 

It  is  thine  own  -,  'twill  hold  five  lecherous  lords 
And  their  lackies,  without  difcovery : 
There's  iloves  and  bathing-tubs. 

Ori.  Dear  lord,  you  are 
TOO  wild. 

25  If  to  be  red  and  white.]  The  conflruilion  here  feems  a  little 
difficult;  I  therefore  read, 

If  it  be  red  and  white  ; 
/.  e.  If  true  complexion  confift  in  red  and  white.  Senuard. 

There  is  no  occafion  to  depart  from  the  old  text. 

16  If  thefe  may  hope  to  plcafe,  look  here"]  Former  editions.  The 
infertion  of  two  relatives  not  only  completes  the  comic  dignity  of  the 
rneafure,  but  is  rather  preferable  as  to  the  fenfe.  Seward. 

7  Here's  ta,  andt\\3.  wants  todging.~\  Thefe  mangled  words  Mr. 
Sympfon  has  happily  cured  :  He  reads, 

Here  ilay,  an  thou  wanfjl  hdging.  Beware!. 
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Gond.  Shalt  have  a  doftor  too,  thou  fhalt, 
'Bout  fix  and  twenty,  'tis  a  pleafing  age; 
Or  I  can  help  thee  to  a  handfome  ufher  ; 
Or  if  thou  lack'ft  a  page,  I'll  give  thee  one  : 
Prithee  keep  houfe,  and  leave  me ! 

On.  I  do 

Confefs  I  am  too  eafy,  too  much  woman, 
Not  coy  enough  to  take  affection ; 
Yet  I  can  frown,  and  nip  a  paffion^ 
Even  in  the  bud:  I  can  fay, 

Menpleafe  their  prefent  heats,  then  pleafe  to  leave  Us* 
I  can  hold  oif,  and,  by  my  chymic  power, 
Draw  fonnets  from  the  melting  lover's  brain ; 
Slyme'sy  and  elegies :  Yet  to  you,  my  lord, 
My  love,  my  better  felf,  I  put  thefe  off, 
Doing  that  office  not  befits  our  fex, 
Entreat  a  man  to  love,     Are  you  not  yet 
Relenting  ?  ha5  you  blood  and  fpirit  in  thofe  veins  ? 
You  are  no  image,  tho'  you  be  as  hard 
As  marble  :  Sure  you've  no  liver;  if  you  had, 
'Twculd  fend  a  lively  and  defiring  heat 
To  every  member  !  Is  not  this  miferable  ? 
A  thing  fo  truly  form'd,  fhap'd  out  by  fymmetry, 
Has  all  the  organs  that  belong  to  man, 
And  working  too,  yet  to  fhew  all  thefe 
Like  dead  motions  moving  upon  wires  ? 
Then,  good  my  lord,  leave  off  what  you  have  been, 
And  freely  be  what  you  were  firfl  intended  for,  a  man ! 

Gond.  Thou  art  a  precious  piece  of  fly  damnation! 
I  will  be  deaf;  I  will  lock  up  my  ears : 
Tempt  me  not !  I  will  not  love  !  if  I  do 

On.  Then  I'll  hate  you. 

Gond.  Let  me  be  'nointed  with  honey,  and  turn'd 
Into  the  fun,  to  be  ftung  to  death  with  horfe-flies ! 
Hear'ft  thou,  thou  breeder  r  here  I'll  fit, 
And,  in  defpite  of  thee,  I  will  fay  nothing. 

Or/.  Let  me,  with  your  fair  patience,  fit  be  fide  you ! 

Gond.  Madam,  lady,  tempter,  tongue,  woman,  air, 
to  me>  I  ihaU  kick  1  1  fay  again, 

Look 
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Look  to  me,  I  (hall  kick  ! 

Ori.  I  cannot  think  your  better  knowledge 
Can  ufe  a  woman  fo  uncivilly. 

Gond.  I  cannot  think  I  ft  all  become  a  coxcomb, 
To  ha'  my  hair  curl'd  by  an  idle  ringer, 
My  cheeks  turn  tabors,  and  be  play'd  upon, 
Mine  eyes  look'd  babies  in z8,  and  my  nofe  biow'd  tx> 

my  hand  : 
I  fay  again,  I  fhall  kick  !  fure,  I  fhall. 

Ori.  'Tis  but 

Your  outficle  that  you  fhew ;  I  know  your  mind 
Never  was  guilty  of  fo  great  a  weaknefs : 
Or,  could  the  tongues  of  all  men  join'd  together 
PofTefs  me  with  a  thought  of  your  diflike, 
My  weaknefs  were  above  a  woman's,  to  fall  ofF 
From  my  affection,  for  one  crack  of  thunder. 
Oh,  would  you  could  love,  my  lord  ! 

Gond.  I  would  thou  wouldft 

Sit  (till,  and  fay  nothing !  What  madman  let  theeloofey 
To  do  more  mifchief  than  a  dozen  whirlwinds  ? 
Keep  thy  hands  in  thy  muff,  and  warm  the  idle 
Wormsin  thy  fingers'  ends  :  Will  you  be  doing 
Will  no  entreating  ferve  you  ?  no  lawful  warning  ? 
I  muft  remove,  and  leave  your  ladylhip  : 
Nay,  never  hope  to  flay  me  -,  for  I  will  run 
From   that   frnooth,    fmiling,   witching,    cozening, 

tempting, 

Damning  face  of  thine,  as  far  as  I  can  find  any  land, 
Where  I  will  put  myfelf  into  a  daily  courfe 
Of  curfes  for  thee  and  ail  thy  family. 

Ori.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  fi:  ftili !  I'll  promife  peace, 
And  fold  mine  arms  up,  let  but  mine  eye  difcourfe; 
Or  let  my  voice,  fet  to  fome  pleafing  cord,  found  out 
The  fullen  ftrains  of  my  neglected  love  ! 

Gottd.S'mg  'til  i  thou  crack  thy  treble-firing  in  pieces, 
And  when  th'haft  done,  put  up  thy  pipes  and  walk  ! 

*8  Mine  eves  looked  habits  in.]   So,  in  Woman's  Prize,  aft  v.  ic.  i. 

— No  More  fool, 

To  look  gay  babies  in  your  eyes,  young  Ravulatut.  R. 

Do 
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Do  any  thing,  fit  ftill  and  tempt  me  not ! 

Ori.  I'd  rather  ling  at  doors  for  bread,  than  Ting  to 
This  fellow,  but  for  hate  :  If  this  fhotild  be 
Told  in  the  court,  that  I  begin  to  wooe  lords. 
What  a  troop  of  the  untrufs'd  nobility 
Should  I  have  at  my  lodging  tomorrow-morning  ? 

SONG. 

Come,  Sleep,  and,  with  thy  fweet  deceiving, 
Lock  me  in  delight  awhile ; 
Let  fome  pleafmg  dreams  beguile 
All  my  fancies ;  that  from  thence, 
I  may  feel  an  influence, 
All  my  powers  of  care  bereaving ! 

Tho'  but  a  fhadow,  but  a  Hiding, 

Let  me  know  fome  little  joy  1 

We  that  fuffer  long  annoy, 

Are  contented  with  a  thought, 

Thro'  an  idle  fancy  wrought : 
Oh,  let  my  joys  have  fome  abiding ! 

Gond.  Have  you  done  your  wafTail18  ? 
'Tis  a  handfome  drowfy  ditty,  I'll  aiTure  you  : 
Now  I  had  as  lief  hear  a  cat  cry,  when  her  tail- 
Is  cut  off,  as  hear  thefe  lamentations, 
Thefe  lowfy  love-lays,  thefe  bewailments. 
You  think  you  have  caught  me,  lady  -,  you  think  I 

melt  now, 

Like  a  difh  of  May-butter,  and  run 
All  into  brine  and  paOion  :  Yes,  yes,  I'm  taken  ; 
Look  how  I  crofs  my  arms,  look  pale,  and  dwindle, 
And  would  cry,  but  for  fpoiling  my  face  ! 
We  muft  part :  Nay,  we'll  avoid  all  ceremony ; 
No  kitting,  lady !  I  defire  to  know 
Your  ladyfhip  no  more.  Death  of  my  foul,  the  Duke ! 

Ori.  God  keep  your  lordfhip! 

Goyid.  From  thee  and  all  thy  fex. 

Ori.  I'll  be  the  clerk,  and  cry,  Amen!  Your  lordfhip's 
Ever-allured  enemy,  Oriana.  [Exit  Ori.  Manet  Gond. 

a8  Wo/foil.]  See  note  50  on  Beggars'  Bulh. 

Enter 
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Enter  Duke,  Arrigo,  and  Lucia  . 

Gond.  All  the  day's  good  attend  your  lordfhip  f 

Duke.  We  thank  you,  Gondarino.  —  Is  it  pofiible  ? 
Can  belief  lay  hold  on  fuch  a  miracle  ? 
To  fee  thee  (one  that  hath  cloifter'd  up  all  paflion, 
Turn'd  wilful  votary,  and  forfworn  converfe 
With  women)  in  company  and  fair  difcourfe 
With  the  beft  beauty  of  Milan  ? 

Gond.  'Tis  true  3  and  if  your  Grace,  that  hath  the 

fway 

Of  the  whole  ftate,  will  fuffer  this  lewd  fex, 
Thefe  women,  to  purfue  us  to  our  homes, 
Not  to  be  pray'd  nor  to  be  raiFd  away, 
But  they  will  wooe,  and  dance,  and  fing, 
And,  in  a  manner  loofer  than  they  are 
By  nature  (which  fhould  feem  impoffibLe), 
To  throw  their  arms  on  our  unwilling  necks  -- 

Duke.  No  more  !  I  can  fee  thro'  your  vifor  j  difTem> 

bleit 

No  more  !  Do  not  I  know  thou  hail  us'd  all  art, 
To  work  upon  the  poor  fimplicity 
Of  this  young  maid,  that  yet  hath  known  none  ill, 
Thinks  that  damnation  will  fright  thofe  that  wooe 
From  oaths  and  lies19  ?  But  yet  I  think  her  chafte, 
And  will  from  thee,  before  thou  fhalt  apply 
Stronger  temptations,  bear  her  hence  with  me. 

Gond.  My  lord,  I  fpeaknot  this  to  gain  new 
But  howfoever  you  efteem  my  words, 
My  love  and  duty  will  not  fuffer  me 
To  fee  you  favour  fuch  a  proftitute, 
And  I  ftand  by  dumb  ;  without  rack,  torture, 
Or  ftrapado,  I  will  unrip  myfelf  : 


*9  Thinkeft  that  damnation  will  fright  thofe  that 

from  oaths  and  lies,  J  This  is  an  odd  queition  to  Gondarino,  but 
it  feems  -only  a  miilake  from  adding  a  letter  to  the  verb,  thinks  is 
furely  the  true  reading,  and  it  is  the  fuppofed  fimplicity  of  the  young 
niaid  who  thinks  that  the  fear  of  damnation  will  deter  men  from  lying 
and  falily  fw  earing  to  ihem.  Reward. 

I  do 
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I  do  confefs  I  was  in  company 
With  that  pleafmg  piece  of  frailty, 
That  we  call  woman ;  I  do  confefs,  after 
A  long  and  tedious  fiege,  I  yielded. 

Duke.  Forward ! 

Gond.  Faith,  my  lord,  to  come  quickly  to  the  point. 
The  woman  you  faw  with  me  is  a  whore, 
An  arrant  whore. 

Duke.  Was  fhe  not  count  Valore's  filler  ? 

Gond.  Yes ;  that  count  Valore's  filler  is  naught. 

Duke.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo. 

Gond.  Not  if  it  be  diflafling  to  your  lordfhip  j 
But  give  me  freedom,  and  I  dare  maintain 
She  has  embrac'd  this  body,  and  grown  to  it 
As  clofe  as  the  hot  youthful  vine  to  the  elrn. 

Duke.  Twice  have  I  feen  her  with  thee,  twice  my 

thoughts 

Were  prompted  by  mine  eye,  to  hold  thy  ftrictnels 
Falfe  and  impoflorous : 

Is  this  your  mewing-up,  your  flricl  retirement, 
Your  bitternefs  and  gall  againft  that  fex  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thee  fay,  thou'dfl  fooner  meet 
The  bafilifk's  dead-doing  eye,  than  meet 
A  woman  for  an  object  ?  Look  it  be  true  you  tell  me  5 
Or,  by  our  country's  faint,  your  head  goes  off! — 
Oh,  Oriana,  if  thou  prove  a  whore 19, 
No  woman's  face  fhall  ever  move  me  more. 

[Exeunt.     Manet  Gond. 

Gond.  So,  fo  !  'tis  as't  fhould  be.     Are  women 
Grown  fo  mankind *°  ?  muft  they  be  wooing  ? 
I  have  a  plot  fhall  blow  her  up ;  fhe  flies, 
She  mounts  !  I'll  teach  her  ladyfliip  to  dare 
My  fury  !  I  will  be  known,  and  fear'd,  and 
More  truly  hated  of  women  than  an  eunuch. 

4 

Enter  Oriana. 

She's  here  again  :  Good  gall,  be  patient !  for 
I  mud  difTemble. 

29  Iftbouprow,  &c.~\  The  word*.  O,6,  Oriana^  Iddcd by  SeWSfd. 

30  Arewomcngrd-wnfo  mankind?]  See  note  55  on  Monlieur  Thomat. 

Or/. 
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On.  Now,  my  cold  frofly  lord, 
My  Woman-Hater,  you  that  have  fworn 
An  everlafting  hate  to  all  our  fex ! 
By  my  troth,  good  lord,  and  as  I'm  yet  a  maid, 
Methought 'twas  excellent  fbort  to  hear  your  honour 
Swear  out  an  alphabet,  chafe  nobly  like  a  general, 
Kick  like  a  refty  jade,  and  make  ill  faces  ! 
Did  your  good  honour  think  I  was  in  love  ? 
Where  did  I  firft  begin  to  take  that  heat  ? 
From  thofe  two  radiant  eyes,  that  piercing  fight  ? 
Oh,  they  were  lovely,  if  the  balls  flood  right  I 
And  there's  a  leg  made  out  of  a  dainty  flaff, 
Where,  the  gods  be  thanked,  there  is  calf  enough ! 

Gond.  Pardon  him,  lady,  that  is  now  a  convertite : 
Your  beauty,  like  a  faint,  hath  wrought  this  wonder. 

Or/.  Alas,  has  it  been  pricked  at  the  heart  ? 
Is  the  ftomach  come  down  !  will't  rail  no  more 
At  women,  and  call  'em  devils,  fhe-cats,  and  goblins? 

Gond.  He  that  fhall  marry  thee,  had  better  fpend 
The  poor  remainder  of  his  days  in  a  dung-barge, 
For  two-pence  a-week,  and  find  himfelf. 
Down  again,  fpleen  !  I  prithee  down  again  ! — 
Shall  I  find  favour,  lady  ?  Shall  at  length 
My  true  unfeigned  penitence  get  pardon 
For  my  harfh  unfeafoned  follies  ? 
I  am  no  more  an  atheift ;  no ;  I  do 
Acknowledge  that  dread  powerful  deity, 
And  his  all-quick'ning  heats  burn  in  my  breaft: 
Oh,  be  not  as  I  was,  hard,  unrelenting  -, 
But  as  I  am,  be  partner  of  my  fires ! 

On.  Sure  we  fhall  have  ftore  of  larks ;  the  fkies  will 
Not  hold  up  long :  I  fhouid  have  look'd  as  foon 
For  frofl  in  the  Dog-days,  or  another  inundation, 
As  hop'd  this  flrange  converfion  above  miracle. 
Let  me  look  upon  your  lordfhip  :  Is  your  name 
Gondarino  ?  are  you  Milan's  general,  that 
Great  bugbear  Bloody-bones,  at  whofe  very  name 
All  women,  from  the  lady  to  the  laundrefs, 
Shake  like  a  cold  fit  ? 

Gond.  Good  patience,  help  me  ! 
VOL,  X.  R  This 
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This  fever  will  enrage  my  blood  again. — 
Madam,  I  am  that  man ;  I'm  even  he 
That  once  did  owe  unreconciled  hate 
To  you,  and  all  that  bear  the  name  of  woman  ; 
'I  am  the  man  that  wrong'd  your  honour  to  the  Duke; 
I  am  the  man  that  faid  you  were  unchafte, 
And  proftitute  ;  yet  I  am  he  that  dare  deny  all  this, 
Ori.  Your  big  nobility  is  very  merry. 
Gond.  Lady,  'tis  true  that  I  have  wrong'd  yon  thus, 
And  my  contrition  is  as  true  as  that; 
Yet  have  I  found  a  means  to  make  all  good  again: 
I  do  befeech  your  beauty,  not  for  myfelf, 
(My  merits  are  yet  in  conception) 
But  for  your  honour's  fafety  and  my  zeal,  retire  awhile, 
While  I  unfay  myfelf  ungo  the  Duke, 
And  call  out  that  evil  fpirit  I  have  poflefs'd  him 

with ! 
I  have  a  houfe  conveniently  private. 

Ori.  Lord,  thou  haft  wrong'd  my  innocence ; 
But  thy  confeffion  hath  gain'd  thee  faith. 

Gond.  By  the  true 

Honeft  fervice  that  I  owe  thofe  eyes, 
My  meaning  is  as  fpotlefs  as  my  faith. 

Ori.  The  Duke  doubt  mine  honour  ?  a'  may  judge 

flrangely. 

'Twill  not  be  long,  before  I'll  be  enlarg'd  again  ? 
Gond.  A  day  or  two. 

Ori.  Mine  own  fervants  fhall  attend  me  ? 
Gond.  Your  ladyfhip's  command  is  good. 
Ori.  Look  you  be  true  !  [Exit. 

Gond.  Elfe  let  me  lofe  the  hopes  my  foul  afpires  to! 
I  will  be  a  fcourge  to  all  females  in  my  life, 
And,  after  my  death,  the  name  of  Gondarino 
Shall  be  terrible  to  the  mighty  women  of  the  earth: 
They  fhall  fhake  at  my  name,  and  at  the  found  of  it 
Their  knees  fhall  knock  together ;  and  they  fhail 
Run  into  nunneries,  for  they  and  I 
Are  beyond  all  hope  irreconcilable : 
For  if  I  could  endure  an  ear  with  a  hole  in*t,  or  a 
plaited  lock, 

Or 
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Or  a  bareheaded  coachman,  that  fits  like  a  fign 
Where  great  ladies  are  to  be  fold  within, 
Agreement  betwixt  us  were  not  to  defpair'd  of» 
If  I  could  be  but  brought  to  endure  to  fee  women, 
I'd  have  them  come  all  once  a-week  and  kifs  me, 
As  witches  do  the  devil,  in  token  of  homage. 
I  mud  not  live  here  ;  I  will  to  the  court, 
And  there  purfue  my  plot  ^  when  it  hath  took, 
Women  mall  Hand  in  awe,  but  of  my  look.      [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Two  Intelligencers. 

1  Int.  There  take  your  (landing ;  be  clofe 
And  vigilant !    here  will  I  fet  mylelf ; 

And  let  him  look  to  his  language  !  a*  mall  know 
The  Duke  has  more  ears  in  court  than  two. 

2  Int.  I'll  quote  him  to  a  tittle  J0:-Let  him  fpeak  wifely, 
And  plainly,  and  as  hidden  as  a'  can, 

Or  I  mall  crum  him ;  a'  (hall  not  fcape  by  characters 1I ; 

Tho'  a'  fpeak  Babel,  I  (hall  crum  him.     We  have 

A  fortune  by  this/ervice  hanging  over  us, 

That,  within  this  year  or  two, 

I  hope  we  (hall  be  cali'd  to  be  examiners, 

Wear  politic  gowns  guarded  with  copper- lace, 

Making  great  faces  full  of  fear  and  office ; 

Our  labours  may  deferve  this. 

30  r II quote  him  to  a  tittle  ;]  i.  e.  I'll  obfer^ve  or  note  him  :  So,  in 
Hamlet,  ad  ii.  fc.  i.  Polonius  fays, 

'  That  hath  made  him  mad  : 

I  am  farry  that  wuh  better  heed  and  judgment, 
'  I  had  not  quoted  him.'  #. 

?T  A1  /hall  not  fcape  characters.}  This  is  a  little  difficult :  If  it  is 
the  true  reading  die  fenfe  muft  be,  that  he  (hall  not  efcape  having 
characters  drawn  of  him.  But  befides  the  tiiffnefs  of  this  interpre 
tation,  it  does  not  well  fuit  the  context.  I  read  therefore, 

• a  Jhall  not  fcape  by  characters, 

L> <~f  him  fpeak  Babel,  I  foall  crujb  him  ; 

By  clarafiers  muft  here  be  underilood,  ufing  names  of  one  thing 
for  another,  as  the  charatt»rs  of  a  cypher  do  j  for  ficm  ^writing  the 
metaphor  before  is  taken. 

/'//  quote  him  to  a  tittle.  §e<voard. 

R  2  \Int. 
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i  Int.  I  hope  it  Ihall  : 

Why,  have  not  many  men  been  raifed  from 
This  worming  trade,  firft,  to  gain  good  accefs 
To  great  men  ;  then,  to  have  commiffions  out 
For  fearch  •,  and  laftly,  to  be  worthily  nam'd 
At  a  great  arraignment  ?  Yes ;  and  why  not  we  ? 
They  that  endeavour  well  deferve  their  fee. 
Clofe,  clofe  !  a'  comes;  mark  well,  and  all  goes  well! 

Enter  Valore,  Lazarillo,  and  Boy. 

LtfZ.'Farewell,  my  hopes !  my  anchor  now  is  broken! 
Farewell,  my  quondam  joy  !  of  which  no  token 
Is  now  remaining-,  fuch  is  the  fad  mifchance, 
Where  lady -Fortune  leads  the  flippery  dance. 
Yet,  at  the  length,  let  me  this  favour  have, 
Give,  me  my  wiihes,  or  a  wiflied  grave  ! 

Val.  The  Gods  defend,  fo  brave  and  valiant  maw 
Should  (lip  into  the  never-fatiate  jaw 
Of  black  Defpair  !  No  •,  thou  malt  live  and  .know 
Thy  full  defires  ;  Hunger,  thy  ancient  foe, 
Shall  befubdued-,  thole  guts  that  daily  tumble,. 
Thro'  air  and  appetite,  mall  ceafe  to  rumble  ; 
And  thou  malt  now  at  length  obtain  thy  difh, 
That  noble  part,  the  fvveet  head  of  a  fim. 

Laz.  Then  am  I  greater  than  the  Duke  ! 

lint.  There,  there's 
A  notable  piece  of  treafon  !  greater  than 
The  Duke-,   mark  that  ! 

Val.  But  how,  or  where,  or  when 
This  mall  be  compais'd,  is  yet  out  of  my  reach. 

Laz.  I  am  fo  truly  mifcrable,  that  might  1 
Be  now  knock'd  o'th'  head,  with  all  my  heart  I  would 
Forgive  a  dog-killer. 

Val.  Yet  do  I  fee, 
Thro*  this  confufednefs,  Tome  little  comfort1^. 

V-  Tet  do  I  fee  thro'  this  tonfiifednefs  feme  lit  I  Is  comfort,]  This 
when  reftored  to  its  meafure  is  a  high  buriefque  parody  of  all  poetic 
fublimity  whatever,  and  Fletcher,  to  whom  alone  this  play  is  afcribed, 
in  the  fiift  edition  mufl.have  ridiculed  himielf  as  well  as  all  grave 
writers  if  every  quotation  from  Shakefpeaie  is  a  fneer  upon  him,  as 
my  afiiihats  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Symplon  have  been. apt  to  ima- 
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Laz.  The  plot,  my  lord,  as  e'er  you  came  of  a  wo 
man,  difcover. 

lint.  Plots,  dangerous  plots !  I  will  deferve  by  this 
Moft  liberally. 

Pal.  'Tis  from  my  head  again. 

Lazf  Oh,  that  it  would  ftand  me,  that  I  might  fight, 
Or  have  fome  venture  for  it !   that  I  might 
Be  turn'd  loofe,  to  try  my  fortune  among  the  whole 
Fry  in  a  college  or  an  inn  of  court, 
Or  fcramble  with  the  prifoners  in  the  dungeon  ! 
ISIay,  were  it  let  down  in  the  outward  court, 
And  all  the  guard  about  it  in  a  ring, 
With  their  knives  drawn,  (which  were  a  difmal  fight 
And  after  twenty  leifurely  were  told, 
j  to  be  let  loofe  only  in  my  fnirt, 

Sine,  and   to  have  been  quite  angry  with  Fletcher  for  it.    The  lines 
•above  very  much  refembie  the  following  in  the  Two  Noble  Kinfmen. 
•   .  • yet  conftn, 

E'-vnfrcm  the  hoi  torn  ofthefe  mi f cries. 

From  all  (bat  Fortune  can  injiifi  upon  us, 

I  fee  t*vco  ccwforts  fifing. 

Now  would  Fletcher  fneer  himfelf  at  a  work'that  he  certainly  had  a 
great  if  not  the  greateft  {hare  in  ?  I  mall  here  take  an  opportunity  of 
defending  Fletcher  for  the  character  of  Lazarillo.  I  find  few  of  my 
friends  quite  reliGi  it ;  they  think  the  characaturetoo  high,  too  mucH 
beyond  nature,  even  fo  as  rather  to  raife  difguft  than  laughter.  To 
this  might  be  pleaded  the  authority  of  Ariltophanes  in  \~i\s  char acatur* 
of  Socrates,  of  Plautus  in  more  than  one  of  his  characters,  of  Shake- 
fpeaie  in  Filial,  and  of  Jonfon  and  Moliere  in  the  greateft  part  of  their 
plays,  which  are  moil  of  them  formed  not  of  characters  of  real '  per- 
fins,  as  thofe  in  general  of  Shakeipeare,  Fletcher,  Terence,  &c.  are, 
but  of  the  pajjions  pcrfonated  ;  as  the  paffion  of  epicuiifm  or  nice  glut 
tony  is  in  this  play.  Few  people  have  feen  how  extremely  high  the 
fcveral  paffion^.  as  avarice,  pride,  luft,  epicurifm,  &c.  have  beea 
carried  in  real  l!;c:  1  have  heard  of  a  gentleman  that  died  not  long  llnce, 
vvhofe  p;:ffion  for  eat'.ng  came  not  for  (ho  t  of  Lazarillo's ;  and  poetry 
is  always  allowed  a  little  to  heighten  the  features.  Then  as  to  the 
fuhlimry  of  the  poetic  language  ufcd  by  Lnzirillo,  it  is  certainly 
the  very  belt  that  eculd  he  choie  for  high  burlefque  ;  as  the  dig 
nity  of  the  itile  is  the  higheft  contraft  to  the  ridiculoiifnefs  of  the 
fejitimeitts.  Gcndarino,  like  Lazarillo,  is  ^p,-,fjion  perfonated  and  a 
very  well  drawn  churacler  in  Ben.  Jonfon's  manner,  fo  that  upon  the 
whole  i  hope  the  mr.joriry  of  readers  will  join  the  laugh  at  this  ex 
ceedingly  droll  play.  Seaward. 
The  parallel  Seuuud  draws  between  the  paflage  quoted  and  that  in 

K  3  the 
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To  try,  by  valour,  how  much  of  the  fpoil 3S 
I  would  recover  from  the  enemies'  mouths, 
I  would  accept  the  challenge. 

Val.  Let  it  go  ! 

Haft  not  thou  been  held  to  have  fome  wit  in  the  court, 
And  to  make  fine  jefts  upon  country  people 
In  progrefs-time  ?  and  wilt  thou  lofe  this  opinion, 
For  the  cold  head  of  a  fifh  ?  I  fay,  let  it  go  ! 
I'll  help  thee  to  as  good  a  dim  of  meat. 

Laz.  God,  let  me  not  live,  if  I  do  not  wonder 
Men  mould  talk  fo  prophanely  !  But 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  loofe  words 
Of  any  vain  or  mifbelieving  man, 
To  make  me  dare  to  wrong  thy  purity. 
Shew  me  but  any  lady  in  the  court, 
That  hath  fo  full  an  eye,  fo  fweet  a  breath, 
So  foft  and  white  a  flefh:  This  doth  not  lie 
In  almond-gloves,  nor  ever  hath  been  wafh'd 
In  artificial  baths ;  no  traveller 
That  hath  brought  do  SI  or  home  with  him34,  hathdar'd, 
With  all  his  waters,  powders,  fncufes, 
To  make  thy  lovely  corps  fophifticate. 

Val.  I  have  it  •,  'tis  nowinfus'd;  be  comforted  I 

Laz.  Can  there  be  that  little  hope  yet  left 
In  Nature  ?  Shall  I  once  more  creel  up  trophies  ? 
Shall  I  enjoy  the  fight- of  my  dear  faint, 

the  Noble  Kinlmen,  is  very  much  forced.  Our  Authors  certainly 
have  often,  without  remorfe,  burlefqaed  Shakefpeare,  and  particularly 
his  Hamlet. 

5*  70  try  the  valour,  ho-M  much  of  the  fpvil 

1  would  recover  from  the  encmizs  mouths.]  This  is  fcarcely  fenfe> 
there  are  two  ways  of  correcting  it,  as 

To  try  by  valour,  bo-uc  Much  of  the  fpoil 

/could  recover  from  the  enemies  mouths  / 
Or 

To  try  their  va/ourf  ho~M  myth  of  the  fpoil 

Would  I  recover  f row  the  enemies  mouths? 

I  prefer  the  former.  The  two  next  lines  of  the  count's  fpeech  are  re- 
ilored  from  the  old  quarto.  Seward. 

**  That  hath  brought  dollar  home  with  him   ;]  /.  e .  Has  had  a  doc 
tor's  degree  in  feme  foreign  univerfity.  Seward. 

And 
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And  blefs  my  palate  with  the  bed  of  creatures  ? 
Ah,  good  my  lord,  by  whom  I  breathe  again, 
Shall  I  receive  this  being  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I  have  found  by  certain  calculation, 
And  fettled  revolution  of  the  ftars, 
The  fiih  is  fent  by  the  lord  Gondarino 
To  his  Mercer :  Now  it  is  a  growing  hope 
To  know  where  'tis. 

Laz.  Oh,  it  is  far  above 

The  good  of  women  ;  the  pathick  cannot  yield 
More  pleafing  titillation  ! 

Val.  But  how  to  compafs  it  ?  fearch,  caft  about, 
•And  bang  your  brains,  Lazarillo !   Thou  art 
Too  dull  and  heavy  to  deferve  a  bleffing. 

Laz.  My  lord,  I'll  not  be  idle:  Now,  Lazarillo, 
Think,  tlfink,  think  ! 

VaL  Yonder's  my  informer, 

And  his  fellow,  with  table-books  •,  they  nod  at  me: 
Upon  my  life,  they  have  poor  Lazarillo 
(That  beats  his  brains  about  no  fuch  weighty  matter) 
In  for  treafon  before  this. 

Laz.  My  lord,  what  do  yon  think, 
If  I  fhould  ihave  myiclf,  put  on  midwife's  apparel, 
Come  in  with  a  handkerchief,  and  beg  a  piece 
For  a  great- bellied  woman,  or  a  fick  child  ? 

VaL  Good,  very  good  ! 

Laz.  Or  corrupt  the  waiting  prentice 
To  betray  the  revcrfion* 

1  Int.  There's  another  point 

In's  plot ;  corrupt  with  money  to  betray  : 
Sure  'tis  fome  fort  a*  means.     Mark  •,  have  a  care  ! 
Laz.  An  'twere  the  bare  vinegar  'tis  eaten  with, 
It  would  in  fome  fort  fatisfy  Nature  : 
But  might  I  once  attain  the  difh  itfclf, 
Tho'  1  cut  out  my  means  thro'  fword  and  fire, 
Thro'  poiibn,  thro7  any  thing  that  may  make  good 
My  hopes 

2  Int.  Thanks  to  the  gods,  and  our  officioufn  .-fs, 
The  plot's  difcover'd  !  fire,  fteel, 

R  And 
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And  poifon  -,  burn  the  palace,  kill  the  Duke, 
And  pci;^  his  privy-council. 

Vol.  To  the  Mercer's  !  let  me  fee  ! 
How  if,  before  we  can  attain  the  means 
To  n-i.ike  up  our  acquaintance,  the  fifh  be  eaten  ? 

Laz.  If  it  be  eaten,  here  a'  ftands,  that  is 
The  moft  dejected,  moft  unfortunate, 
Miferable,  accurs'-j,  forfaken  flave 
This  province  yields  !   1  will  not  fure  out-live  it ; 
No,  I  will  die  bravely,  and  rike  a  Roman-, 
And  after  death,  amidft  the  Elyfian  fhades 
I'll  meet  my  love  again. 

i  Int.  I  will  die  bravely, 
Like  a  Roman  :  Have  a  care  ;  mark  that ! 
When  he  hath  done  all,  he  will  kill  himfelf. 

Val.  Will  nothing  eafe  your  appetite  but  this  ? 

Laz.  No ;  could  the  fea  throw  up  his  vaftnefs, 
And  offer  free  his  bed  inhabitants, 
'Twere  not  fo  much  as  a  bare  temptation  to  me  ! 

Val.  If  you  could  be  drawn  to  affect  beef, 
Venifon,  or  fowl,  it  would  be  far  the  better. 

Laz.  I  do  befeech  your  lordfhip's  patience ! 
1  do  confefs  that,  in  this  heat  of  blood,. 
I  have  contemn'd  all  dull  and  groffer  meats; 
But  I  proteft  I  do  honour  a  chine  of 
Beef,  I  do  reverence  a  loin  of  veal  •, 
But,  good  my  lord,,  give  me  leave  a  little 
To   adore  this !    But,    my   good  lord,  would  your 

lordihip, 

Under  colour  of  taking  up  fome  filks, 
Go  to  the  Mercer's,  I  would  in  all  humility 
Attend  your  honour,  where  we  may  be  invited, 
If  Fortune  Hand  propitious. 

Val.  Sir,  you  (hall 
Work  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Laz.  Let  it  be  fuddenly, 
I  do  befeech  your  lordihip  !  'Tis  now  upon 
The  point  of  dinner-time. 

Val.  I  am  all  yours.  [Exe.  Laz.  and  Val. 

i  Int. 
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1  Int.  Come,  let's  confer:  Imprimis^  a* faith,  like 
A  blafphemous  villain,  he's  greater  than  the  Duke  j 
This  peppers  him,  an  there  were  nothing  elfe. 

2  Int.  Then  a*  was  naming  plots  -,  did  you  not  hear  i 
i  Int.  Yes  ;  but  a'  fell  from  that  unto  difcovery, 

To  corrupt  by  money,  and  fo  attain. 

a/»/.  Ay,  ay, 

A'  meant  fome  fort  or  citadel  the  Duke  hath  ; 
His  very  face  betray'd  his  meaning.     Oh,  he's 
A  very  fubtle  and  a  dangerous  knave  ; 
But  if  a'  deal  a  God's  name,  we  mall  worm  him. 

i  Int.  But  now  comes  the  ilroke,  the  fatal  blow,, 
Fire,  fword,  and  poifon  :  Oh,  canibal, 
Thou  bloody  canibal  ! 

•  2,  Int.  What  had  become 

Of  this  poor  ilate  had  not  we  been  ? 

i  Int.  Faith, 

It  had  lain  buried  in  its  own  afhes,  had  not 
A  greater  hand  been  in't. 

•  1 1nt.  But  note 

The  rafcal's  refolution  ;  after  th'  act's  done, 

Becaufe  he  would  avoid  all  fear  of  torture, 

And  cozen  the  law,  he'd  kill  himfelf :  Was  there 

Ever  the  like  danger  brought  to  light  in  this  age? 

Sure  we ihall  merit  much;  we  mall  be  able 

To  keep  two  men  a-piece,  and  a  two-hand  fword 

Between  us  •,  we  will  live  in  favour  of 

The  ilate,  betray  our  ten  or  twelve 

Treafons  a-week,  and  the  people  fhall  fear  us. 

Come  ;  to  the  lord  Lucio  ! 

fhe  fun  fhall  not  go  down  'till  he  be  hang'd.     [Exe. 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Mercer. 

Mercer.  Look  to  my  (hop ;  and  if  there  come  ever  a 

icholar 
In  black,  let  him  fpeak  with  me.  We  that  are  fhop- 

keepers 
In  good  trade,  are  fo  pefter'd,  that  we  can  fcarce 

Pick 
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Pick  out  an  hour  for  our  morning's  meditation ; 
And  howfoever  we're  all  accounted  dull, 
And  common  jefting-flocks  for  your  gallant^-, 
There  are  fome  of  us  do  not  deferve  it  j  for,  for  my 

own  parr, 

I  do  begin  to  be  given  to  my  book.     I  love 
A  fcholar  with  my  heart-,  for,  queftionlefs, 
There  are  marvellous  things  to  be  done  by  art :  Why,  Sir, 
Some  of  them  will  tell  you  what's  become  of  hories, 
And  (liver  fpoons,  and  will  make  wenches  dance 
Naked  to  their  beds.     I'm  yet  unmarried, 
And  becaufe  fome  of  our  neighbours  are  laid 
To  be  cuckolds,  I  will  never  marry 
Without  the  content  of  fome.  of  thcfe  fcholars, 
That  know  what  will  come  of  it. 

Enter  Pander. 

Pandar.  Are  you  bufy,  Sir  ? 

Mercer.  Never  to  you,  Sir,  nor  to  any  of  your  coat. 
Sir,  is  there  any  thing  to  be  done  by  art, 
Concerning  the  great  heir  we'talk'd  on  ? 

Pandar.  Will  me,  nill  (he,  (he  fliall 
Come  running  into  my  houfe,  at  the  further  corner 
Jn  St.  Mark's  Street,  'twixt  three  and  four. 

Mercer.  'Twixt  three  and  four? 
She's  brave  in  cloaths,  is  me  not  ? 

Pandar.  Oh,  rich,  rich  ! — Where  mould  I 
Get  cloaths  to  dreis  her  in  ?  *Help  me,   Invention  !)— . 
Sir,  that  her  running  thro'  the  ftreet  may  be 
Lefs  noted,  my  art  more  Ihevvn, 
And  your  fear  to  fpeak  with  her  left, 
She  mail  corne  in  a  white  waHtcoa^,  and 

Mercer.  What  !  fliall  me  ? 

Pandar.  And  perhaps  torn  (lockings. — She  hath  left 
Jler  old  wont  elfe. 

Enter  Prentice. 

JPren.  Sir,  my  lord  Gondarino 
H«*th  fent  you  a  rare  fifh-head. 

,Mercer.  It  comes  right;  all  things 
Suit  right  with  me  fmcc  I  began  to  love  fcholars ! 

You 
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You  fliall  have't  home  with  you  againft  (he  come. 
Carry  it  to  this  gentleman's  houfc. 

Pandar.  The  fair 

White  houfe,  at  the  further  corner  of  St.  Mark's  Street* 
Make  hade !  I  muft  leave  you  too3  Sir ;  I  have 
Two  hours  to  fludy.     Buy  a  new  Accidence, 
And  ply  your  book,  and  you  (hall  want  nothing 
That  all  the  fcholars  in  the  town  can  do  for  you  !  [Exit. 

Mercer.  Heav'n  profper  both  our  ftudies  ! 
What  a  dull  (lave  was  I  before 
I  fell  in  love  with  this  learning  !  not  worthy 
To  tread  upon  the  earth  •,  and  what  frem  hopes 
It  hath  put  into  me!  I  do  hope,  within  this  twelvemontfi, 
To  be  able  by  art  to  ferve  thexourt  with  filks, 
And  not  undo  myfelf ;  to  truft  knights,  and 
Yet  get  in  my  money  again  •,  to  keep 
My  wife  brave,  and  yet  me  keep  nobody  elfe  fo. 

Enter  Valore  and  Lazarillo. 
Your  lordfhip  is  moil  honourably  welcome, 
In  regard  of  your  nobility  ;  but  mofl 
Efpecially  in  regard  of  your  fcholarfhip. 
Did  your  lordfhip  come  openly  ? 

VaL  Sir,  this  cloak 

Keeps  me  private  ;  befides,  no  man  will  fufpedl  me 
To  be  in  the  company  of  this  gentleman  ; 
With  whom  I  will  defire  you  to  be  acquainted  : 
He  may  prove  a  good  cuflomer  to  you. 

Laz.  For  plain  filks  and  velvets. 

Mercer.  Are  you  fcholaftical  ? 

Laz.  Something  add  idled  to  the  mufes. 

Val.  I  hope  they  will  not  difpute. 

Mercer*  You  have  no  fkill  in  the  black  art  ? 

Enter  Prentice. 

Pren.  Sir,  yonder's  a  gentleman  enquires  haftily 
For  count  Valore. 

VaL  For  me  ?  what  is  he  ? 

Pren.  One  of  your  followers,  my  lord,  I  think. 

VaL  Let  him  come  in. 
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Mercer.  Shall  I  talk  with  you  in  private,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Meffenger  with  a  letter ;  Valor e  reads. 

VaL  '  Count,  come  to  the  court ;  your  bufmefs 

calls  you  thither  :' 

I  will  go.     Farewell,  Sir  !  I'll  fee  your  filks 
Some  other  time.     Farewell,  Lazarillo! 

Mercer.  Will  not  your  lordftiip  take  a  piece  of  beef 
With  me  ? 

VaL  Sir,  I  have  greater  bnfinefs 
Than  eating  ;  I'll  leave  this  gentleman  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Valor  e  and  Mejfevger. 

Lfiz.  Now,  now,  now,  now  3S  ! 
Now  do  I  feel  that  ftrange  ftruggling  within  me, 
That  I  think  I  could  prophcfy.  ~ 

Mercer.  The  gentleman 
Is  meditating. 

Laz.  Hunger,  Valour,  Love, 
Ambition,  are  alike  pleafing,  and, 
Let  our  philofophers  fay  what  they  will, 
Are  one  kind  of  heat ;  only  Hunger  is 
The  fafeft  :  Ambition's  apt  to  fall ;  Love 
And  Valour  are  not  free  from  dangers  :  Only 
Hunger,  begotten  of  fome  old  limber  courtier, 
In  paned  hole,  and  nurs'd  by  an  attorney's  wife, 
Is  now  fo  thriven,  that  he  need  not  fear 
To  be  of  the  Great  Turk's  guard  •,  is  fo  free 
From  all  quarrels  and  dangers, 
So  full  of  hopes,  joys,  and  ticklings,  that  my  life 
Is  not  fo  dear  to  me  as  his  acquaintance. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  fim-head  is  gone. 
Laz.  Then  be 
Thou  henceforth  dumb,  with  thy  ill-boding  voice  ! 

35  Nc,  no,  no,  no  ;  now  J  Former  editions.  This  meditation  of 
Lazarillo's  items  defjgnediy  flung  in  to  fhew  that  a  man  may  run  mad 
with;tbe  pafiion  of  Hunger  as  well  as  that  of  Love,  Ambition,  &c. 
sr.d  this  is  a  key  to  Lazarillo's  character.  The  umbrana's  hesd  is  be 
come  his  mrlirefs,  and  he  is  run  mad  with  the  thoughts  of  it.  Se-wani, 

Farewell, 
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Farewell,  Milan  !  Farewell,  noble  Duke  ! 
Farewell,  my  fellow-courtiers  all,  with  whom 
I  have  of  yore  made  many  a  fcrambling  meal 
In  corners,  behind  arrafes,  on  flairs  •, 
And  in  the  action  oftentimes  have  fpoiPd 
Our  doublets  and  pur  hofe  with  liquid  fluff! 
Farewell,  you  lufty  archers  of  the  guard, 
To  whom  I  now  do  give  the  bucklers  up, 
And  never  more  with  any  of  your  coat 
Will  eat  for  wagers  !   now  you  happy  be  ; 
When  this  fhall  light  upon  you,  think  on  me ! 
You  iewers,  carvers,  ufhers  of  the  court, 
Sirnamed  ££«//£  for  your  fair  demean, 
Here  1  do  take  of  you  my  laft  farewell : 
May  you  (land  ilifly  in  your  proper  places, 
And  execute  your  offices  aright ! 
Farewell,  you  maidens,  with  your  mothers  eke, 
Farewell,  you  courtly  chaplains  that  be  there  ! 
All  good  attend  you  !  may  you  never  more 
Marry  your  patron's  lady's  waiting-woman, 
But  may  you  raifed  be  by  this  my  fall ! 
May  Lazarillo  fuffer  for  you  all ! 

Mercer.  Sir,  I  was  hearkning  to  you. 

Laz.  I  will  hear  nothing  !  I  will  break  my  knife^ 
The  enfign  of  my  former  happy  ftate, 
Knock  out  my  teeth,  have  them  hung  at  a  barber's, 
And  enter  into  religion, 

Boy.  Why,  Sir,  I  think 
I  know  whither  it  is  gone. 

Laz.  See  the  rafhnefs 

Of  man  in  his  nature  !    Whither,   whither  ?  I  do 
Unlay  all  that  I've  faid  !  Go  on,  go  on,  Boy  ! 
I  humble  my  felf,  and  follow  thee.     Farewell,  Sir  ! 

Mercer.  Not  fo,  Sir;  you  fha.ll  take  a  piece  of  beef 
with  me. 

Laz.  I  cannot  ftay. 

Mercer.  By  my  fay,  but  you  (hall,  Sir  ! 
In  regard  of  your  love  to  learning,  and  your  Ikill 
In  the  black  art. 

Laz.  I  do  hate  learning,  and  I  have 

No 
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No  fkill  in  the  black  art  :  I  would  I  had  ! 

Mercer.  Why,  your  defire  is  fufEcient  to  me ; 
You  (hall  flay. 

Laz.  The  moft  horrible  and 
Detefted  curfes  that  can  be  imagin'd, 
Light  upon  all  the  profeflbrs  of  that  art ! 
May  they  be  drunk,  and,  when  they  go  to  conjure, 
Reel  i'  t!V  circle  !  May  the  fpirits  by  them  rais'd 
Tear  'em  in  pieces, 

And  hang  their  quarters  on  old  broken  walls 
And  fteeple-tops  ! 

Mercer.  This  ipeech  of  yours  mews  you 
To  have  fome  Ikill  i'  th'fcience;  wherefore,  in 
Civility,  I  may  not  fuffer  you 
To  depart  empty. 

Laz.  My  ftomach  is  up ; 
I  can't  endure  it !  I  will  light  in  this  quarrel, 
As  loon  as  for  my  prince.     Room  !  make  way  ! 

[Draws  his  rapier. 
Hunger  commands  ;  my  Valour  muft  obey  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT     IV.         SCENE     I.  , 

Enter  Valore  and  Arrigo. 
Val.  T  S  the  Duke  private  ? 

Arr.  He's  alone  ;  but  I  think 
Your  lordihip  may  enter.  [Exit  Val. 

Enter  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Who  is  with  the  Duke  ? 

Arr.  The  count  is  new  gone  in  ;  but  the  Duke  will 
Come  forth,  before  you  can  be  weary  of  waiting. 

Gond.  I  will  attend  him  here. 

Arr.  I  muft  wait  without  the  door.  [Exit. 

Gond.  Doth  he  hope  to  clear  his  fifter  ?  She  will  come 
No  more  to  my  houfe,  to  laugh  at  me :  I've  fent  her 
To  an  habitation,  where  when  fhe  fliall  be 
Seen,  it  will  fet  a  glofs  upon  her  name : 
Yet,  on  my  foul,  1  have  beftow'd  her  amongft 

The 
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The  pureft-hearted  creatures  of  her  fex, 
And  the  freeft  from  diflimulation  ;  for  their  deeds 
.Are  all  alike,  only  they  dare  fpeak 
What  the  reft  think.     The  women  of  this  age, 
(If  there  be  any  degrees  of  companion 
Amcngft  their  fex)  are  worfe  than  thofe  of  former 

times  *, 

For  I  have  read  of  women,  of  that  truth, 
Spirit,  and  conflancy,  that,  were  they  now 
Living,  I  fhould  endure  to  fee  them  :   But 
I  fear  the  writers  of  the  time  belied  them ; 
For  how  familiar  a  thing  is  it  with 
The  poets  of  our  age,  to  extol  their  whores 
(Which  they  call  miftrefles)  with  heav'nly  praifes  ! 
But,  I  thank  their  furies,  and  their  craz'd  brains, 
Beyond  belief !  Nay,  how  many  that  would  fain 
Seem  ferious,  have  dedicated  grave  works 
To  ladies,  toothlefs,  hollow-ey'd,  their  hair  fhedding  l69 
Purple-fac'd,  their  nails  apparently  coming  off, 
And  the  bridges  of  their  nofes  broken  down, 
And  havecall'd  them  the  choice  handy  works  of  Nature, 
The  patterns  of  perfection,  and  the  wonderment 
Of  women.     Our  women  begin  to  fwarm 
Like  bees  in  fummer :  As  I  came  hither, 
There  was  no  pair  of  Hairs,  no  entry,  no  lobby, 
But  Was  peftered  with  them  :  Methinks 
There  might  be  fome  courfe  taken  to  deflroy  them. 

Enter  Arrigo,  and  an  old  deaf  country  Gentlewoman, 
Jultor  to  the  Duke. 

Arr.  I  do  accept  your  money:  Walk  here 5  and 

when 

The  Duke  comes  out,  you  fliall  have  fit  opportunity 
To  deliver  your  petition  to  him. 

Gentlew.  I  thank  you  heartily. 
I  pray  you  who's  he  that  walks  there  ? 

Arr.  A  lord,  and  a  foldier, 

Hollow-tyd  their  hair  Jkedding.]  Sewaid  reads, 
fd,  hair-flicdding,  &r. 

One 
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One  in  good  favour  with  the  Duke  :  If  you  could  get 

him 
To  deliver  your  petition 

Gent  lew.  What  do  you  fay,  Sir  ? 

Arr.  If  you  could  get  him  to  deliver  your  petition 
For  you,  or  to  fecond  you,  'twere  fure. 

Gentle w.  I  hope 
I  fliall  live  to  requite  your  kindnefs. 

Arr.  You  have  already.  [Exit, 

Gen  flew.  May  it  pleafe  your  lordftiip 

Gond.  No,  no. 

Gentlew.  To  confider  the  eftate— — • 

Gond.  No. 

Gentlew.  Of  a  poor  opprefifed  country  gentlewoman. 

Gond.  No,  it  doth  not  pleafe  my  lordfhip. 

Gentlew.  Firft  and  fore  mo  ft,  I  have  had  great  injury ; 
Then  I've  been  brought  up  to  the  town  three  times. 

Gond.  A  pox  on  him  that  brought  thee  to  the  town ! 

Gentlew.  I  thank  your  good  lordfhip  heartily  ! 
ThoT  I  cannot  hear  well,  I  know  it  grieves  you  : 
And  here  we  have  been  delay 'd,  and  fent  down  again, 
And  fetch'd  up  again,  and  fent  down  again, 
To  my  great  charge  ,*  and  now  at  laft  they've  fetch'd 

me  up, 
And  five  of  my  daughters — — 

Gond.  Enough  to  damn  five  worlds  ! 

Gentlew.  Handfome  young  women,  tho'  I  fay  it ; 

they 

Are  all  without;  if  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip, 
I'll  call  them  in. 

Gond.  Five  women !  how  many  of  my  fenfes  fhould  I 
Have  left  me  then  ?  call  in  five  devils  firft  ! 
No,  I  will  rather  walk  with  thee  alone, 
And  hear  thy  tedious  tale  of  injury, 
And  give  thee  anfwers  ;  whifper  in  thine  ear, 
And  make  thee  underftand  thro'  thy  French  hood  ; 
And  all  this  with  tame  patience  ! 

Gentlew.  I  fee 
Your  lordfhip  does  believe  that  they  are  without; 

And 
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And  I  perceive  you  are  much  mov'd  at  our  injury  : 
Here's  a  paper  will  tell  you  more. 

Gond.  Away  ! 

Gentlew.  It  may  be  you  had  rather  hear  me  tell  it 
Viva  voce,  as  they  fay. 

Gond.  Oh,  no,  no,  no,  no  !  I  have  heard  it  before, 

Gentlew.  Then  you  have  heard  of  enough  injury, 
For  a  poor  gentlewoman  to  receive. 

Gond.  Never,  never ;  but  that  it  troubles 
My  confcience  to  wifli  any  good  to  thefe  women, 
I  could  afford  them  to  be  valiant  and  able, 
That  it  might  be  no  difgrace  for  a  foldier 
To  beat  them. 

Gentlew.  I  hope 

Your  lordfhip  will  deliver  my  petition 
To  his  Grace  ;  and  you  may  tell  him  withal - 

Gond.  What? 

I  will  deliver  any  thing  againft  myfelf, 
To  be  rid  on  thee. 

Gmtlew.  That  yefterday,  about  three  o'clock 
I'th'  afternoon,  I  met  my  adverfary. 

Gond.  Give  me  thy  paper !  he  can  abide  no  long 
tales. 

Gentlew.  'Tis  very  fhort,  my  lord  :  And  I  demand 
ing  of  him 

Gond.  I'll  tell  him  that  lliall  ferve  thy  turn. 

Gentlew.  How  ? 

Gond.  I'll  tell  him  thatfhall  ferve  thy  turn :  Begone! 
Man  never  doth  remember  how  great 
His  offences  are,  'till  he  do  meet  with  one 
Of  you,  that  plagues  him  for  them.     Why  fhould 

women  only, 

Above  all  other  creatures  that  were  created 
For  the  benefit  of  man,  have  the  ufe  of  fpeech? 
Or  why  fhoukl  any  deed  of  theirs, 
Done  by  their  flefhly  appetites,  be  difgraceful 
To  their  owners  ?  Nay,  why  fhould  not  an  ad  done 
By  any  beaft  I  keep,  againft  my  confent, 
Difparageme  as  much  as  that  of  theirs  ? 

VOL.  X,  S  Gwthw. 


274     THE    WOMAN-HATER. 

Gentlew.  Here's  ibme  few  angels  foryourlordfhip, 

Gond.  Again  ? 
Yet  more  torments  ? 

Gentlew.  Indeed  you  ftiall  have  them. 

Gond.  Keep  off ! 

Gentlew.  A  fmall  gratuity  for  your  kindnefs. 

Gond.  Hold  away ! 

Gentlew.  Why  then,  I  thank  your  lordfhip  I 
Til  gather  them  up  again  ;  and  I'll  be  fworn 
It  is  the  firft  money  that  was  refus'd 
Since  I  came  to  the  court. 

Gond.  What  can  fhe  devife 
To  fay  more  ? 

Gentlew.  Truly,  I  would  have  willingly 
Parted  with  them  to  your  lordihip. 

Gond.  I  believe  it, 
I  believe  it. 

Gentlew.  But  fince  it  is  thus 

Gond.  More  yet  ? 

Gentlew.  I  will  attend  without,  and  expect  an  anfwer. 

Gond.  Do;  begone,  and  thou  (halt  expect,  and  have 
Any  thing ;  thou  fhalt  have  thy  anfwer  from  him  : 
And  he  were  beft  to  give  thee  a  good  one 
At  firft,  for  thy  deaf  importunity 
Will  conquer  him  too  in  the  end. 

Gentlew.  God  blefs  your  lordiliip,  and  all  that  favour 
Poor  diftrefied  country  gentlewomen  !  [£#//. 

Gond.  All  the  difeafes  of  man 
Light  upon  them  that  do,  and  upon  me 
When  I  do  !  A  week  of  fuch  days  would  either  make 

me 

Stark-mad,  or  tame  me.     Yonder  other  woman, 
That  I've  fure  enough,  {hall  anfwer  for  thy  fins. 
Dare  they  incenfe  me  ftiii  ?  I'll  make1  them  fear 
As  much  to  be  ignorant  of  me  and  my  moods, 
As  men  are  to  be  ignorant  of  the  law 
They  live  under.  Who's  there  ?  my  blood  grew  cold  ! 
I  began  to  fear  my  fui  tor's  return.     It  is  the  Duke. 

Enter 
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Enter  Duke  and  Valore. 

VaL  I  know  her  chafte,  tho'  fhe  be  young  and  free, 
And  is  not  of  that  fbrc'd  behaviour 
That  many  others  are ;  and  that  this  lord, 
Out  of  the  boundlefs  malice  to  the  fex, 
Hath  thrown  this  fcandal  on  hen 

Gond.  Fortune  befriended  me  againft  my  will, 
With  this  good  old  country  Gentlewoman. — 
I  befeech  your  Grace  to  view  favourably 
The  petition  of  a  wrong'd  gentlewoman. 

Duke.  What,  Gondarino,  are  you  become 
A  petitioner  for  your  enemies  ? 

Gond.  My  lord,  they  are  no  enemies 
Of  mine  :  I  confefs,  the  better  to  cover 
My  deeds,  which  fometimes  were  looie  enough, 
I  pretended  it  (as  'tis  wifdom  to  keep 
Clofe  our  incontinence)  ;  but  fince  you  have 
Difcover'd  me,  I  will  no  more  put  on 
That  vizard)  but  will  as  freely  open 
All  my  thoughts  to  you,  as  to  my  confefibr. 

Duke.  What  fay  you  to  this  ? 

Val.  He  that  confefles  he  did  once  diflemble, 
I'll  never  truft  his  words :  Can  you  imagine 
A  maid,  whofe  beauty  could  not  fuffer  her 
To  live  thus  long  untempted  by  the  nobleft, 
Richeft,  and  cunning'ft  matters  in  that  art, 
And  yet  hath  ever  held  a  fair  repute, 
Could  in  one  morning,  and  by  him,  be  brought 
To  forget  all  her  virtue,  and  turn  whore  ? 

Gond.  I  would  I  had  fome  other  talk  in  handj, 
Than  to  accufe  a  fifter  to  her  brother  : 
Nor  do  I  mean  it  for  a  public  fcandal, 
Unleis  by  urging  me  you  make  it  fo. 

Duke.  I  will  read  this  at  better  leifure, 
Gondarino,  where  is  the  lady  ? 

Val.  At  his  houfe. 

Gond.  No  ; 
She  is  departed  thence. 

S  a 
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Val.  Whither? 

Gond.  Urge  it  not  thus ;  or  let  me  be  excus'd, 
If  what  I  fpeak  betray  her  chaftity, 
And  both  encreafe  my  forrow,  and  your  own  ? 

Val.  Fear  me  not  fo :  If  fhe  deferve  the  fame 
Which  fiie  hath  gotten,  I  would  have  it  publifh'd, 
Brand  her  myfelf,  and  whip  her  thro'  the  city  ! 
I  wifh  thofe  of  my  blood  that  do  offend. 
Should  be  more  ftrictly  puninYd  than  my  foes. 
Let  it  be  prov'd ! 

Duke.  Gondarino,  thou  fhalt 
Prove  it,  or  fuffer  worfe  than  ihe  fhould  do. 

Gond.  Then  pardon  me,  if  I  betray  the  faults 
Of  one  I  love  more  dearly  than  myfelf, 
Since,  opening  hers,  I  lhall  betray  mine  own: 
But  I  will  bring  you  where  Ihe  now  intends 
Not  to  be  virtuous.     Pride  and  Wantonnefs, 
That  are  true  friends  in  deed37,  tho'  not  in  fhow, 
Have  enter'd  on  her  heart ;  there  fhe  cloth  bathe, 
And  fleek  her  hair,  and  practife  cunning  looks, 
To  entertain  me  with ;  and  hath  her  thoughts 
As  full  of  luft,  as  ever  you  did  think 
Them  full  of  modeily. 

Duke.  Gondarino,  lead  on  -,  we'll  follow  thee.[£AY. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Pandar. 

Pandar.  Here  hope  I  to  meet  my  citizen,  and  here 
Hopes  he  to  meet  his  fcholar :  I  am  fure 
I  am  grave  enough  to  his  eyes,  and  knave  enough 
To  deceive  him:   I  am  believ'd  to  conjure, 
Raife  ftorms  and  devils,  by  whofe  power  I  can 
Do  wonders  :  Let  him  believe  fo  ftill ;  belief 
Hurts  no  man.     I  have  an  honeil  black  cloak  for 
My  knavery,  and  a  general  pardon  for 
His  foolery,  from  this  prefent  day,  'till 

57  That  are  true  friends  indeed.]  Former  editions.         Seaward. 

The 
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The  day  of  his  breaking.     Is't  not  a  mifery, 
And  the  greater!  of  our  age,  to  fee  a  handibme, 
Young,  fair-enough,   and  well-mounted  wench, 
Humble  herfelf  in  an  old  flammel  petticoat, 
Standing  poflefs'd  of  no  more  fringe  than 
The  ilreet  can  allow  her ;    her  upper  parts  fo  poor 
And  wanting,  that  you  may  fee  her  bones  thro*  her 

bodice  -, 
Shoes  fhe  would  have,  if  her  captain  were  come 

over, 

And  is  content  the  while  to  devote  herfelf 
To  ancient  flippers.     Thefe  premifes  well 
Confider'd,  gentlemen,   will  move ;   they  make 
Me  melt,  I  promife  you,  they  ilir  me  much ; 
And  were  it  not  for  my  fmooth,  foft,  filken  citizen, 
I'd  quit  this  tranfitory  trade,  get  me 
An  everlafling  robe,  fear  up  my  confcience, 
And  turn  fergeant.     But  here  he  comes  is  mine; 
As  good  as  prize  :  Sir  Pandarus,  be  my  fpeed ! 
You  are  moil  fitly  met,  Sir. 

Enter  Mercer. 

Mercer.  And  you  as  well  encountered. 
What  of  this  heir  ?  Have  your  books  been  propi 
tious  ? 
Pandar.  Sir,  'tis  done !  She's  come,  fhe's   in  my- 

houfe ; 
Make  yourfelf  apt  for  courtfhip,  ftroke   up   your 

{lockings, 

Lofe  not  an  inch  of  your  legs'  goodnefs ;  I  am  fure 
You  wear  focks. 

Mercer.  There  your  books  fail  you,  Sir; 
In  truth  I  wear  no  focks. 

Pandar.  I  would  you  had,  Sir  ! 
.It  were  the  fweeter  grace  for  your  legs.     Get  on 
Your  gloves  ;  are  they  perfum'd  *6  ? 

33  Your  gloves  ;  are  they  perfum'd.]  In  the  Winters  Tale,  aft  iv. 
fc.  iii.  Autolycus  mentions  *  Glows  as  faeet  as  damafk  rofes  ;'  and 
Mopfa  alfo  jpeaks  of /ztw/  gloves.  Mr.  Wartoa,  i^  a  note, 

6  3 
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Mercer.  A  pretty  waih, 
J  will  allure  you. 

Pandar.  'Twill  ferve,     Your  offers  muft 
Be  full  of  bounty  39;  velvets  to  furnifh  a  gown,  filks 
For  petticoats  and  foreparts,  fhag  for  lining  5 
Forget  not  fome  pretty  jewel,  to  faften  after 
Some  little  compliment  !  If  flic  deny  this  courtefy, 
Double  your  bounties  ;  be  not  wanting  in  abundance  \ 
Fullnefs  of  gifts,  link'd  with  a  pleaflng  tongue, 
Will  win  an  anchorite.     Sir,  you  are  my  friend, 
And  friend  to  all  that  profefs  good  letters  , 
I  muft  not  ufe  this  office  elfe  ;  it  fits  not 
For  a  fcholar,  and  a  gentleman.     Thofe  (lockings 
Are  of  Naples  -,  they  are  filk  ? 

Mercer.  You  are  again 
Befide  your  text,  Sir  ;  they  are  of  the  befl  of  wool, 


Confirmatory  Edmund  Howes,  informs  us,  that  the  Englifh 
could  not  *  make  any  coftly  warn  or  perfume,  until  about  the  four-r 
tcerth  or  fifteenth  of  the  queene  [Elizabeth],  the  right  honourable 
Edward  Vere  earle  of  Oxford  came  from  Italy,  and  brought  with 
him  gloves,  fweet  baggts,  a  perfumed  leather  jerkin,  and  other 
pieplant  thinges  :  And  that  yeare  the  queene  had  a  payre  of  per- 
fumed  gloves  trimmed  onlie  with  foure  tufte?,  or  rofes,  of  cullered 
fiike.  The  qutene  took  fuch  pleafure  in  thofe  gloves,  that  ihee 
was  pi  tfl  u  ted  with  thofe  gloves  upon  her  hands:  And  for  many 
yeers  after  it  was  called  the  erle  ofQxfirdes  perfume."  Tjie  fame 
learned  gentleman  alib  informs  us,  in  thu?  Appendix  to  Shakefpeare, 
that  *  In  the  computes  of  the  burfars  of  Trinity-college,  Oxford,  for 
the  year  1631,  the  following  article  occurs,  '  So/uf.  pro  funrigandis 
chirothecis.''  Gloves  make  a  conftant  and  confide  r  able  article  of 
expence  in  the  earlier  accompt-book?  of  the  college  here  mentioned  j 
and  without  doubt  in  thofe  of  many  other  focicties.  They  were 
annually  given  (a  ci:!tom  ilill  fubiilling)  to  the  college-tenants,  and 
often  preferred  to  guefts  of  diftindion.  But  it  appears  (at  leaft, 
from  accompts  of  the  faid  college  in  preceding  years)  that  the  prac 
tice  of  perfuming  gloves  for  this  purpofe  was  fallen  into  difufe  foon 
after  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Firit.'  jR. 

39  •  -  Your  offers  nwft 

Be  full  of  bounty,  fcfc  .]  So  Shakefpeare,  in  the  TWO  Gentler 
ir,en  of  Verona  ; 

'  Win  her  with  £?/?/,  if  me  refpeft  not  words  ; 

*  Isumbjewe/s,  often  in  their  fiierit  kind, 

*  More  than  cjuick  v/ords;  do  move  a  woman's  mind.7       R. 

And 
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And  they're  clyped  jerfey  4°. 

Pandar.  Sure  they  are  very  dear  ? 

Mercer.  Nine  (hillings,  by  my  love  to  learning  ! 

Pandar.  Pardon  my  judgment ; 
We  fcholars  ufe  no  other  objedts  but  our  books. 

Mercer.  There  is   one   thing   entomb'd  in   that 

grave  bread, 

That  makes  me  equally  admire  it  with 
Your  fcholarfhip. 

Pandar.  Sir,  but  that  in  modefty  I'm  bound 
Not  to  affecl:  mine  own  commendation, 
I  would  enquire  it  of  you. 

Mercer.  Sure,  you  are  very  honeft ; 
And  yet  you  have  a  kind  of  modefb  fear 
To  (hew  it :  Do  hot  deny  it ;  that  face  of  yours  is 
A  worthy,  learned,  modefl  face. 

Pandar.  Sir,  I  can  bin  ill. 

Mercer.  Virtue  and  grace  are  always  pair'd  toge 
ther  : 

But  I  will  leave  to  fiir  your  blood,  Sir  -,  and  now 
To  our  bufmefs ! 

Pandar.  Forget  not  my  indructions. 

Mercer.  I  apprehend  you,  Sir  ;  I  will  gather 
Myfelf  together  with  my  bed  phrafes,  and  fo 
I  fhall  difcourfe  in  fome  fort  takingly. 

Pandar.  This  was  well  worded,  Sir,  and  like  a 
fcliQlar. 

Mercer.  The  mufes  favour  me,  as  my  intents 
Are  virtuous!  Sir,  you  fhall  be  my  tutor; 
JTis  never  too  late,  Sir,  to  love  learning.     When 
I  can  once  fpeak  true  Latin 

Pandar.  What  do  you  intend,  Sir  ? 

Mercer.  Marry,  I'll  then 

Beggar  all  your  bawdy  writers,  and  undertake, 
At  the  peril  of  my  own  invention, 

40  And  they  clyped  "Jerfey.  I  Seward  reads,  and  they're  CLIPPED 
Jerfey.  We  reftore  the  word  dyped,  and  underftand  it  to  mean  called. 
Jt  is  rarioyfly  fpelt  in  different  authors :  Sometimes  aj  precedes  it,  to 
lengthen  it  a  fy  liable;  as  in  Milton's  L' Allegro  ; 

'  But  come,  thou  goddefs,   fair  and  iiee, 

*  in  Heav'n  yc'ieap^d  Euphrofync.'  R. 

S  4  All 
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All  pageants,  poefies  for  chimnics,  fpeeches 

For  the  Duke's  entertainment,  whenibever 

And  whatfoever;  nay,  I  will  build, 

At  mine  own  charge,  an  hofpital,  to  which  fhall  retire 

All  difeas'd  opinions,  all  broken  poets, 

All  profe-men  that  are  fallen  from  fmall  fenfe 

To  mere  letters  ;  and  it  fhall  be  lawful  for  a  lawyer, 

It  he  be  a  civil  man,  tho'  he  have  undone 

Others  and  himfelf  by  the  language,  to  retire 

To  this  poor  life,  and  learn  to  be  honed. 

Pandar.  Sir,  you  are  very  good,  and  very  charitable; 
You  are  a  true  pattern  for  the  city,  Sir ! 

Mercer.  Sir,Idoknowfufficiently,  their fhop-bpoks 
Cannot  favc  them  ;  there  is  a  further  end 

Pandar.  Oh,  Sir,  much  may  be  done  by  manufcript. 
•'ft'mv.  I  do  confefs  it,  Sir,  provided  flill 
They  t>e  canonical,  and  have  fome 
Worthy  hands  fet  to  'em  for  probation. 
But  we  forget  on  Helves. 

Pandar.  Sir,  enter  when 
YOU  pleafe,  and  all  good  language  tipyour  tongue! 

Mercer.  All  that  love  learning  pray  for  my  good 
fuccefs  !  [£#//. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Lazarillo   and  Boy. 

L/iz.-  Boy,  'whereabouts  are  we  ? 

Bey.  Sir,   by  ail  tokens,  this  is  the  hotife ; 
Bawdy,  I'm  in  re,  becaufe  of  the  broken  windows* 
The  fifh-head  is  within;  if  you  dare  venture, 
Here  you  may  iurprize  it. 

LGZ.  The  mifery  of  man 
May  fitly  be  compared  to  a  clidapper, 
Who,  when  fhe's  under  water,  pail  our  fight, 
And  indeed  can  feem  no  more  to  us,  rifes  again, 
Shakes  but  herfeif,  and  is  the  fame  fhe  was  ^ 
So  is  it  flill  with  trandr.ory  man  : 
This  day,  oh,  but  an  hour  fince,  and  I  was  mighty, 
Jvlighty  in  knowledge^  mighty  in  my  hopes, 

Mighty 
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Mighty  in  bleflcd  means,  and  was 
So  truly  happy,  that  I  durft  have  faid, 
f  Live,  Lazarillo,  and  be  fatisfied !' 
Eut  now 

Boy.  Sir,  you  are  yet  afloat, 
And  may  recover ;  be  not  your  own  wreck  ! 
Here  lies  the  harbour;  go  in,  and  ride  at  eafe  ! 

Laz.  Boy,  I'm  receiv'd  to  be  a  gentleman, 
A  courtier,  and  a  man  of  action, 
Modeft,  and  wife ;  and,  be  it  fpoken  with 
Thy  reverence41,  child,  abounding  virtuous; 
And  wouldft  thou  have  a  man  of  thefe  choice  habits. 
Covet  the  cover  of  a  bawdy-houfe  ? 
Yet,  if  I  go  not  in,  I  am  but 

Boy.  But  what,  Sir  ? 

Laz.  Duft,  Boy,  but  duft;  and  my  foul,  unfatisfied, 
Shall  haunt  the  keepers  of  my  blefTed  faint, 
And  I'll  appear. 

Boy.  An  afs  to  all  men. — Sir, 
Thefe  are  no  means  to  ftay  your  appetite  ; 
You  mud  refolve  to  enter. 

Laz.  Were  not  the  houfe 
Subject  to  martial  law 

Boy.  If  that  be  all,  Sir, 

You  may  enter,  for  you  can  know  nothing  here 
That  the  court's  ignorant  of;  only  the  more  eyes 
Shall  look  upon  you,  for  there  they  wink 
One  at  another's  faults. 

Laz.  If  I  do  not * 

Boy.  Then  you  muft  beat  fairly  back  again, 
Fall  to  your  phyfical  mefs  of  porridge,  and 
The  twice-fack'd  carcafe  of  a  capon ;  Fortune 
May  favour  you  fo  much,  to  fend  the  bread  to  it ; 
But  it  is  a  mere  venture,  and  money  may 
Be  put  out  upon  it. 

Laz.  I  will  go  in  and  live  5 

Pretend  fome  love  to  the  gentlewoman,  fcrew  myfelf 
In  affection,  and  fo  be  fatisfted. 

41   Witlj  thy  reverence.]  Seward  omits  thy.     We  think   it  feould 
be  returned,  alluding  to  maxima  debetur  PUER.IS  revsrentia. 
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Pandar.  This  fly 

Is  caught,  is  mefh'd  already ;  I  will  fuck  him, 
And  lay  him  by. 

Boy.  Muffle  yourfelf  in  your  cloak,  by  ?ny  means  ; 
*Tis  a  received  thing  among  gallants,  to  walk 
To  their  lechery  as  tho*  they  had  the  rheum. 
*Twas  well  you  brought  not  your  horie. 

Laz.  Why,  Boy? 

Boy.  Faith,  Sir,  it  is  the  fafliion  of  our  gentry, 
To  have  their  horfes  wait  at  door  like  men, 
While  the  beafls  their  mailers  are  within  at  rack 
And  manger;  'twould  have  difcover'd  much. 

Laz.  I  will  lay  by  thefe  habits,  forms,  and  grave 
Refpects  of  what  I  am,  and  be  myfelf 4Z ; 
Only  my  appetite,  my  fire,  my  foul, 
My  being,  my  dear  appetite,  fhall  go 
Along  with  me ;  arm'd  with  whole  itrength 
I  fearlefs  will  attempt  the  greateft  danger 
Dare  oppofe  my  fury.     I  am  refolv'd, 
Wherever  that  thou  art,  mofb  facred  difh, 
Hid  from  unhallowed  eyes,  to  find  thee  out ! 
Be'ft  thou  in  hell,  by  rap't  Proferpina43, 
To  be  a  rival  in  black  Pluto's  love  ; 
Or  mov'ft  thou  in  the  heav'ns,  a  form  divine, 
Lafhing  the  lazy  fpheres ;  or  if  thou  be'fl 
Return 'd  to  thy  firfl  being,  thy  mother  fea, 
There  will  I  feek  thee  forth :  Earth,  air,  nor  fire, 
Nor  the  black  fhades  below  lhall  bar  my  fight, 
So  daring  is  my  powerful  appetite ! 

*s  And  grave  refyetls  of  'what  1  am  and  be  myfelf :]  Seward  fays. 
How  could  Lazanlip  change  himfclf  in  all  outward  refpefts,  and 
yet  continue  to  be  himfelf,  and  then  again  except  his  appetite  which 
Should  ftay  with  him  ?  The  Duke  below,  when  difguifed,  fays, 
We  re  not  ourfefoes,  but  without  this  confirmation  'twas  evident  at 
firit  fight  that  a  negative  was  omitted.'  He  therefore  reads,  And 
le  NO  MOM  myfelf.  We  apprehend  this  addition  tp  be  unneceffary, 
and  to  pervert  the  fenfe.  Lazarillo  fays,  «  he  will  lay  by  outward  forms, 
'  which  are  no  part  of  himfelf,  and  carry  with  him  only  his  paffioir., 
•  foul,  and  being,  which  are  his  very  fcif.  In  fhort,  I  will  lay  by 
'  thefe  forms,  and  be  wyfelfS 

4?  Rap't  by  Proferpina.'}  We  apprehend  every  Reader  will  fee  the 
neceffity  of  the  tranfpoiition  here  made. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Sir,  you  may  fave  this  long  voyage,  and  take 
A  fhorter  cut :  You  have  forgot  yourfelf ; 
The  frill-head's  here;  your  own  imaginations 
Have  made  you  mad. 

Laz.  Term  it  a  jealous  fury,  good  my  Boy ! 

Boy.  Faith,  Sir,  term  it  what  you  will,  you  muftufe 
Other  terms  before  you  can  get  it. 

Laz.  The  looks  of  my  iweet  love  are  fair4', 
Frefh  and  feeding  as  the  air  ! 

Boy.  Sir,  you  forget  yourfelf. 

Laz.  Was  never  feen  fo  rare  a  head, 
Of  any  fifh,  alive  or  dead  ! 

Boy.  Good  Sir,  remember!  this  is  the  houfe,  Sir. 

Laz.  Curfed  be  he  that  dare  not  venture 

Biy.  Pity  yourfelf,  Sir,  and  leave  this  fury. 

jLaz.  For  fuch  a  prize  !  and  fo  I  enter. 

[Exeunt  Laz.  and  Boy. 

Prf/z&r.  Pun's  i'th'mire;  get  one  again, how  he  can: 
My  honeft  gallant,  I'll  fhew  you  one  trick  more 
Than  e'er  the  fool  your  father  dream'd  of  yet, 
Madona  Julia ! 

Enter  Julia. 
Julia.  What  news,  my  fweet  rogue  ? 

4?  'The  looks  of  my  fweet  lo<ve  are  fair."]  Mr.  Sympfon  afks  what 
means  this  fluff?  I  was  much  {unprized  ac  the  queftion,  as  it  had 
always  ftruck  me  as  one  of  the  moft  laughable  budefqaes  in  the  whole 
play.  Lazarillo,  as  I  haye  often  mentioned,  being  evidently  in  love 
with  his  umlrana,  every  where  addreffes  it  as  his  miftrefs,  in  a  high 
banter  upon  all  the  warm  and  poetic  flights  of  lovers,  and  indeed  of 
ail  fublime  writing  in  poetry  :  And  as  he  generally  affbmes  the  tragic 
and  epic  ilile  here,  like  the  change  of  the  mecifure  in  the  ftropbe  and 
(intiftropbe  of  the  Greeks,  he  breaks  out  into  the  lyric*  begins  it  with 
high  rapture,  but  ends  with  fuch  inimitable  drollery,  that  I  can  fcarce 
write  my  note  for  laughing  at  it.  Seaward. 

Seward's  rifibility  feems  rather  extravagant ;  but  he  very  properly 
vindicates  our  Authors  from  the  contempt  of  Sympfon  :  yet  he  does 
pot  feem  to  have  conceived  what  we  apprehend  to  be  the  cafe,  that 
when  Laz-irillo  *  breaks  out  into  the  lyric,'  he  recites  or  clofely  pa 
rodies  fome  well-known  old  Englifli  ballad,  without  at  all  adverting  to 
*  the  ftro^phe  and  antiitrojphe  of  the  Greeks/ 

My 
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My  dear  fins'  broker,  what  good  news  ? 

Pandar.  There  is 

A  kind  of  ignorant  thing,  much  like 
A  courtier,  now  gone  in. 

Julia.  Is  a*  gallant  ? 

Pandar.  He  (hines  not  very  glorioufty, 
Nor  does  he  wear  one  fkin  perfum'd  to  keep 
The  other  fweet ;  his  coat  is  not  in  or, 
Nor  does  the  world  run  yet  on  wheels  with  him ; 
He's  rich  enough,  and  has  a  fmall  thing  follows  him> 
Like  to  a  boat  tied  to  a  tall  (hip's  tail. 
Give  him  entertainment  -,  be  light  and  flafhing, 
Like  a  meteor ;  hug  him  about  the  neck, 
Give  him  a  kifs,  and  lifping  cry,  c  Good  Sir  \9 
And  he's  thine  own,  as  faft  as  he  were  tied 
To  thine  arms  by  indenture. 

Julia.  I  dare  do  more 
Than  this,  if  he  be  of  the  true  court  cut ; 
I'll  take  him  out  a  leflbn  worth  the  learning: 
But  we  are  but  their  apes.     What  is  he  worth  ? 

Pandar.  Be  he  rich  or  poor,   if  he  will  take  thee 

with  him, 
Thou  may'ft  ufe  thy  trade,  free  from  conftables  and 

mar(hals. 
Who  hath  been  here  fince  I  went  out  ? 

Julia.  There  is 

A  gentlewoman  fent  hither  by  a  lord : 
She's  a  piece  of  dainty  (luff,  my  rogue ; 
Smooth  and  foft,  as  new  fat  tin  ; 
She  was  ne'er  gumm'd  yet,   boy,  nor  fretted. 

Pandar.  Where  lies  (he  ? 

Julia.  She  lies  above,  towards  the  (treet ; 
Not  to  be  fpoke  with,  but  by  the  lord  that  fent  her, 
Or  (bme  from   him,  we  have  in  charge  .from  his 
fervants. 

Enter  Lazarillo. 

Pandar.  Peace !  he  comes  out  again  upon  difcovery: 
Up  with  all  your  canvas,  hale  him  in ! 
And,  when  thou  haft  done^  clap  him  aboard  bravely, 

My 
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My  valiant  pinnace ! 

Julia.  Be  gone  !  I  fhall  do  reafon  with  him. 

Laz.  Are  you  the  fpecial  beauty  of  this  houfe  ? 

Julia.  Sir,  you  have  given  it  a  more  fpecial 
Regard  by  your  good  language,  than  thefe 
Black  brows  can  merit. 

Laz.  Lady,  you  are  fair. 

Julia.  Fair,  Sir  ?  I  thank  you  !  all  the  poor  means 
I've  left  to  be  thought  grateful,   is  but 
A  kifs,  and  you  lhall  have  it,  Sir. 

Laz.  You  have 
A  very  moving  lip. 

Julia.  Prove  it  again,  Sir ; 
It  may  be  your  fenfe  was  fet  too  high,  and  fo 
O'er-wrought  itfelf. 

Laz.  'Tis  ftill  the  fame.     How  far 
May  you  hold  the  time  to  be  fpent,  lady  ? 

Julia.  Four  o'clock,  Sir. 

Laz.  I  have  not  eat  torday. 

Julia.  You  will  have  the  better  ftomach  to  your 

fupper  > 
In  the  mean  time,  I'll  feed  you  with  delight. 

Laz.  Tis  not  fo  good  upon  an  empty  ftoinach: 
If  it  might  be  without  the  trouble  of 
Your  houfe,  I'd  eat. 

Julia.  Sir,  we  can  have 
A  capon  ready. 

Laz.  The  day  ? 

Julia.  JTis  Friday,  Sir. 

Laz.  I  do  eat  little  flefli  upon  thefe  days. 

Julia.  Come,  fweet,  you  fhall  not  think  on  meat  ^ 
I'll  drown  it  with  a  better  appetite. 

Laz.  I  feel  it  work  more  ftrangely;  I  mud  eat. 

Julia.  'Tis  now  too  late  to  fend :  I  fay  you  fhall 
Not  think  on  meat ;  if  you  do,  by  this  kifs, 
I'll  be  angry. 

Laz.  I  could  be  far  more  fprightful, 
Had  I  eaten,  and  more  lading. 

Julia.  What  will  you  have,  £ir  ?  Name  "but  the 
fiflj, 
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My  maid  fliall  bring  it,  if  it  may  be  got. 

Laz.  Mcthinks  your  houfe  fhould  not  be  fo  un- 

furnifh'd, 
As  not  to  have  fome  pretty  modicum. 

Julia.  It  is  ib  now  :  But,  could  you  ftay  till  fup- 
per 

Laz.  Sure  I  have  offended  highly,  and  much, 
And  my  infii&ions  make  it  manifeft  ! 
I  will  retire  henceforth,  and  keep  my  chamber, 
Live  privately,  and  die  forgotten. 

Julia.  Sir,  I  muft  crave  your  pardon  !   I'd  forgot 

myielf : 

I  have  a  dim  of  meat  within,  and  'tis  fifli : 
I  think  this  dukedom  holds  not  a  daintier  ; 
*Tis  an  umbrana's  head. 

Laz.  Lady,  this  kiis 
Is  yours,  and  this. 

Julia.  Ho !  within  there  !  cover  the  board, 
And  fet  the  fifh-head  on  it. 

Laz.  Now  am  I 

So  truly  happy,  fo  much  above  all  fate 
And  fortune,  that  I  fhould  defpile  that  man 
Durft  fay  c  Remember,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  mortal !' 

Enter  Intelligencers  with  a  Guard. 

lint.  This  is  the  villain  :  Lay  hands  on  him  ! 

Laz.  Gentlemen, 

Why  am  I  thus  entreated  ?  What  is  the  nature 
Of  my  crime  ? 

2  Int.  Sir,  tho'  you  have  carried  it 
A  great  while  privately,  and  (as  you  think)  well, 
Yet  we  have  feen  you,  Sir,  and  we  do  know  thee, 
Lazarillo,  for  a  traitor  ! 

Laz.  The  gc 
Defend  our  Duke. 

2,  /;//.  Amen  !  Sir,  Sir,  this  cannot 
Save  that  ftiff  neck  from  the  halter. 

Julia.  Gentlemen, 

Tm  glad  you  have  difcover'd  him  :  He  fbould  not 
Have  eaten  under  my  roof,  for  tv  ;unds  j 

And 
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And  furely  I  did  not  like  him  when  he  call'd 
For  fifli 44. 

Laz.  My  friends,  will  ye  let  me  have 
That  little  favour 

1  Int.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  law, 
And  nothing  elfe.  / 

Laz.  To  let  me  flay  the  eating  of 
A  bit  or  two ;  for  I  proteft  I  am  yet  fading. 

Julia.  I'll  have  no  traitor  come  within  my  houfe. 

Laz.  Now  could  I  wifti  myfelf  I  had  been 
Traitor !  I  have  ftrength  enough  for  to  endure  it, 
Had  I  but  patience.     Man,  thou  art  but  grafs, 
Thou  art  a  bubble,  and  thou  muft  perifh. 
Then  lead  along  •,  I  am  prepared  for  all : 
Since  I  have  loft  my  hopes,  welcome  my  fall ! 

2  Int.  Away,  Sir ! 

Laz.  As  thou  haft  hope  of  man, 
Stay  but  this  difh  this  two  hours ;  I  doubt  not 
But  I  (hall  be  difcharged  :  By  this  light, 
I  will  marry  thee  ! 

Julia.  You  Ihall  marry  me  firft  then. 

Laz.  I  do  contract  myfelf  unto  thee  now, 
Before  thefe  gentlemen. 

Julia.  I  will  preferve  it 

4*  When  be  called  for  filh.]  in  King  Lear,  one  of  Kent's  articles 
of  felf-recommendation  is,   that  he  eats  no  fijh:  The    following 
explanation   is  there  given  by  Warburton.  '  In  queen  Elizabeth's 
time  the  Papifts  were  efteemed,  and  with  good  reafon,  enemies  to 
the  government.     Hence  the  proverbial  phrafe  of,  bis  an  boneft 
man,  and  eats  no  fijb  ;  to  fignify  he's  a  friend  to  the  government 
and  a  proteitant.     The  eating  fim,  on  a  religious  account,  being 
then  eiteemed  fuch  a  badge  of  popery,  that  when  it  was  enjoined 
for  a  feafon  by  a£l  of  parliament,  for  the  encouragement  of  the 
fifti- towns,  it  was  thought  necefTary  to  declare  the  reafon ;  hence  it 
was  called  Cecil's  faft.     To  this  difgraccful  badge  of  popery  Flet 
cher  alludes  in  his  Woman-Hater,  who  makes  the  courtezan  fay, 
when  Lazarillo,  in  fearch  of  the  umbrano's  head,  was  feized  at  her 
houfe  by  the  intelligencers  for  a  traitor ;  "  Gentlemen,  I  am  glad 
you  have  difcovered  him.     He  mould  not  have  eaten  under  my 
roof  for  twenty  pounds.     And  fure  I  did  not  like  him,  when  he 
called  for  fi/b"     And  Marfton's  Dutch  Courtezan  :  '  I  truft  I  am 
'  none  of  the  wicked  tfrac  eat  f/b  a  Fry  day  :\ 
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*Tiil  you  be  hang'd  or  quitted. 

Laz.  Thanks,  thanks ! 

a  Int.    Away,   away  !    you  fliall  thank  her  at  the 
gallows. 

Laz.  Adieu,  adieu  !        [Exe.  Laz.  Int.  and  Guard. 

Julia.  If  he  live,  I  will  have  him  ; 
If  he  be  hang'd,  there  is  no  lofs  in  it.  [Exit. 

Oriana  and  her  Waiting-woman,  looking  out  at  a  window. 

On.  Haft  thou  provided  one  to  bear  my  letter 
To  my  brother  ? 

Wait.  I've  enquir'd  ; 
But  they  of  the  houfe  will  fu'ffer  no  letter 
Nor  mefiage  to  be  carried  from  you,  but  fuch 
As  the  lord  Gondarino  mall  be  acquainted  with  : 
Truly,  madam,  I  fufpecl:  the  houfe  to  be 
No  better  than  it  fhould  be. 

Or/.  What  doft  thou  doubt  ? 

Wait.  Faith,  I  am  loth  to  tell  it,  madam. 

On.  Out  with  it  ! 

*Tis  not  true  modefty  to  fear  to  fpeak 
That  thou  doft  think. 

Wait.  I  think  it  be  one  of 
Thefe  fame  bawdy-houfes. 

On.  'Tis  no  matter,  wench ; 
We  are  warm  in  it ;  keep  thou  thy  mind  pure, 
And,  upon  my  word,  that  name  will  do  thee  no  hurt: 
I  cannot  force  myielf  yet  to  fear  any  thing. 
When  I  do  get  out,  I'll  have  another  encounter 
With  my  Woman-Hater.     Here  will  I  fit : 
I  may  get  fight  of  fome  of  my  friends  •,  it  muft 
Needs  be  a  comfort  to  them  to  fee  me  here. 

Enter  Duke,  Gondarino,  Valor e,  and  drrigo. 

Gond.  Are  we  ail  fufficiently  difguis'd  ?  for  this  houfe 
Where  fhe  attends  me,  is  not  to  be  vifited 
hi  our  own  fhapes. 

Duke.  We  are  not  ourfelves. 

Arr.  I  know  thg  houfe  to  be  finful  enough  •,  yet 

I  have 
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1  have  been,  heretofore* 

And  durft  now,  but  for  difcovering  of  you, 

Appear  here  in  my  own  likenefs. 

Duke.  Where  is  Lucio  ? 

Arr.  My  lord,  he  faid  the  affairs  of  the  commonwealth 
Would  hot  fufFer  him  to  attend  always. 

Duke.  Some  great  ones,  queftionkfs,  that  he  will 
handle. 

VaL  Come,  let  us  enter. 

Gond.  See,  how  fortune 

Strives  to  revenge  my  quarrel  upon  thefe  women  ! 
She's  in  the  window  -,  were  it  not  to  undo  her, 
I  fhould  not  look  upon  her. 

Duke.  Lead  us,  Gondarino ! 

Gond.  Stay «,  fince  you  force  me  to  difplay  my  fhame* 
Look  there !  and  you,  my  lord  !  know  you  that  face  ? 

Duke.  'Tis  fhe. 

Val.  It  is, 

Gond.  *Tis  fhe,  whofe  greateft  virtue  ever  was 
Diffimulation  •,  fhe  that  ftill  hath  flrove 
More  to  fin  cunningly^  than  to  avoid  it; 
She  that  hath  ever  fought  to  be  accounted 
Moft  virtuous,  when  fhe  did  deferve  mod  fcandal  j 
'Tis  me  that  itches  now,  and,  in  the  height 
Of  her  intemperate  thoughts,  with  greedy  eyes 
Expects  my  coming  to  allay  her  luft. 
Leave  her  !  forget  fhe  is  thy  fitter  ! 

VaL  Stay,  flay  ! 

Duke.  I  am 

As  full  of  this  as  thou  canft  be  \  the  memory 
Of  this  will  eafily  hereafter  ftay 
My  loofe  and  wand'ring  thoughts  from  any  woman. 

VaL  This  will  not  down  with  me  -9  I  dare  not  truft 
This  fellow. 

Duke.  Leave  her  here  !  That  only  (hall  be 
Her  punifhment,   never  to  be  fetch'd  from  hence ; 
But  let  her  ufe  her  trade  to  get  her  living. 

VaL  Stay,  good  my  lord  !   I  do  believe  all  this, 
As  great  men  as  I  have  had  known  whores 
VOL,  X.  T  To 
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To  their  fitters,  and  havelaugh'd  at  it.     I  would  fain 

hear 
How  flie  talks,  fince  me  grew  thus  light :   will  your 

Grace  make  him 

Shew  himfelf  to  her,  as  if  he  were  now 
Come  to  fatisfy  her  longing  ?  whilfl  we, 
Unfeen  of  her,  o'erhear  her  wantonnefs. 
Let's  make  our  belt  of  it  now  -9  we  mail  have 
Good  mirth. 

Duke.  Do  it,  Gondarino. 

Gond.  I  mud : 
Fortune,  affift  me  but  this  once  ! 

Val.  Here  we 
Shall  (land  unfeen,  and  near  enough. 

Gond.  Madam  !  Oriana  ! 

OrL  Who's  that  ?  Oh  !  my  lord  ! 

Gond.  Shall  I  come  up  ? 

On.  Oh,  you  are  merry  •,  mall  I  come  down  ? 

Gond.  It  is  better  there. 

On.  What's  the  confdlion  of  the  lie  you  made 
To  the  duke,  which  I  fcarce  believe 
Yet  you  had  impudence  enough  to  do  ? 
Did  it  not  gain  you  fo  much  faith  with  me, 
As  that  I  was  willing  to  be  at 
Your  lordfhip's  beftowing,  'till  you  had  recover'd 
My  credit,  and  confefs'd  yourfelf  a  liar, 
As  yon  pretended  to  do  ?  I  confefs 
I  began  to  fear  you^  and  deiir'd  to  be 
Out  of  your  houfe;  but  your  own  followers 
Forced  me  hither. 

Gond.  It  is  well  fufpected ; 
DifTemble  ftill,  for  there  are  fome  may  hear  us ! 

Orl.  More  tricks  yet,  my  lord  ?  What  houfe 
This  is  I  know  not;  I  only  know  myfelf ; 
' Twere  a  great  conqueft,  if  you  could  fatten 
A  fcandal  upon  me.     Faith,  my  lord,  give  me  leave 
To  write  to  my  brother  ! 

Duke.  Come  down  ! 

VaL  Come  down  ! 

Arr. 
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Arr.  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
There  is  a  back-door, 

VaL  Come,  meet  us  there  then. 

Duke.  It  Teems  you  are  acquainted  with  the  houfe. 

Arr.  I  have  been  in  it. 

Gond.  She  faw  you,  and  difTembled. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  fhall  know  that  better. 

Gond.  Bring  me  unto  her  ! 
If  I  prove  her  not  to  be  a  (trumpet, 
Let  me  be  contemn'd  of  all  her  fex  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT     V.          SCENE     I. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  TVT  O  W  whilft  the  young  Duke  follows  his 

J,J%|  delights, 

We  that  do  mean  to  praclife  in  the  (late, 
Muft  pick  our  times,  and  fet  our  faces  in, 
And  nod  our  heads,  as  it  may  prove  moft  fit 
For  the  main  good  of  the  dear  commonweaith. 
Who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord  ? 

Lucio.  Secretary,  fetch 
The  gown  I  ufe  to  read  petitions  in, 
And  the  (landifli  I  anfwer  French  letters  with  ; 
And  call  in  the  Gentleman  that  attends.  [Exit  Serv. 
Little  know  they  that  do  not  deal  in  ftate, 
How  many  things  there  are  to  be  obferv'd, 
Which  feem  but  little  ;  yet,  by  one  of  us 
(Whefe  brains  do  wind  about  the  commonwealth) 
Neglected,  cracks  our  credits  utterly. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Servant. 
Sir,  but  that  I  do  prefume  upon  your  fecrefy, 
I  would  not  have  appeared  to  you  thus  ignorantly 

T  2  Attir'dj 
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Attir'd,  without  a  toothpick  in  a  ribband, 
Or  a  ring  in  my  bandflring. 

Gent.  Your  lordfhip  fent  for  me. 

Lucio.  I  did :  Sir,  your  long  practice  in  the  ftate. 
Under  a  great  man,  hath  led  you  to  much 
Experience. 

Gent.  My  lord ! 

Lucio.  Suffer  not  your  modefty 
To  excufe  it.     In  fhort,  and  in  private, 
I  defire  your  direction  :   I  take 
My  ftudy  already  to  be  furnifh'd  after 
A  grave  and  wife  method. 

Gent.  What  will  this  lord  do  ? 

Lucio.  My  book-firings  are  fuitable,   and  of 
A  teaching  colour45. 

Gent.  How  is  this  ? 

Lucio.  My  flandifh 

Of  wood  ftrange  and  fweet,  and  my  fore-flap  hangs 
In  the  right  place,  and  as  near  Machiavel's, 
As  can  be  gather'd  by  tradition. 

Gent.  Are  there  fuch  men  as  will  fay  nothing 
Abroad,   and  play  the  fools  in  their  lodgings  ? 

This   l(5rd   muft   be   follow'd. And   hath  your 

lordfhip 

Some  new-made  words  to  fcatter  in  your  fpeeches 
Jn  publick,,  to  gain  note,  that  the  hearers  may 
Carry  them  away,  and  difpute  of  them 
At  dinner  ? 

Lucio.  I  have.  Sir;  and,  befides, 
My  feveral  gowns  and  caps  agreeable 
To  my  feveral  occafions. . 

Gent.  'Tis  well ; 

And  you  have  learn'd  to  write  a  bad  hand, 
That  the  readers  may  take  pains  for  it  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  Sir ; 
And  I  give  out  I  have  the  palfy. 

Gent.  Good ! 

45  And  of  a  reaching  colour.]  Reaching  is  the  word  in  all  the 
editions,  but  as  I  can  affix  no  humourous  idea  fuitable  to  the  context, 
I  believe  teaching  the  true  word,  an  tHJlrudive  andfcholar-like  colour 
is  the  tfile  of"  this  Machiavelian  ftatefman.  Senxard. 

'Twere 
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'Twere  better  tho'  if  you  had  it.  Your  lordfhip  hath 
A  fecretary  that  can  write  fair,  when  you  purpofe 
To  be  underftood  ? 

Lucio.  Faith,   Sir,   I  have  one  ; 
There  he  flands  ;  he  hath  been  my  fecretary 
Thefe  feven  years,  but  he  hath  forgotten  to  write. 

Gent.  If  he  can  make  a  writing  face,  'tis  not 
Amifs,  fo  he  keep  his  own  counfel.     Your  lordfhip 
Hath  no  hope  of  the  gout  ? 

Lucio.  Uh!  little,  Sir, 
Since  the  pain  in  my  right  foot  left  me. 

Gent.  'Twill  be  fome  fcandal 
To  your  wifdom,  tho'  I  fee  your  lordfliip  knows 
Enough  in  publick  bufinefs. 

Lucio.  I  am  not  employ  'd  tho' 
To  my  defert  in  occafions  foreign,  nor 
Frequented  for  matters  domeftical, 

Gent.  Not  frequented  ? 
What  courfe  takes  your  lordfhip  ? 

Lucio.  The  readieft  way; 
My  door  {lands  wide  46;  my  fecretary  knows 
I'm  not  denied  to  any. 

Gent.  In  this 

(Give  me  leave)  your  lordfhip's  out  of  the  way: 
Make  a  back-door  to  let  out  intelligencers  ^ 
Seem  to  be  ever  J3ufy,  and  put  your  door 
Under  keepers,  and  you  fhall  have  a  troop  of  clients 
Sweating  to  come  at  you. 

Lucio.  I've  a  back-dcor  already: 
I  will  henceforth  be  bufy.     Secretary, 
Run  and  keep  the  door.  [f-xit.  Secretary. 

Gent.  This  will  fetch  'em. 
I  hope  fo, 


R  e-  enter  Secretary  . 

Seer.  My  lord,  there  are  fome  require  accefs  to  you, 
About  weighty  affairs  of  ilate. 
Lucio.  Alread    ? 


4(5  My  floor  ft  ant!  3  winde.J    Seward  alters  winde  to  iviJf.     The 
firft  quano  (  which  he  never  fow)  proves  him  right. 

T  Cent. 
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Gent.  I  told  yon  fo. 

LUCJO.  How  weighty  is  the  bufmefs? 

Seer.  Treafon,  my  lord. 

Lit  do.  Sir, 
My  debts  to  yon  for  this  are  great. 

'Gent.  I'll  leave 
Your  lordfhip  now. 

Ludo.  Sir,  my  death  mtift  be  fuddcn, 
If  I  requite  yon  not.     At  the  back-door,  good  Sir. 

Gent.    I'll   be    your  lordfhip's   intelligencer    for 
once.  [Exit. 

Seer.  My  lord. 

Ludo.  Let  'em  in,  and  fay  I'm  at  my  ftudy. 

ILnter  Lazarillo,  and  two  Intelligencers,  Ludo  being  at 
bis  ftudy. 

i  Int.  Where  is  your  lord  ? 

Seer.  At  h'is  ftudy;  but  he  v/ill 
Have  you  brought  in. 

Laz.  Why,  gentlemen,  what  will  you 
Charge  me  withal  ? 

lint.  Treafon,  horrible  treafon  : 
I  hope  to  have  the  leading  of  thee  to  prifon, 
And  prick  thee  on  i'th'  arfe  with  a  halbert  ;  to  have 
Him  hang'd  that  falutes  thee,  and  call 
All  thofe  in  queftion  that  fpit  not  upon  thee. 

Laz.  My  thread  is  fpun  ; 
Yet  might  I  but  call  for  this  difh'of  meat 
At  the  gallows,  infcead  of  a  pfalm, 
It  were  to  be  endur'd.     The  curtain  opens  •, 
Now  my  end  draws  on. 

[Secretary  draws  the  curtain* 

Ludo.  Gentlemen,  I  am  not  empty 
Of  weighty  occafions  at  this  time.     1  pray  you 
Your  bufmefs. 

i  Int.  My  lord,  I  think  we  have  difcover'd 
One  of  the  moft  bloody  traitors  that  ever 
The  world  held. 

Ludo.  Signer  Lazariilo,  I'm  glad 
You're  one  of  this  difcovery  :  'Give  me  your  hand  ! 

2  Int. 
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2  Int.  My  lord,  that  is  the  traitor. 

Lucio.  Keep  him  off! 
I  would  not  for  my  whole  eflate  have  touched  him. 

Laz.  My  lord 

Lucio.  Peace,  Sir  !   I  know  the  devil  is 
At  your  tongue's  end,  to  furnifh  you  with  fpeeches. 
What  are  the  particulars  you  charge  him  with  ? 

[They  deliver  a  paper  to  Lucio,  who  reads. 

Both  Int.  We  have  conferred  our  notes,  and  have 

extracted  that, 
Which  we  will  juftify  upon  our  oathsl 

Lucio.  <  That  he'd  be  greater  than  the  Duke ;  that 
c  Pie  had  caft  plots  for  this,   and  meant 
(  To  corrupt  fome  to  betray  him  -,  that  he 
c  Would  burn  the  city,   kill  the  Duke,  and  poifon 
c  The  privy-council  \   and  laftly,  kill  himfeifV 
Tho'  thou  defervefl  juftly  to  be  hang'd 
With  filence,  yet  I  allow  thee  to  fpeak :  Be  fhort. 

Laz.    My     lord,     fo     may    my    greateft    wifh 

fucceed, 

So  may  I  live,  and  compafs  what  I  feek, 
As  I  had  never  treafon  in  my  thoughts, 
Nor  ever  did  confpire  the  overthrow 
Of  any  creatures,  but  of  brutilh  beafls, 
Fowls,  fiflies,  and  fuch  other  human  food, 
As  is  provided  for  the  good  of  man. 
If  ftealing  cuftards,   tarts,  and  florentines, 
By  fome  late  flatute  be  created  treafon, 
How  many  fellow-courtiers  can  I  bring, 
Whofe  long  attendance  and  experience 
Hath  made  them  deeper  in  the  plot  than  I  ! 

Lucio.  Peace  !  fuch  hath  ever  been  the  clemency 
Of  my  gracious  mailer  the  Duke,  in  all  his  pro 
ceedings, 
That  I  had  thought,   and   thought  I  had  thought 

rightly, 

That  Malice  would  long  ere  this  have  hid  herfelf 
In  her  den,  and  have  tu/n'd  her  own  fling 

T  4  Agafnft 
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Againft  her  own  heart :  But  I  well  now  perceive^ 
That  fo  froward  is  the  difpofition  of 
A  deprav'd  nature,  that  it  doth  not  only 
Seek  revenge,  where  it  hath  received  injury, 
But  many  times  thirft  after  their  deflruftion 
Where  it  hath  met  with  benefits. 

Laz.  But,  my  good  lord 

2  Inf.  Let's  gag  him. 
Lucio.  Peace !  again  ! 

f  But  many  times  thirft  after  their  deftruftion 
c  Where  it  hath  met  with  benefits ;'  there  I  left. 
Such,  and  no  better  are  the  bufinefs 
.That  we  have  now  in  hand. 

I  Int.  He's  excellently  fpoken. 
lint.  He'll  wind  a  traitor,  I  warrant  him, 
Lucio.  But  furely,  methinks, 
Setting  afide  the  touch  of  confcience, 
And  all  other  inward  convujfions— -' — » 

a  Int.  He'll  be  hang'd, 
I  know  by  that  word. 

Laz.  Your  lordfhip  may  eonfider— — - 
Lucio.  Hold  thy  peace  ! 

Thou  canft  not  anfwer  this  fpeech  -,  no  traitor 
Can  anfwer  it.     But,  becaufe  you  cannot 
Anfwer  this  fpeech,  I  take  it  you've  confefs'd 
The  treafon. 

i  /;//.  The  count  Valore  was 
The  firft  that  difcover'd  him,  and  can  witnefs  it} 
But  he  left  the  matter  to  your  lordfhip' s 
Grave  confideration. 

Lucio.  I  thank  his  lordfhip  ! 
Carry  him  away  fpeedily  to  the  Duke. 

Laz.  Now,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  tumbled  down 
s  The  hill  of  Fortune,  with  a  violent  arm  ! 
All  plagues  that  can  be,  famine  and  the  fword, 
Will  light  upon  thee  ,  black  Defpair  will  bg.il 
In  thy  defpairing  bread;  no  comfort  by, 
Thy  friends  far  off,  thy  enemies  are  nigh  ! 
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Lucto.  Away  with  him  !  I'll  follow  you.     Look 
You  pinion  him,  and  take  his  money  from  him, 
Left  he  fwallow  a  ihilling,  and  kill  himfelf. 

2  Int.  Get  thou  on  before  !  {Exeunt* 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  the  ])uke,  Valore,  Gendarme,  and  Arrigo* 

Duke.  Now,  Gendarme,  what  can 
You  put  on  now  that  may  again  deceive  us  ? 
Have  you  more  flrange  illufions,  yet  more  mifts, 
Thro'  which  the  weak  eye  may  be  led  to  error  ? 
What  can  you  fay  that  may  do  fatisfaclion 
Both  for  her  wronged  honour,  and  your  ill  ? 

Gond.  All  I  can  fay,  or  may,  is  faid  already  • 
She  is  unchafte,  or  elfe  I  have  no  knowledge, 
1  do  not  breathe,  nor  have  the  ufe  of  fenfe. 

Duke.  Dare  you  be  yet  fo  wilful-ignorant47 
Of  your  own  nakednels  ?  Did  not  your  fervants, 
In  mine  own  hearing,  confefs  they  brought  her 
To  that  houfe  we  found  her  in,   almoft  by  force, 
And  with  a  great  diltruft  of  fome 
Enfuing  hazard  ? 

Val.   He  that  hath 
Begun  fo  worthily,  it  fits  not  with 
His  refolution  to  leave  off  thus,  my  lord. 
I  know  thefe  are  but  idle  proofs. 
What  fays  your  lordfhip  to  them  ? 

Gond.  Count,  I  dare  yet  pronounce 
Again,  thy  fifter  is  not  honeft. 

VaL   You  are 
Yourfelf,  my  lord;  I  like  your  fettlednefs, 

Gond.  Count,  thou  art  young,  and  unexperienc'd  in 
The  dark  hidden  ways  of'  women  :  Thou  darft  affirm 
With  confidence,  a  lady  of  fifteen 
May  be  a  maid, 

Val.  Sir,  if  it  were  not  fo, 

47  Yet  fo  11///W,  ignorant .]    Former  editions.     The  compound 
\vpr4  wiljul' ignorant  Icems  much  preferable.  Seward. 

I  have 
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I  have  a  filler  would  fit  near  my  heart48. 

Gond.  Let  her  fit  near  her  fhame  !  it  better  fits  her : 
Call  back  the  blood  that  made  your  dream  in  nearnefs49, 
And  turn  the  current  to  a  better  uie  ; 
*Tis  too  much  mudded  j  I  do  grieve  to  know  it. 

Duke.  Dar'il  thou  make  up  again  ?  dar'ft  to  turn 

face, 

K  ROW  ing  we  know  thee  ? 
Haft  thou  not  been  difcover'd  openly  ? 
Did  not  our  ears  hear  her  deny  thy  conrtings  ? 
Did  we  not  fee  her  blufh  with  modeft  anger, 
To  be  fo  overtaken  by  a  trick  ? 
Can  you  deny  this,  lord  ? 

Gond.  Had  not  your  Grace 
And  her  kind  brother  been  within 
Level  of  her  eye,  you  mould  have  had  a  hotter 
Volley  from  her,  more  full  of  blood  and  fire, 
Ready  to  leap  the  window  where  fhe  flood  ; 
So  truly  fenfual  is  her  appetite. 

Duke.  Sir,  Sir,  thefe  are  but  words  and  tricks  :  Give 
me  the  proof ! 

VaL  What  need  a  better  proof  than  your  lordfhip  r 

I'm  fure 
You  have  lain  with  her,  my  lord, 

Gond.  I  have  confefs'd  it,  Sir. 

**  Sir,  if  if  <were  not  fot  1  ha<ve  a  fiflsr  would  jet  near  tny  heart  J 
Thus  all  the  editions,  but  fureJy  the  fentiment  is  not  very  naturi!  . 
Would  the  Count,  who  upon  the  fuppofition  of  his  filter's  being 
guilty,  had  faid  he  would 

Brand  her  hiwfelft  whip  her  about  the  city, 

anfwer  here,  that  though  me  were  not  a  maid,  fhe  would  fit  near 
jhis  heart.  The  natural  anfwer  is ;  If  1  durft  not  affirm  that  a  hdy  of 
fifteen  might  be  a  virgin,  my  fitter  would  not  fit  fo  near  my  hearr  as 
£ie  now  does.  I  cannot  change  the  words  fo  as  to  give  this  fenfe 
'without  taking  rather  too  great  liberties,  and  therefore  fhall  not  infert 
rwiy  conjecture  in  the  text :  i  have  reiiored  the  meafure,  which  I  can- 
pot  preierve  if  I  infert  a  negative  without  ;he  following  changes : 

-  •  -        If  it  were  not  /?, 

My  fijhr  would  not  fit  fo  near  my  heart.  Seviard. 

Seward  did  not  confider,  that  his,  filter  might  fit  near  his  heart  in 
a  painful  as  well  as  affeftionate  fenfe. 

made  our/r^w.]  Amended  by  Seward. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  I  dare  not  give  thee  credit,  without  witnefs. 

Gond.   Does  your  Grace  think  we  carry  feconds 

with  us, 

To  fearch  us,  and  fee  fair  play  ?  Your  Grace  hath 
Been  ill-tutor'd  in  the  bufineis  !  but  if 
You  hope  to  try  her  truly,  and  fatisfy 
Yourfelf  what  frailty  is,  give  her  the  teft : 
Do  not  remember,  count,  me -is  your  fifter; 
Nor  let  my  loVd  the  Duke  believe  flic's  fair  ^ 
But  put  her  to  it,  without  hope  or  pity  ! 
Then  ye  mall  fee  that  golden  form  fly  off, 
That  all  eyes  wonder  at  for  pure  and  fix'd, 
And  under  it  bafe  blufhing  copper  -,  metal 
Not  worth  the  meaneii  honour  :   You  mall  behold 
Her  then,  my  lord,  traniparent,  look  thro* 
Her  heart,  and  view  the  fpirits  how  they  leap ; 
And  tell  me  then  I  did  belie  the  lady. 

Duke.  It  (hall  be  done  !  Come,  Gondarino, 
Bear  us  company.     We  do  believe  thee :  She 

Enter  Lazarillo,  two  Intelligencers^  and  Guard. 

Shall  die,  and  thou  malt  fee  it. How  now,  my 

friends  ? 
'Who  have  you  guarded  hither? 

i  Int.  So  pleafe  your  Grace, 
We  have  difcover'd  a  villain  and  a  traitor : 
The  lord  Lucio  hath  examin'd  him,  and  fent  him 
To  your  Grace  for  judgment. 

Val.  My  lord,  I  dart 

Abfolve  him  from  all  fin  of  treafon  :   I  know 
His  moft  ambition  is  but  a  dim  of  meat, 
Which  he  hath  hunted  with  fo  true  a  fcent, 
That  he  deferves  the  collar,  not  the  halter  5°. 

Duke.  Why  do  they  bring  him  thus  bound  up  ? 
The  poor  man  had  more  need  have  fome  warm  meat, 
To  comfort  his  cold  ftomach. 

Val.  Your  Grace  mall  have  the  caufe  hereafter, 

J0  He  deferves  the  collar,  not  the  halter ;]  /.  e .  He  deferves  the 
's  chain,  ra'.her  than  to  be  hanged.  See  note  3  on  the  Lovers' 
.  R. 

When 
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When  you  may  laugh  more  freely.  But  thefe 
Are  called  informers ;  men  that  live  by  treafon, 
As  rat-catchers  do  by  poiibn. 

Duke.  'Would  there  were 
No  heavier  prodigies  hung  over  us, 
Than  this  poor  fellow  !   I  durft  redeem  all  perils 
Ready  to  pour  themfelves  upon  this  ftate, 
With  a  cold  cuftard. 
VaL  Your  Grate 

Might  do  it,  without  danger  to  your  perfon. 
Laz.  My  lord,  if  ever  I  intended  treafon 
Againft  your  perfon,  or  the  ftate,  unleis 
Tt  were  by  wiihing  from  your  table  fome  difh 
Of  meat,  which  I  muft  needs  confefs  was  not 
A  fubjecl's  part ;  or  coveting  by  Health 
Sups  from  thofc  noble  bottles,  that  no  mouth, 
Keeping  allegiance  true,  mould  dare  to  tafte — , 
I  muft  confefs,  with  more  than  covetous  eye, 
I  have  beheld  thofe  dear  concealed  dimes, 
That  have  been  brought  in  byxunning  equipage, 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace's  palate  : 
I  do  confefs,  out  of  this  prefent  heat, 
I  have  had  ftratagems  and  ambufcadoes ; 
But,  God  be  thanked,  they  have  never  took  ! 

Duke.  Count, 

This  bufmefs  is  your  own  :  When  you  have  done, 
Repair  to  us.  [Exit. 

VaL  I  will  attend  your  Grace.     Lazarillo, 
You  are  at  liberty  ;  be  your  own  man  again  : 
And,  if  you  can,  be  mailer  of  your  wiflies  -9 
I  wifh  it  may  be  ib. 

Laz.  I  humbly  thank  your  lordfhip  ! 
1  muft  be  unmannerly  :  I've  fome  prefent  bufinefs. 
Once  more,  I  heartily  thank  your  lordfliip.         [£#//, 
Val.  Now  even  a  word  or  two  to  you,  and  fo  farewell; 
You  think  you  have  defer v'd  much  of  this  ftate 
By  this  difcovery  :  Ye're  a  (lavifh  people, 
Grown  fubjecl:  to  the  common  curie  of  all  mens% 

51  To  the  common  couri'e  of  all  wen-]  Conecled  in  1750. 

How 
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How  much  unhappy  were  that  noble  fpirit, 

Could  work  by  fuch  bafe  engines sa !  What  mifery 

Would  not  a  knowing  man  put  on  with  willingnefs, 

Ere  he  fee  himfelf  grown'fat  and  full-fed, 

By  fall  of  thofe  you  rife  by  ?  I  do 

Difcharge  you  my  attendance  !  Our  healthful  ftate 

Needs  no  inch  leeches  to  fuck  out  her  blood. 

i  Int.  I  do  befeech  your  lordfhip 

a  Int.  Good  my  lord 

Val.  Go,  learn  to  be  more  honed  !  When  I  fee 
You  work  your  means  from  honeft  induflry, 
I  will  be  willing  to  accept  your  labours ;    [Exe.  Inf. 
'Till  then  I  will  keep  back  my  promis'd  favours. 
Here  comes  another  remnant  of  folly : 

Enter  Lucio. 

I  muft  difpatch  him  too.     Now,  lord  Lucio, 
What  bufmefs  bring  you  hither  ? 

Lucio.  Faith,  Sir,  I'm  difcovering 
What  will  become  of  that  notable  piece  of  treafon 
Intended  by  that  varlet  Lazarillo; 
I've  fent  him  to  the  Duke  for  judgment. 

Val.  Sir,  you  have 

Perform'd  the  part  of  a  moft  careful  ftatefman ; 
And,  let  me  fay  it  to  your  face,  Sir,  of 
A  father  to  this  ftate  :  I  would  wifli  you 
To  retire,  and  infconce  yourfelf  in  ftudy ;  for 
Such  is  your  daily  labour,  and  our  fear, 
That  your  lofs  of  an  hour  may  breed  our  overthrow. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  will  be  commanded  by  your  judg 
ment  : 

And  tho'  I  find  it  a  trouble 
Scant  to  be  waded  thro',  by  thefe  weak  years ; 
Yet,  for  the  dear  care  of  the  commonwealth, 
I  will  bruife  my  brains,  and  confine  myfelf 
To  much  vexation 5J. 

Val.  Go  j  and  may'ft  thou 

51  Could  work  by  fuch  baler  gains.]  Amended  by  Sympfon, 
H  Confine  myfelf.]  Probably  we  (hould  read,  conji?n. 

Knock 


3oa    THE     WO  MAN- HATER. 

Knock  down  treafon  like  an  ox  ! 

Lucio.  Amen  !  \_Exeum  , 

Enter  Mercer^  Pandar,  and  Francljflna. 
Mercer.  Have  I  fpoke  thus  much  in  the  honour  o  ( 

learning, 

Learn'd  the  names  of  the  feven  liberal  fciences^ 
Before  my  marriage ;  and,  fince,  have  in  hafte  written 
Epiftles  congratulatory  to  the  nine  mufes, 
And  is  Ihe  prov'd  a  whore  and  a  beggar  ? 

Pandar.  JTis  true.    You  are  not  now  to  be  taught 
That  no  man  can  be  learned  of  a  fudden  -, 
Let  not  your  firft  project  difcourage  you  : 
What  you  have  loft  in  this,  you  may 
Get  again  in  alchymy. 

Fran.  Fear  not, 

Hufband ;  I  hope  to  make  as  good  a  wife 
As  the  beft  of  your  neighbours  have,  and  as  honeft. 
Mercer.  I  will  go  home.    Good  Sir,  don't  publiih 

this; 

As  long  as  it  runs  amongft  ourfelves,  it  is 
Good  honeft  mirth.     You'll  come  home  to  fupper ; 
I  mean  to  have  all  her  friends,  and  mine, 
As  ill  as  it  goes. 

Pandar.  Do  wifely,  Sir,  and  bid 
Your  own  friends ;  your  whole  wealth  will  fcarce  fealt 

all  hers  -, 

Neither  is  it  for  your  credit  to  walk  the  ftreets 
With  a  woman  fo  noted  :  Get  you  home,  and  provide 
Her  cloaths ;  let  her  come  an  hour  hence  with 
An  hand-balket,  and  fhift  herfelf,  fhe'll  ferve 
To  fit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and  drink 
To  your  cuftomers. 

Mercer.  Art's  juft,   and  will 
Make  me  amends. 

Pandar.  No  doubt,  Sir. 
Mercer.  The  chief  note  of 
A  fcholar,  you  fay,  is  to  govern  his  paflions ; 
Wherefore  I  do  take  all  patiently :  In  fign 
Of  which,  my  mod  dear  wife,  I  do  kifs  thee,    Make 
hafte 

Home 
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Home  after  me  -,  I  fliall  be  in  my  ftudy.  [Exit. 

Pandar.  Go,  avaunt ! — My  new  city-dame,  fend 

me  what 

You  promis'd  me  for  confideration, 
And  may 'ft  thou  prove  a  lady ! 

Fran.  Thou  fhalt  have  it  -, 
His  filks  fhall  fly  for  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Boy. 

Laz.  How  fweet's  a  calm  after  a  tempeft !  What 

is  there 

Now  that  can  ftand  betwixt  me  and  felicity  ? 
I've  gone  thro'  all  my  crofTes  conftantly, 
Have  confounded  my  enemies,  and  know  where 
To  have  my  longing  fatisfied  -,  I  have 
My  way  before  me  :  There's  the  door,  and  I 
May  freely  walk  in  to  my  delights.     Knock,  Boy ! 

Julia  [within].  Who's  there? 

Laz.  Madona,  my  love  !  not  guilty, 
Not  guilty !  Open  the  door  ! 

Enter  Julia. 

Julia.  Art  thou 
Come,  fweetheart? 

Laz.  Yes,  to  thy  foft  embraces, 
And  the  reft  of  my  o'erflowing  blifles  ! 
Come,  let  us  in  and  fwim  in  our  delights ; 
A  fhon:  grace  as  we  go,  and  fo  to  meat ! 

Julia.  Nay,  my  dear  love,  you  muft  bear  with  m* 

in  this ; 
We'll  to  the  church  firft. 

Laz.  Shall  I  be  fure  of  it  then  ? 

Julia.  By  my  love,  you  lhall ! 

Laz.  I  am  content  •, 

For  I  do  now  wifli  to  hold  off  longer,  to  whet 
My  appetite,  and  do  defire  to  meet 
With  more  troubles,  fo  I  might  conquer  them  : 
And,  as  a  holy  lover  that  hath  fpent 
The  tedious  night  with  many  a  figh  and  tears, 
Whilft  he  purfued  his  wench,  and  hath  obferv'd 

The 
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The  fmiles  and  frowns,  not  daring  to  difple^fej 

When  he  at  laft  hath  with  his  fervice  won 

Her  yielding  heart,  that  fhe  begins  to  dote 

Upon  him,  and  can  hold  not  longer  out, 

But  hangs  about  his  neck,  and  wooes  him  more 

Than  ever  he  defir'd  her  love  before ; 

He  then  begins  to  flatter  his  defert 54, 

And,  growing  wanton,  needs  will  caft  her  off  ^ 

Try  her,  pick  quarrels,  to  breed  frefh  delight, 

And  to  encreafe  his  pleafing  appetite. 

Julia.  Come,  moufe,  will  you  walk  ? 

Laz.  I  pray  thee  let  me 
Be  deliver'd  of  the  joy  I  am  fd  big  with  ! 
I  do  feel  that  high  heat  within  me, 
That  I  begin  to  doubt  whether  I  be  mortal : 
How  I  contemn  my  fellows  in  the  court, 
With  whom  I  did  but  yefterday  converfe  ! 
And  in  a  lower,  and  an  humbler  key, 
Did  walk  and  meditate  on  grofier  meats  ! 
There  are  they  ftill,  poor  rogues,  fhaking  their  chaps* 
And  fneaking  after  chedes,  and  do  run 
Headlong  in  chafe  of  every  jack  of  beer 
That  crofTeth  them,  in  hope  of  fome  repaft 
That  it  will  bring  them  to ;  whilft  I  am  here, 
The  happieft  wight  that  ever  fet  his  tooth 
To  a  dear  novelty  !  Approach,  my  love ; 
Come,  let  us  go  to  knit  the  true  love's  knot, 
That  never  can  be  broken ! 

Boy.  That  is, 
To  marry  a  whore. 

**  Then  begins ]  The  relative  be  being  omitted,  hurt  both 

fenfe  and  meafure.  Moft  of  my  friends  feem  to  think  there  :*  too 
much  of  Lazarillo's  paffion  for  his  fim,  as  well  as  that  the  pafiion  it- 
felf  is  carried  too  high.  1  have  before  given  reafons  to  juftify  the 
extravagance  of  the  paffion,  which  might  poffibly  have  been  carried 
even  to  madnefs,  by  fomeperfon  of  our  Author's  age,  and  as  to  the 
iong  continuance  of  it,  the  diltreiTes  feem  extremely  ingenioufly  con 
trived  to  rife  by  a  juft  gradation,  and  his  marrying  a  whore  at  laft  to 
obtain  his  delight,  is  a  moft  inimitably  humorous  conclufion  of  his 
character.  Sward. 

But,  furely,  rather  extravagant. 

Laz. 
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Laz.  When  that  is  done,  then  will  we  tafte  the  gift 
Which  fates  have  fent,  my  fortunes  up  to  lift. 

Boy.  When  that  is  done,  you  will  begin  to  repent 
Upon  a  full  ftomach :  But  I  fee,  'tis  but 
A  form  in  defliny,  not  to  be  alter'd*  [Exeunt.. 

Enter  Arrigo  and  Oriana. 

Ori.  Sir,  what  may  be  the  current  of  your  bufmefs, 
That  thus  you  fingle  out  your  time  and  place  ? 

Arr.  Madam,  the  bufmefs  now  impos'd  upon  me 
Concerns  you  nearly ; 
I  wifh  fome  worfer  man  might  finifti  it. 

Ori.  Why  are  you  changed  fo  ?  are  you  not  well^ 
Sir? 

Arr.  Yes,  madam,  I  am  well :  'Would  you  were  fo ! 

Ori.  Why,  Sir,  I  feel  myfelf  in  perfect  health. 

Arr.  And  yet  you  cannot  live  long,  madam. 

Ori.  Why,  good  Arrigo  ? 

Arr.  Why,  you  muft  die. 

Ori.  I  know  I  muft  -, 
But  yet  my  Fate  calls  not  upon  me. 

Arr.  It  does ; 
This  hand  the  Duke  commands  fhall  give  you  death* 

Ori.  Heav'n,  and  the  pow'rs  divine,  guard  well  the 


innocent ! 


,  your  prayers  may  do  your  foul  fome  good, 
But  fure  your  body  cannot  merit  by  'em : 
You  muft  prepare  to  die. 

Ori.  What's  my  offence  ? 
What  have  thefe  years  committed, 
That  may  be  dangerous  to  the  Duke  or  ftate  ? 
Have  I  confpir'd  by  poifon  ?  have  I  given  up 
My  honour  to  fome  loofe  unfettled  blood, 
That  may  give  action  to  my  plots  P  Dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  die  ignorant  of  my  faults ! 

Arr.  You  fhall  not : 

Then,  lady,  you  muft  know,  you're  held  unhoneft : 
The  Duke,  your  brother,  and  your  friends  in  court, 
With  too  much  grief  condemn  you;  tho',  to  me, 

VOL.  X.  U  The 
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The  fault  deferves  not  to  be  paid  with  death. 

Ori.  Who's  my  accufer  ? 

Arr.  Lord  Gondarino. 

Ori.  Arrigo,  take  thefe  words}  and  bear  them  to 

the  Duke  \ 

It  is  the  laft  petition  I  fhall  afk  thee  : 
Tell  him,  the  child  this  prefent  hour  brought  forth 
To  fee  the  world  has  not  a  foul  more  pure* 
More  white,  more  virgin,  than  I  have ;  tell  him> 
Lord  Gondarino's  plot  I  fuffer  for, 
And  willingly  -,  tell  him,  it  had  been 
A  greater  honour  to  have  fav'd  than  kill'd ; 
But  I  have  done  :  Strike  !  I  am  arm'd  for  Heav'n. 
Why  flay  you  ?  is  there  any  hope  ? 

Arr.  I  would  not  firike. 

On.  Have  you  the  power  to  fave  ? 

Arr.  With  hazard  of  my   life,    if  *t  fliould  be 
known. 

Ori.  You  will  not  venture  that  ? 

Arr.  I  will :  Lady, 

There  is  that  means  yet  to  efcape  your  death, 
If  you  can  wifely  apprehend  it. 

Ori.  You  dare  not  be  fo  kind  ? 

Arr.  I  dare,  and  will,  if  you  dare  but  deferve  it. 

Ori.  If  I  fhould  flight  my  life,  I  were  to  blame. 

Arr.  Then,    madam, 
This  is  the  means,  or  elfe  you  die :  I  love  you. 

Ori.  I  fhall  believe  it,  if  you  fave  my  life. 

Arr.  And  you  muft  lie  with  me, 

On.  I  dare  not  buy  my  life  fo. 

Arr.  Come,  you  muft  refolve;  fay  yea  or  no. 

Ori.  Then  no !  Nay,  look  not  ruggedly  upon  me  -, 
I  am  made  up  too  ftrong  to  fear  fuch  looks  : 
Come,  do  your  butcher's  part !  Before 
I  would  wifh  life,  with  the  dear  lofs  of  honour, 
I  dare  find  means  to  free  myfelf. 

Arr.  Speak,  will  you  yield  ? 

Ori.  Villain,  I  will  not!  Murderer,  do  the  worft 
Thy  bafe  unnoble  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to ! 

lam 
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I  am  above  thee,  flave  ! 

Arr.  Wilt  thou  not  be  drawn 
To  yield  by  fair  perfuafions  ? 

Ori.  No  3  nor  by 

Arr.  Peace!  know  your  doom  then:  Yourladyfhip 

mud  remember 

You  are  not  now  at  home,  where  you  dare  feaft 
All  that  come  about  you  •,  but  you  are  fallen 
Under  my  mercy,  which  mall  be  but  fmall, 
If  thou  refufe  to  yield :  Hear  what  I've  fworn 
Unto  myfelf  •,  1  will  enjoy  thee,  tho'  it  be 
Between  the  parting  of  thy  foul  and  body  -9 
Yield  yet,  and  live  ! 

Ori.  I'll   guard  the  one  \   let  Heaven  guard  the 
other  ! 

Arr.  Are  you  fo  refolute  then  ? 

Duke  [frcm  above].  Hold,  hold,  I  fay  ! 

Ori.  What 5S,  yet  more  terror  to  my  tragedy  ? 

Arr.  Lady,  the  fcene  of  blood  is  done  •, 
You're  now  as  free  from  fcandal  as  from  death. 

"Enter  Duke^  Valore^  and  Gondarino. 

Duke.  Thou  woman,  which  wert  born  to  teach  men 

virtue, 

Fair,  fweet,  and  modefl  maid,  forgive  my  thoughts  \ 
My  trefpafs  was  my  love.     Seize  oondanno  ! 
.Let  him  wait  our  dooms. 

Gond.  I  do  begin 

A  little  to  love  this  woman  •,  I  could  endure  her 
Already,  twelve  miles  off. 

Val.  Sifter, 

Fm  glad  you  have  brought  your  honour  off  fo  fairly, 
Without  lofs  •,  you've  done  a  work  above  your  fex  -9 
The  Duke  admires  it :  Give  him  fair  encounter. 

Duke.  Beft  of  all  comforts,  may  I  take  this  hand, 
And  call  it  mine  ? 

Ori.  I  am  your  Grace's  handmaid  ! 

55  What  I  ?  yet,  &c.]  As  the  /  is  undoubtedly  an  interpolation, 
we  have  difcarded  it. 

U  2  Duke. 
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Duke.  'Would  you  had  faid  myjelf :   Might  it  not 
be  fo,  lady  ? 

Val.  Sifter,  fay  ay  ;  I  know  you  can  afford  it. 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  am  your  fubjed:;  you  may  command 

me, 
Provided  ftill  your  thoughts  be  fair  and  good. 

Duke.  Here-,  I  am  yours;  and  when  I  ceafe  to  be  fo, 
Let  Heav'n  forget  me  !  thus  I  make  it  good. 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  am  no  more  mine  own. 

VaL  So  !  this  bargain  was  well  driven. 

Gond.  Duke, 

Th'haft  fold  away  thyfelf  to  all  perdition  ; 
Thou  art  this  prefent  hour  becoming  cuckold  : 
Methinks  I  fee  thy  gall  grate  thro'  thy  veins, 
And  jealoufy  feize  on  thee  with  her  talons. 
I  know  that  woman's  nofe  muft  be  cut  off; 
She  cannot  'fcape  it. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  have  punifhment  for  you. 

Ori.  I  do  befeech  your  lordfhip,  for  the  wrongs 
This  man  hath  done  me,  let  me  pronounce  his  punifh- 
ment  ! 

Duke.  Lady,  I  give'-t  to  you  ;  he  is  your  own. 

Gond.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  let  me  be  banifh'd, 
With  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be. 

Val.  Stay  ftill  !   you  (hall  attend  her  fentence. 

Ori.  Lord  Gondarino,  you  have  wrong'd  rne  highly-, 
Yet  fmce  it  fprung  from  no  peculiar  hate 
To  me,  but  from  a  general  diflike 
Unto  all  women,  you  fhall  thus  fuffer  for  it. 
Arrigo,  call  in  fome  ladies  to  affift  us. 
Will  your  Grace  take  your  (late  ? 

Gond.  My  lord,  I  do 
Bcicech  your  Grace  for  any  punifhment, 
Saving  this  woman  :  Let  me  be  lent  upon 
Difcovery  of  fome  ifland  j  I  do  define 
But  a  fmall  gondola,  with  ten  Holland  cheefes, 
And  I  will  undertake  it. 

Ori.  Sir,  you  muft  be  content 
Will  you  lit  down  ?  Nay,  do  it  willingly. 

Arrigo, 
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Arrigo,  tie  his  arms  clofe  to  the  chair  •, 
1  dare  not  trufl  his  patience. 

Gond.  Mayft  thou 

Be  quickly  old  and  painted  !  mayft  thou  dote 
Upon  fome  flurdy  yeoman  of  the  wood-yard, 
And  he  be  honeft  !   mayft  thou  be  barred 
The  lawful  lechery  of  thy  couch  5S,  for  want 
Of  inftruments  !  and,  laft,  be  thy  womb 
Unopen'd  ! 

Duke.  This  fellow  hath  a  pretty  gall. 

Val  My  lord, 
I  hope  to  fee  him  purg'd,  ere  he  part. 

Enter  Ladies. 

On.  Your  ladyfhips  are  welcome  !  I  muft  defire 

your  helps, 

Tho'  you  are  no  phyficians,  to  do  a  flrange  cure  upon 
This  gentleman. 

Ladies.  In  what  we  can  aflift  you, 
Madam,  you  may  command  us. 

Gond.  Now  do  I 

Sit  like  a  conjurer  within  my  circle, 
And  thefe  the  deviis  that  are  rais'd  about  me : 
I'll  pray,  that  they  may  have  no  power  upon  me. 

On.  Ladies,  fall  orF  in  couples ; 
Then,  with  a  foft  ftill  march,  with  low  demeanors^, 
Charge  this  gentleman  :  I'll  be  your  leader. 

Gond.  Let  me 

Be  quarter'd,  Duke,  quickly !   I  can  endure  it. 
Theic  women  long  for  man's  fiefh;  let  them  have  it! 

Duke.  Count,  have  you  ever  feen  foftrange  a  pafTion  ? 
What  would  this  fellow  do,  if  he  fhould  find  himfelf 
In  bed  with  a  young  lady  ? 

Val.  'Faith,   my  lord, 

If  he  couid  get  a  knife,  fure  he  would  cut  her  throat ; 
Orelfe  he'd  do  as  Hercules  did  by  Lycas, 
Swing  out  her  foul :  He  has  the  true  hate  of 
A  woman  in  him. 

55  Of  thy  coach.]  £>o  all  former  editions. 

u  3  On. 


310    THE    WOMAN-HATER. 

Ori.  Low  with  your  curtfies,  ladies  ! 

Gond.  Come  not  too  near  me !  I've  a  breath  will 

poiibn  ye ; 

My  lungs  are  rotten,  and  my  flomach  raw  ; 
I'm  given  much  to  belching:  Hold  off,  as  you  love 

fweet  airs  ! 

Ladies,  by  your  firil  night's  pleafure  I  conjure  you, 
As  you  would  have  your  hufbands  proper  men, 
Strong  backs,  and  little  legs;  as  you'd  have  'em  hate 
Your  vvaicing- women 

Ori.  Sir,  we  muft  court  you,  'till  we  have  obtain'd 
Some  little  favour  from  thofe  gracious  eyes  j 
*Tis  but  a  kifs  a-piece. 

Gond.  I  pronounce 

Perdition  to  ye  all !   Ye  are  a  parcel  of 
That  damned  crew  that  fell  down  with  Lucifer, 
And  here  ye  ftay'd  on  earth  to  plague  poor  men  : 
Vanilh,  avaunt  !  I'm  fortified  againft 
Your  charms.  Heav'n  grant  me  breath  and  patience  ! 

i  Lady.  Shall  we  not  kifs,  then  ? 

Gond.  No  !  fear  my  lips  with 
Hot  irons  firft,  or  flitch  them  up  like  a  ferret's  ! 
Oh,  that  this  brunt  were  over ! 

1  Lady.  Come,  come, 

Little  rogue,  thou  art  too  maidenly  ;  by  my  troth 
I  think  I  muft  box  thee  'till  thou  be'it  bolder  ; 
The  more  bold,  the  more  welcome  :  I  prithee  kifs  me! 
Be  not  afraid,  [Sbe  fits  on  his  knee. 

Gond.  If  there  be  any  here 
That  yet  have  fo  much  of  the  fool  left  in  them 
As  to  love  their  mothers,  let  them  look  on  her5*5, 
And  loath  them  too  ! 

2  Lady.  What  a  flovenly  little  villain 

Art  thou  !  why  doft  thou  not  Itroke  up  thy  hair  ? 

56  Let  them  on  her,  and  loath  them  too.]  Sympion  would  read, 

Set  them  on  her,  and  loo  ''em  too  ; 

which  Seward  juiily  rejects ;  but  thinks  he  difcovers  a  meaning  in 
thefe  words  which  they  certainly  do  not  convey  ;  viz.  '  If  there  be 
'  any  here  that  are  fuch  fools  to  retain  a  love  even  fur  their  mothers, 
*  let  them  be  perfecuted  by  this  woman,  and'they  will  loath  them,  /'.  e. 

'  their 
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I  think  thou  never  comb'il  it ;  I  mnft  have  it  lie 
In  better  order :  So,  fo,  fo  !  Let  me  fee 
Thy  hands  !  are  they  wafh'd  ? 

Gond.  I  would  they  were  loofe,  for  thy  fake  ! 

Duke.  She  tortures  him  admirably. 

VaL  The  bed  that  ever  was. 

2  Lady.  Alas,  how  cold  they  are!  Poor  golls  1 
Why  doft  thee  not  get  thee  a  muff? 

Arr.  Madam,  here's  an  old  country  gentlewoman 
At  the  door,  that  came  nodding  up  for  juftice  ; 
She  was  with  the  lord  Gondarino  to-day, 
And  would  now  again  come  to  the  fpeech  of  him, 
She  fays. 

On.  Let  her  in,  for  fport's  fake,   let  her  in  ! 

Gond.  Mercy,  oh,  Duke  !  I  do  appeal  to  thee  : 
Plant  canons  there,  and  difcharge  them 
Againfi  my  bread  rather  !  Nay,    firft 
Let  this  (he-fury  fit  Hill  where  Ihe  does, 
And  with  her  nimble  fingers  ftroke  my  hair, 
Play  with  my  fingers'  ends,  or  any  thing, 
Until  my  panting  heart  have  broke  my  bread  ! 

Duke.  You  muit  abide  her  cenfure. 

\Tbe  Lady  rifes  from  his  knee. 

Enter  eld  Gentlewoman. 
Gond.  I  fee  her  come  ! 
Unbutton  me,  for  me  will  fpeak, 
Gent  lew.  Where  is  he,  Sir  ? 
Gond,  Save  me  !   I  hear  her. 
Arr.  There  he  is  in  date,  to  give  you  audience.. 
Gent  lew.  How  does  your  good  lordfhip  ? 
Gond.  Sick 'of  the  fpleen. 
Gtntlew.  How  ? 


'  their  mothers  aifo.'  — Jt  has  been  very  ingeniouily  iuggefted,  that  we 
probably  mould  read, 

Let  them  honour  and  loath  them  too  ; 

/.  e.  '  Let  them  feel  the  oppolite  fenfations  of  honouring  and  defpifing 
*  them  at  the  fame  time.1— But  the  fource  of  the  difiiculty  has,  we 
apprehend,  been  the 'loft  of  the  word  look,  which  being  reitored,  the 

carries  with  it  its  own  explanation. 

U  4  Gond. 
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Gond.  Sick. 

Genllew.  Will  you  chew  a  nutmeg  ? 
You  ihall  not  refufe  it  •,  'tis  very  comfortable, 

Gond.  Nay,  now  thou  art  come  I  know  it;  is 
The  devil's  jubilee  ;  hell  is  broke  loofe  ! 
My  lord,  if  ever  I  have  done  you  fervice, 
Or  have  deferv'd  a  favour  of  your  Grace, 
Let  me  be  turn'd  upon  fome  prefent  action, 
Where  I  may  fooner  die  than  languifh  thus  ! 
Your  Grace  hath  her  petition  5  grant  it  her, 
And  eafe  rne  now  at  laft. 

Duke.  No,  Sir  ; 
You  muft  endure. 

Gentlew*  For  my  petition, 
I  hope  your  lordfhip  hath  remembered  me. 

On.  'Faith,  I  begin  to  pity  him  :   Arrigo, 
Take  her  offj  bear  her  away  ;    fay  her  petition 
Is  granted. 

Gent  lew.  Whither  do  you  draw  me,  Sir  ? 
I  know  it  is  not  my  lord's  pleafnre  1 
Should  be  thus  us'd,  before  my  bufmefs  be 
Difpatch'd. 

Arr.  You  fhall  know  more  of  that  without. 

On.  Unbind  him,  ladies  !  But,  before  he  go, 
This  he  mall  promife  :   For  the  love  I  bear 
To  our  own  fex,  I  would  have  them  ftill 
Hated  by  thee-,  and  enjoin  thee,  as  a  punifhment, 
Never  hereafter  willingly  10  come 
In  theprefence  or  fight  of  any  woman, 
Nor  never  to  feek  wrongfully  the  public 
Difgrace  of  any. 

Gond.  'Tis  that  I  would  have  fvvorn,  and  do  i 
When  I  meddle  with  them57,  for  their  good, 

57  When  /meditate  with  them.']  So  all  editions  but  the  firft  quarto  ; 
ftom  which  invaluable  copy  we  have  made  a  g'eat  number  of  cor 
rections,  fome  more  beneficial  to  the  ienfe  than  this  before  us.  On 
many  of  the  errors  in  the  later  editions,  we  had  peparrd  Notes, 
and  propoied  variations ;  but  on  collating  the  text  with  the  quarto 
flbovementioned  (which  we  ihould  not  have  been  ab'e  to  do,  but  for 
the  favour  of  Mr.  Garr ick),  we  have  fupprefftd  our  Notes,  and  fileruly 

made 
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Or  their  bad,  may  Time  call  back  this  day  again  ! 
And  when  I  come  in  their  companies, 
May  I  catch  the  pox  by  their  breath,  and  have 
No  other  pleafure  for  it ! 

Duke.  You  are 
Too  merciful. 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  fhew'd  my  fex 
The  better. 

Val.  All  is  over-blown.    Sifter, 
You're  like  to  have  a  fair  night  of  it, 
And  a  prince  in  your  arms. — Let's  go,  my  lord  Jf. 

Duke.  Thus,  thro*  the  doubtful  ftreams  of  joy  and 

grief, 
True  love  doth  wade,  and  finds  at  laft  relief. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

made  the  amendments  there  pointed  out :  Not  chufing  to  adopt  the 
mode  of  our  predeceflbrs  ;  who,  in  fuch  cafes,  commonly  inferted  very 
prolix  refutations  of  the  leftion  in  the  then- laft  edition,  propofed  va 
riations,  of  which  they  adopted  the  belt,  and  then  concluded  their  notes 

With,    AND  THIS  IS  CONFIRMED  BY  THE  OLDEST  EDITIONS. 

57  Let's  go,  my  lord.]  Perhaps  thefe  words  belong  to 


I  T  feems  not  quite  clear  that  the  whole  of  this  play  was  written 
in  verfe  ;  but  many  fpeeches  that  evidently  refolve  themfelves  into 
meafure  having  been  printed  as  profe,  Seward  very  properly  endea 
voured  to  reftore  them  to  their  original  Hate.  He  has,  in  our  opinion, 
not  always  been  elegant  or  accurate  in  his  divifion.  We  are  not  en 
tirely  iatisficd  with  our  own  j  yet  think  the  text  at  lead  runs  off  more 
eafily  in  this  edition  than  in  any  preceding  one,  Jefs  violated  by  arbi 
trary  additions,  omiflions,  and  tranfpofitions,  and  the  eye  and  ear 
Jefs  offended  by  elifions,  more  barbarous  than  thofe  of  Procruftes. 
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OR,      THE 


PASSIONATE    MADMAN, 


A         COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Ferfes  by  Gardiner  afcribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher  j  t&e 
Prologue  and  Epilogue  jpeak  of  the  Poet  Jingly  ;  Seward  (fee  note  3 
on  the  Commendatory  Poetns)  Juppofes  it  to  be  Beaumont'' s.  It  was 
frft  printed  in  the  folio  of  \  647  ;  and  hath  never  been  altered, 
that  ive  are  able  to  difcover, 


PROLOGUE., 


PROLOGUE, 

At  the  REVIVING  of  this  PLAY. 


T  T '  s  grown  in  fafliion  of  late,  in  thefe  days, 

•*•  To  come  and  beg  a  fuffrage  to  our  plays ' : 

'Faith,  gentlemen,  our  Poet  ever  writ 

Language  fo  good,  mix'd  with  fuch  fprightly  wit, 

He  made  the  theatre  fo  fovereign 

With  his  rare  fcenes,  he  fcorn'd  this  crouching  vein, 

We  ftabb'd  him  with  keen  daggers,  when  we  pray'd 

Him  write  a  preface  to  a  play  well  made. 

He  could  not  write  thefe  toys ;  'twas  eafier  far 

To  bring  a  felon  to  appear  at  th'  bar, 

So  much  he  hated  bafenefs ;  which  this  day, 

His  fcenes  will  bed  convince  you  of  in's  play. 


to  our  plays .]  Firil  folio  exhibits  fajferance. 


D  K.  A  M  AT  M 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS 


MEN. 

Duke  of  Genoa. 

Shamont,  bisfavwritCy  aju^crflitious  lover  of  reputation* 

A  Pafiionate  Lord,  the  Duke's  diftratted  kinjman. 

A  Soldier,  brother  to  Shamont. 

Lapet,  the  cowardly  monfieur. 

A  Gallant  of  the  fame  temper. 

Poltrot,          7 

«  ,     ,,  >  Two  muforoom  courtiers. 

Moulbazon,   ) 

Two  Brothers  to  the  Lady  affetting  the  Pajfflonate  Lord. 

La  Nove,  a  courtier. 

Four  Courtiers. 

Bafc,  jefter  to  the  PaJJlonate  Lord. 

A  Pried,        7 

\  ina  mafque. 
Six  Vvromen,  3 

Galolbio,  a  clown-. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Lady,  fijler  to  the  Duke,  Shamont' s  beloved. 

Lapefs  Wife. 

A  Lady,  perjonatwg  Cupid,  mijlrefs  to  the  Mad  Lord. 


SCENE,     GENOA. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 


^^ffWf  W  W 

s 


Enter  Dttkey  Sbamonf,  and  Four  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  f^\  HA  MO  NT,  welcome!  we  have  mifs'd 

thee  long, 
Tho'  abfent  but  two  days :  I  hope  your 

fports 
Anfwer  your  time  and  wifhes. 

Sham.  Very  nobly,  Sir ; 

We  found  game  worthy  your  delight,  my  lord, 
It  was  fo  royal. 

Duke.  I've  enough  to  hear  on't ; 
Prithee  beftow't  upon  me  in  difcourfe. 

1  Gent.   What  is  this  gentleman,  coz  ?  you  are  a 

courtier, 
Therefore  know  all  their  in  fides. 

2  Gent.  No  further  than  the  taffaty  goes,  good  coz, 
For  the  moil  part,  which  is  indeed  the  beft  part 

Of 
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Of  the  moft  general  infide.     Marry,  thus  far 
I  can  with  boldnefs  fpeak  this  one  man's  character, 
And  upon  honour  pafs  it  for  a  true  one  : 
He  has  that  ftrength  of  manly  merit  in  him, 
That  it  exceeds  his  fovereign's  power  of  gracing; 
He's  faithfully  true  to  valour,  that  he  hates 
The  man  from  Casfar's  time,  or  further  ofF3 
That  ever  took  difgrace  unreveng'd ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  read  his  abject  ftory, 
He  tears  his  memory  out,  and  holds  it  virtuous 
Not  to  let  fhame  have  fo  much  life  amongft  us  j 
There  is  not  fuch  a  curious  piece  of  courage 
Amongft  man's  fellowship,  or  one  fo  jealous 
Of  Honour's  lofs,  or  Reputation's  glory : 
There's  fo  much  perfect  of  his  growing  ftory  ! 

i  Gent.  'Twould  make  one  dote  on  Virtue,  as  you 
tell  it. 

a  Gent.  I  have  told  it  to  much  lofs,  believe  it,  coz. 

3  Gent.  How  the  Duke  graces  him !  What  is  he, 

brother? 

4  Gent.  Don't  you  yet  know  him  ?   a  vainglorious 

coxcomb, 

As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for't f ! 
Set  but  afide  his  valour*,  no  virtue, 

1  As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for '/ •;]  i.e.  As  proud  as  Lucifer,  who 
fell  through  pride.  Sevjard. 

z  Set  but  ajide  his  valour  no  virtue  : 

Which  is  indeed  not  jit  for  any  courtier.'}  The  old  folio  points  thus, 
Set  but  a  fide  his  valour •,  no  virtue 
Which  is  indeed \   not  fit  for  any  courtier. 
And  we  his  fellows,  &c.]  This  latter  is  better  fenfe,  and  there 
fore  reftored  to  the  text,  but  as  the  conduction  from  the  pofition  of 
rhe  words  is  a  little  ftiff,  and  the  meafure  not  compleat,  perhaps  the 
original  might  have  run, 

Set  but  ajide  bis  valour,  -which  indeed 
No  virtue  is,  not  jit  for  any  courtier.  Seward. 

Seward's  reading  is  as  iliff  as  the  other.  There  feems  to  be  a  word 
or  two  dropped  in  the  preceding  line,  which  has  more  obfcured  the 
paiTage ;  the  fenfe  of  which  feems  to  have  been  to  this  efteft  : 
As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for*t  !   HE  POSSESSES, 
Set  but  afide  his  valour,  no  virtue  ; 

Which  (i.  e.  his  valour)  is  indeed  not  jit  for  any  courtier,  £sV» 
It  is  very  common  with  our  Authors  to  refer  to  a  remote  antecedent. 

Which 
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Which  is  indeed  not  fit  for  any  courtier. 

And  we  his  fellows  are  as  good  as  he> 

Perhaps  as  capable  of  favour  tob>     t 

Fot*  one  thing  or  another,  if 'twere  look'd  into; 

Give  me  a  man,  were  I  a  fovereign  now, 

'Has  a  good  ftroke  at  tennis,  and  a  ftiff  one; 

Can  play  at  sequinoftium  with  the  line, 

AS  even  as  the  thirteenth  of  September, 

When  day  and  night  lie  in  a  fcale  together! 

Or,  may  I  thrive  as  I  defer ve  at  billiards  $ 

No  otherwife  at  cbtfr,  or  at  primero  ! 

Thefe  are  the  parts  requir'd ;  why  not  advanc'd  ? 

-Duke.  Truft  me,  it  was  no  lefs  than  excellent  plea- 

fure ; 
And  I'm  right  glad  'twas  thine.— How  fares  our 

kinfman  ? 
Who  can  refolve  us  beft  ? 

i  Gent.  I  can,  my  lord. 

Duke.  There,  if  I  had  a  pity  Without  bounds, 
It  might  be  all  beftow'd  :  A  man  fo  loft 
In  the  wild  ways  of  pafTion,  that  he's  (fenfible 
Of  nought  but  what  torments  him  ! 

i  Gent.  True,  my  lord  > 
He  runs  thro'  all  the  paftions  of  mankind, 
And  fhifts  'em  ftrangely  too :  One  while  in  love  j 
And  that  fo  violent,  that,  for  want  of  bufmefs, 
He'll  court  the  very  'prentice  of  a  laundrefs, 
Tho'  fhe  have  kib'd  heels  3  and  in's  melancholy  again> 
He  will  not  brook  an  emprefs,  tho'  thrice  fairer 
Than  ever  Maud  was 3,  or  higher-fpirited 
'than  Cleopatra,  or  your  Englifli  cbuntefs. 
Then,  on  a  fudden  he's  fo  merry  again, 
put-laughs  a  waiting- woman  before  her  firft  child  ? 
And,  turning  of*  a  hand,  fo  angry— 
H'has  almoft  beat  the  Northern  fellow  *  blind, 

'  Maud.'}  The  emprefs  Maudt  daughter  of  Henry  I.  and  mother 
$f  Henry  II.  R 

4  H'has  almoft  beat  the  Northern  fellow  Hind, 

,   That  is  for  that  ufe  only  ]    This  is  probably  an  allufion  to 

VOL.  X.  X 
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That  is  for  that  ufe  only :  If  that  mood  hold,  my  lord, 
H'had  need  of  a  frefh  man  ;  Til  undertake 
He  fhall  bruife  three  a-month. 

Duke.  I  pity  him  dearly ; 

And  let  it  be  your  rharge,  with  his  fcind  brother. 
To  fee  his  moods  obferv'd  :  Let  every  pafilon 
Be  fed  ev'n  to  a  furfeit,  which  in  time 
May  breed  a  loathing !  let  him  have  enough 
Of  every  object:,  that  his  fenfe  is  rapt  with  ! 
And  being  once  glutted,  then  the  tafte  of  folly 
Will  come  into  difrelifti5. 

i  Gent.  I  iball  fee 
Your  charge,  my  lord,  moft  faithfully  effe&ed. 
And  how  does  noble  Shamont  ? 

Sham.  Never  ill,  man, 
Until  I  hear  of  bafenefs  j   then  I  ficken  : 
I  am  the  healthfuH'ft  man  i'th'  kingdom  elfe. 

Enter  Lapet. 

i  Gent.  Be  arm'd  then  for  a  fit !  here  comes  a  fellow 
Will  make  you  fick  at  heart,  if  bafenefs  do't. 

Sham.  Let  me  be  gone !  What  is  he  ? 

I  Gent.  Let  me  tell  you  firft ; 
It  can  be  but  a  qualm.     Pray  flay  it  out,  Sir ! 
Come,  you've  borne  more  than  this. 

Sham.  Borne?  never  any  thing 
That  was  injurious. 

i  Gent.  Ha !  I  am  far  from  that. 

Sham.  He  looks  as  like  a  man,  as  I  have  feen  one : 
What  would  you  fpeak  of  him  ?  Speak  well,  I  prithee, 
Ev'n  for  Humanity's  caufe. 

i.  Gent.  You'd  have  it  truth  tho'  ? 

Sham.  What  elfe,  Sir  ?  I  have  no  reafon  to  wrong 
Heav'n     ^^^_ 

Guftavus  Ado.lphus,  king  of.  Sweden,  the  hero  of  the  North,  who 
afcended  the  throne  in  ion.  He  was  one  of  the  greateft  and  moft 
fucceisful  princes  which  Europe  hath  feen,  either  before  or  fmce  his 
time.  •&• 

5  His  retijh  ]  We  have  no  doubt  but  this  is  corrupt,  and  that  we 
ought  to  read,  changing  only  one  letter,  Disrt/ifl. 

To 
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To  favour  Nature ;  tet  her  bear  her  own  fhame 
If  (he  be  faulty  ! 

i  Gent.  Monftrous  faulty  there.  Sir. 

Sham.  I'm  ill  at  eafe  already. 

i  Gent.  Pray  bear  up,  Sir. 

Sham.  I  prithee  let  me  take  him  down  with  fpeed  then. 
Like  a  wild  object  that  I  would  not  look  upon. 

i  Gent.  Then  thus;  he's  one  that  will  endure  as  much 
As  can  be  laid  upon  him, 

Sham.  That  may  be  noble  ? 
I'm  kept  too  long  from  his  acquaintance. 

i  Gent.  Oh,  Sir, 

Take  heed  of  ram  repentance6  !  you're  too  forward 
To  find  out  Virtue  where  it  never  fettled : 
Take  the  particulars,  firft,  of  what  he  endures  5 
Videlicet,  baftinadoes  by  the  great. 

Shorn.  How! 

I  'Gent.  Thumps  by  the  dozen,  and  your  kicks  by 
wholefale. 

Sham.  No  more  of  him  ! 

i  Gent.  The  twinges  by  the  noftril  he  fnuffs  up, 
And  holds  it  the  beft  remedy  for  fneezing. 

Sham.  Away  ! 

i  Gent.   H'  has  been  thrice  fwitch'd  from  feveu 

o'clock  till  nine  ; 

Yet,  with  a  cart-horfe  ftomach,  fell  to  breakfaft^ 
Forgetful  of  his  fmart. 

Sham.  Nay,  the  difgrace  on't ; 
There  is  no  fmart  but  that :  Bale  things  are  felt 
More  by  their  fhames  than  hurts, —  Sir,  I  know  you  not; 
But  that  you  live" an  injury  to  Nature, 
I'm  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Lafet.  Pray  give  your  blow  or  kick,  and  begone  then; 
For  I  ne'er  faw  you  before  ;  and  indeed 
Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you,  for  I  know  you  not. 

6  Take  heed  of  rcftj  repentanu\~\  i,  e.  Repentance  on  account  of 
ralhnefs.  I  fiiould  not  have  thought  an  explanation  neceflhry  but  that 
Mr.  Sympfon  would  have  difcarcied  the  world,  and  read  acquaintance 
for  repentance.  Seivard. 

X  2  Sham. 
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Sham.  Why  wouldft  thou  take  a  blow  ? 

Lapet.  I  would  not,  Sir 7, 
Unlefs  'twere  offer'd  me  ;  and  if  from  an  enemy, 
I  would  be  loath  to  deny  it  from  a  ftranger. 

Sham.  What !  a  blow  ? 
Endure  a  blow  ?  and  fhall  he  live  that  gives  it  5 

Lapet.  Many  a  fair  year  :  Why  not,  Sir  ? 

Sham.  Let  me  wonder  ! 
As  full  a  man  to  fee-to,  and  as  perfect  f 
I  prithee  live  not  long 

Lapet.  How  ! 

Sham.  Let  me  entreat  it ! 

Thou  doft  not  know  what  wrong  thou  doft  mankind, 
To  walk  fo  long  here  ;  not  to  die  betimes. 
Let  me  advife  thee,  while  thou  haft  to  live  here, 
Ev'n  for  man's  honour  fake,  take  not  a  blow  more  £ 

Lapef.  You  fhould  advife  them  not  to  ftrike  me 

then,  Sir  5 
For  I'll  take  none,  I  aflure  you,  'fefs  they're  given. 

Sham.  How  fain  would  I  prefer ve  man's  form  from 

fhame, 

And  cannot  get  it  done  !  However,  Sir, 
I  charge  thte  live  not  long. 

La-pet.  Tm's  is  worfe  than  beating. 

Sbam.  Of  what  profefllon  art  thou,  tell  me,  Sir, 

7  /  would  not,  Sir, 

Unlefs  "'twere  offered  me  ;  and  if  from  an  enemy, 
Td  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a  ft  ranger.}  The  conjunctive  particle 
and\n  the  middle  line  feems  plainly  to  denote  the  lofs  of  fomc  fen- 
tence  previous  to  it,  and  the  humour  feems  greatJy  to  fuf£er  by  that 
lofs.     As  to  the  fentiment  it  may,  I  believe,  be  reftored,  but  as  fe- 
veral  exprefiions  will  give  it,  it  is  impoflible  to  guefs  how  near  we 
fhall  come  to  the  old  reading.     I  propofe, 
/  ivwld  no!)   Sir, 

Unlefs  "'twere  offer  d  me  ;  if  from  a  friend 
I'd  take't  in  friendfhip,  and  if  from  an  enemy 
1  ivculd  be  loth  t9  deny  it  from  a  ftranger.  Seward. 

Seward  makes  this  propofed  interpolation  :  But  the  old  text  gives- 
very  complete  fenfe  ;  and  there  is  no-  faying  where  arbitrary  varia 
tions  would  end,  if  infertions,  omiffions,  or  alterations,  were  made 
whenever  the  critick  thinks  it  might  improve  the  pafihges  under  his 
confideration.  An  editor  Ihould  give  the  author's  text,  riot  hii  own.. 

Befides 
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Befides  a  taylor  ?  for  I'll  know  the  truth. 

Lapet.  A  taylor  ?  I'm  as  good  a  gentleman- 
Can  fhew  my  arms  and  all. 

Sham.  How  black  and  bine  they  are  : 
Is  that  your  manifeftation  ?  Upon  pain 
Of  pounding  thee  to  dull,  affume  not  wrongfully 
The  name  of  gentleman^  becaufe  I'm  one 
That  muft  not  let  thee  live  ! 

Lapet.  I've  done,  I've  done,  Sir. 
If  there  be  any  harm,  befhrew  the  herald ! 
I'm  fure  I  ha'  not  been  fo  long  a  gentleman, 
To  make  this  anger :  I  have  nothing,  no  where, 
J>ut  what  I  dearly  pay  for, 

Sham.  Groom,  begone  !  [Exit  Lapet. 

\  never  was  fo  hearc-fick  yet  of  man. 

Enter  the  Lady>  and  Lapet' $  Wife. 

i  Gent.  Here  comes  a  cordial,  Sir,  from  th' other  fex, 
Able  to  make  a  dying  face  look  chearful, 

Sham.  The  bteflednefs  of  ladies  ! 

Lady.  You're  well  met,  Sir. 

Sham.  The  fight  of  you  has  put  an  evil  from  me, 
Whofe  breath  was  able  to  make  Virtue  ficken. 

Lady.  I'm  glad  I  came  fo  fortunately.  What  was  it, 
Sir? 

Sham.  A  thing  that  takes  a  blow,  lives  and  eats  after  it, 
In  very  good  health:  You  ha'notfeen  the  like,  madam; 
A  monfter  worth  your  fixpence,  lovely  worth. 

Lady.  Speak  low,  Sir!    by  all  likelihoods  'tis  her 

hufband, 

That  now  bettow'cl  a vifitation  on  me.    Farewell,  Sir! 

{Exit. 

Sham.  Hufband?  is'tpofilble  that  he  has  a  wife? 
Would  any  creature  have  him  ?  'tis  iome  forced  match ! 
If  he  were  not  kick'd  to  th' church  o'  th' wedding  day, 
I'll  never  come  at  court.     Can  be  no  otherwiie; 
Perhaps  he  was  rich ;  fpeak,  miftrefs  Lapet,  was't  not  fo? 

Wife.  Nay,  that's  without  all  quefiion, 

Sham.  Oh,  ho!  he  would  not  want  kickers  enough  then. 

x  3  if 


3:6     TflE    N'ICE    VALOUR-,    OR; 

If  you  are  wife,  I  much  fufpedt  your  honeily, 

For  Wifdom  never  fattens  conftantly, 

But  upon  Merit:  If  you  incline  to  fool, 

You  are  alike  unfit  for  his  fociety  ; 

Nay,  if  it  were  not  boldnefs  in  the  man 

That  honours  you,  to  advife  you,  troth,  his  company 

Should  not  be  frequent  with  you. 

Wife.  'Tis  good  counfel,  Sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  Pm  ib  careful  where  I  reverence, 
So  juil  to  Goodnefs,  and  her  precious  purity, 
I  am  as  equally  jealous,  and  as  fearful, 
That  any  undeferved  ftain  might  fall 
Upon  her  fandified  whitenefs,  as  of  the  fin 
That  comes  by  wilfulnefs. 

Wife.  Sir,  I  love  your  thoughts, 
And  honour  you  for  your  counfel  and  your  care. 

Sbam.  We  are  your  fervants. 

Wife.  He's  but  a  gentleman 
O'  th'  chamber  ^  he  might  have  kifs'd  me,  faith  ! 
Where  fhall  one  find  Ids  rourtefy  than  at  court  ? 
Say,  1  have  an  undeferver  to  my  hulband, 
That's  ne'er  the  worfe  for  him:  Well,  ftrange-lip'd  man, 
3Tis  but  a  kiis  loft  \  there'll  more  come  again.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Paffionate  Lord-,  be  makes  a  congee  or  two  to 

nothing, 

i  Gent.  Look,  who  comes  here,  Sir  !  his  Jove-fit's 

upon  him  : 

I  know  it,  by  that  fet  fmile,  and  thofe  congees. 
How  courteous  he's  to  nothing  ?  which  indeed 
Is  the  next  kin  to  woman,  only  madow, 
The  elder  filter  of  the  twain,  becaufe  'tis  feen  too. 
See  how  it  kiffes  the  fore-finger  dill ! 
Which  is  the  lad  edition,  and,  being  come 
So  near  the  thumb,  every  cobler  has  got  it. 

Sham.  What  a  ridiculous  pkce  Humanity 
Here  makes  itfelf ! 

i  Gent.  Nay,  good,  give  leave  a  little,  Sir  j 

You're  Ib  precife  a  manhood 

Sham. 


THE  PASSIONATE  MADMAN.  327 

Sham.  It  afflidts  me 

When  I  behold  unfcemlinefs  in  an  image 
So  near  the  godhead  !  'Tis  an  injury 
To  glorious  eternity. 

i  Gent.  Pray  ufe  patience,  Sir  ! 

Paf.  I  do  confefs  it  freely,  precious  lady  ; 
And  Love's  fuit  is  fo,  the  longer  it  hangs 
The  worfe  it  is  :  Better  cut  off,  fweet  madam. 
Oh,  that  fame  drawing-in  your  nether  lip  there, 
Forefliews  no  goodnefs,  lady;  make  you  queilion  on't? 
Shame  on  me,  but  I  love  you  ! 

i  Gent.  Who  is't,  Sir, 
You  are  at  all  this  pains  for  ?  may  I  know  her  ? 

Paf.  For  thee,  thou  faireft,  yet  the  falfeft  woman, 
That  ever  broke  man's  heart-firings. 

i  Gent.  How  ?  how's  this,  Sir  ? 

Paf.  What,  the  old  trick  of  ladies  ?  man's  apparel  ? 
Will't  ne'er  be  left  amongft  you  ?  Steal  from  court 
in't ! 

i  Gent.  I  fee  the  fit  grows  ftronger. 

Paf.  Pray  let's  talk  a  little. 

Sham.  I  can  endure  no  more  ! 

i  Gent.  Good,  let's  alone  a  little  ! 
You  are  fo  exad  a  work  !  love  light  things  fomewhat, 
Sir8. 

Sham.  They're  all  but  fhames. 

i  Gent.  What  is't  you'd  fay  to  me,  Sir  ? 

Paf.  Can  you  be  ib  forgetful  to  enquire  it,  lady  ? 

s  Tou  arefo  exafi  a  work  :   Love  light  things  fomewlat,  £/>.]  It 
Ceems  probable  that  worth  was  the  true  word  inftead   of  ivorkt  as 
bhamont  calls  the  lady  before — lovely  <wwtb.  and  one  of  the  gentle 
men  in  the  firft  page  of  the  play  fays  of  Shamonr, 
There  is  not  fuck  a  curious  piece  of  (ourf.gr. 

Notwithftanding  this,  work  being  good  fenfe  may  ftill  be  the  true 
reading.  The  advice  to  Shamont  to  love  light  things  a  little,  is  to 
laugh  and  divert  himfelf  at  the  abfurdities  and  phr.enfies  of  men. 
IVir.  Sympfon  thought  it  obfcure  and  that  it  wanted  explanation. 

Seivard. 

Sevvard  feems^miftaken  in  fuppofmg  Shamont  calls  the  Lady  Iwefy 
WORTH  :  He  trlls  her  the  fight  is  lovJy  [/  e  iv:if]  wortb  lixpence: 

— -Tou  ha.''  not /ten  fhe  like,  faadan  ; 

Amonjler  worth yaurjlxpence^  LOVELY  worth. 

X  4  t  C     -. 
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i  Gent.  Yes,  truly,  Sir. 
Paf.  The  more  I  admire  your  flintinefs  ! 
What  caufe  have  I  given  you,  illuftrious  madam, 
To  play  this  flrange  part  with  me  ? 

i  Gent.  Caufe  enough  : 
E)p  but  look  back,  Sir,  into  your  memory, 
Your  love  to  other  women.     Oh,  lewd  man, 
'Thas  almoft  kill'd  my  heart;  you  fee  I'm  chang'4 

with  it; 

I  ha'  loft  the  fafhiqn  of  my  fex  with  grief  on?t ! 
When  I  have  feen  you  courting  of  a  dowdy 
(Compar'd  with  me),  and  kifling  your  fore-finger 
To  one  o'th'  black-guard's  miftrefles;  would  not  thi$ 
Crack  a  poor  lady's  heart,  that  believ'd  love, 
And  waited  for  the  comfort?  But  'twas  laid,  Sir, 
A  lady  of  my  hair  cannot  want  pitying  ; 
The  country's  coming  up  :  Farewell  to  you,  Sir  ! 
Paf.  Whither  intend  you,  Sir  ? 
T  Gent.  A  long  journey,  Sir : 
The  truth  is,  I'm  with-child,  and  go  to  gravel. 
Paf.  With-child?  I  never  got  it. 
i  Gent.  I  heard  you  were  bufy 
At  the  fame  time.  Sir ;  and  was  loth  to  trouble  you^ 
Paf.  Why,  are  not  you  a  whore  then,  excellent 

madam  ? 

i  Gent.  Oh, by  no  means;  'twas  done, Sir, in  theftate 
Of  my  belief  iri  you,  and  that  quits  me; 
It  lies  upon  your  falfhood. 

Paf.  Does  it  fo  ?— 
You  (hall  not  carry  her  tho',  Sir;  flae's  my  contract, 

Sham.  I  prithee,  thou  four  elements  ill-brued, 
Torment  pone  but  thyfelf !  Away,  I  fay, 
Thou  bead  of  pafTion,  as  the  drunkard  is 
The  beaft  of  wine  !   Dishonour  to  thy  making, 
Thou  man  in  fragments  ! 

Paf.  Hear  me,  precious  madam  ! 
Sham.  Kneel  for  thy  wits  to  Heav'n. 
Paf.  Lady,  F1J  father  it, 
Whoe'er  begot  it:  'Tis  the  courfe  of  greatneft, 
$bam.  How  Virtue  groans  at  this  ! 
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Paf.  I'll  raife  the  court,  but  I  will  ftay  your  flight. 
Sham.  How  wretched  is  that  piece  ?          [Exit  IPaf. 
i  Gent.  He's  the  Duk;  's  kinfman,  Sir. 
Sham.  That  cannot  take  a  pafiion  away.  Sir, 
cut  a  fit  but  one  poor  hour  fliorter  ; 
niuft  endure  as  much  as  the  poorieft  beggar, 
That  cannot  change  his  money  ;  there's  the  equality 
In  our  impartial  eflence.     What's  the  news  now  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Your  worthy  brother,  Sir,  has  left  his  charge, 
And  come  to  fee  you. 

Enter  the  Soldier. 

Sham.  Oh,  the  nobleft  welcome 
That  ever  came  from  man,  meet  thy  defervings  ! 
Methinks,  I've  all  Joy's  treafure  in  mine  arms  now. 

Sold.  You  are  fd  fortunate  in  prevention,  brother^ 
You  always  leave  the  anfwerer  barren,  Sir, 
You  comprehend  in  few  words  fo  much  worth. 

Sham.  'Tis  all  too  little  for  thee  :  Come,  thou'rt 

welcome  ! 

So  I  include  all.     Take  efpecial  knowledge,  pray, 
Of  this  dear  gentleman,  my  abfolute  friend, 
That  loves  a  foldier  far  above  a  miftrefs  9  ! 
Thou  excellently  faithful  to  'em  both  ! 
But  love  to  manhood  owns  the  purer  troth.       \Exe. 


That  loves  a  foldier  far  above  a 

Thou  excellently  faithful  to  '  'em  both.]  The  emendation  here  of 
to  tho\  (although  the  old  reading  was  not  abfolute  nonfenfe,  fup- 
pofing  the  points  altered)  is  fo  eafy  that  1  cannot  fear  the  reader's  con 
currence.  Se^varJ. 

We  really  think  the  old  reading  moft  fpirited  and  fceft,  only  mak> 
3?J|  a  full  point  after  rnifreft* 


ACT 
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A  C  T     II.          S  C  E  N  E 


Enter  the  Soldier^  fund  the  Lady. 


fhould  be  in  this  gallery—  Oh, 
they're  here. 
Pray  fit  down  :  Believe  me,  Sir,  I'm  weary. 

Sold.  It  well  becomes  a  lady  to  complain  a  little 
Of  what  fhe  never  feels  :  Your  walk  was  fhort,  madam; 
You  can  be  but  afraid  of  wearinefs, 
Which  well  implies  the  foftntfs  of  your  fex  I0  : 
As  for  the  thing  itfelf,  you  never  came  to't. 

Lady.  You're  wondrouOy  well  read  in  ladies,  Sir. 

Sold.  Shall  I  think  fuch  a  creature  as  you,  madam, 
Was  ever  born  to  feel  pain,  but  in  travel  ? 
There's  your  full  portion, 
Skfides  a  little  tooth-ache  in  the  breeding, 
Which  a  kind  hufbapd  too  takes  from  you,  madam, 

L&dy.  But  where    do  ladies,  Sir,  find  fuch  kind 

hufbands  ? 

Perhaps  you  have  heard 

The  rheumatic  ftory  of  fome  loving  chandler  now, 
Or  fome  inch  melting  fellow,  that  you  talk 
So  prodigal  of  mens'  kindneis  :  I  confcfs,  Sir, 
Many  oi  thofe  wives  are  happy,  their  ambition 
poes  reach  no  higher  than  to  love  and  ignorance, 
Which  makes  an  excellent  hufband>  and  a  fond  one  : 
Now,  Sir,  your  great  ones  aim  at  height  and  cunning, 
And  ib  are  oft  deceiv'd,  yet  they  muit  venture  it^ 
For  *cis  a  lady's  contumely,  Sir, 

10  Wbitb  ^well  employs  the  foftnefs  ofyourjtx  ;]  What  is  it  tha* 
employs  the  foftnefs  of  the  fex,  wearinefs,  or  the  fear  of  it?  *Tia 
fcarcely  fenfe  in  either  light,  and  Mr.  Syrnpfon  feems  to  have  hit  of 
fhe  true  reading  iwfli$s.  Seward. 

To 
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To  have  a  lord  an  ignorant;  then  the  world's  voice 
Will  de'em  her  for  a  wanton,  ere  fhe  tafte  on't : 
But  to  deceive  a  wife  man,  to  whofe  circuinfpeciion 
The  world  refigns  itfelf  with  all  its  envy  ", 
'Tis  lefs  diihonour  to  us  than  to  fail ; 
Becaufb  his  believ'd  wifdom  keeps  out  all. 

Sold.'  Would  I  were  the  man,Lady,thatlhouldventure 
His  wifdom  to  your  goodnefs  ! 

Lady.  You  might  fail 

In  the  return,  as  many  men  have  done,  Sir. 
I  dare  not  jultify  what  is  to  come  of  me, 
Becaufe  I  know  it  not;  tho'  I  hbpe  virtuoufly  : 
Marry,  what's  pail,  or  prefent,  I  durft  put 
Into  a  good  man's  hand ;  which  if  he  take 
Upon  my  word  for  good,  it  {hall  not  cozen  him.- 

Sold.  No,  nor  hereafter. 

Lady.  It  may  hap  fo  too,  Sir : 
A  woman's  goodnefs,  when  (he  is  a  wife, 
Lies  much  upon  a  man's  defert,  believe  it,  Sir ; 
If  there  be  fault  in  her,  I'll  pawn  my  life  on't, 
'Tis  firft  in  him,  if  fhe  were  ever  good  I2 : 
That  makes  me,  knowing  not  a  hufband  yet, 
Qr  what  he  may  be,  promife  no  more  virtues 
Than  I  may  well  perform;  for  that  were  cozenage. 

Sold.  Happy  were  he  that  had  you,  with  all  fears  ! 
That's  my  opinion,  Lady. 

Enter  Shamont  and  a  Servant,  liftening. 
Serv.  What  fay  you  now,  Sir  ? 
-pare  you  give  confidence  to  your  own  eyes  ? 
Sham.  Not  yet  I  dare  not, 
Serv.  No  ? 
Sham.  Scarce  yet,  or  yet, 

"  With  W/his  envy.]  CorreCled  by  Seward. 

12   ""Tis  jirjl  in  bimt  if '  Jbe  <were  ever  goad, 
That  makes  one  ;  knowing  not  a  kifoand  yet* 
Qr  what  be  may  be  :  I  promife  no  mare  virtues, 
T/mn    /  may  well  •perform  ]  The    punctuation   amended  by 
Seward  ;  who  alfo  difcarded  the  pronoun  /.     We  have  altered  ong  to 
we :  The  error  of  the  prefs  is  probable,  and  the  fenfe  requires  it. 

Altho' 
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Altho'  I  fee  'tis  he.     Why,  can  a  thing, 
That's  but  myfelf  divided,  be  fo  falfe  P 

Seru.  Nay,  do  but  mark  how  the  chair  plays  his 

part  too  : 
How  amoroufly  'tis  bent. 

Sham.  Hell  take  thy  bad  thoughts  ! 
For  they  are  ftrange  ones.     Never  take  delight 
To  make  a  torment  worfe.     Look  on  'em,  Heav'n ! 
For  that's  a  brother,  fend  me  a  fair  enemy, 
And  take  him  !  for  a  fouler  fiend  there  Breathes  not, 
I  will  not  fin  to  think  there's  ill  in  her, 
But  what's  of  his  producing  ; 
Yet  Goodnefs,  whofe  inclofure  is  but  flefti, 
Holds  out  oft-times  but  ibrrily.    But  as  black,  Sir, 
As  ever  kindred  was,  I  hate  mine  own  blood, 
Becaufe  it  is  fo  near  thine.     Live  without  honefty ; 
And  mayft  thou  die  with  an  unmoiften'd  eye, 
And  no  tear  follow  thce  !        \Exeunt  Sham,  and  Serif. 

Lady.  You're  wondrous  merry,  Sir  j 
I  would  your  brother  heard  you  ! 

Sold.  Or  my  fifter  " ; 

I  would  not,  out  o'  th'  way,  let  fall  my  word$,  Ladj% 
For  the  preciieft  humour. 

Enter  Paflionats  Lord1. 

Paf.  Yea,  fo  clofe  ? 

Sold.  They're  merry,  that's  the  worft  you  can  re 
port  of  'em  ; 
They're  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodeft. 

Paf.  So,  Sir  ! 
Shall  I  believe  you,  think  you  2 

Sold.  Who's  this,  Lady  ? 

Lady.  Oh,  the  Duke's  coufin>  he  came  late  from 
travel,  Sir. 

Sold.  Refped  belongs  to  him. 

Paf.  For,  as  I  faid,  Lady, 
*  They're  merry,  that's  the  worft  you  can  report  of 'em. 

?p  O  myjt/fer.']  Firii  fohe.    Subfequent  editions,  Oh,  my  ffler.. 
The  text  by  be  ward. 

<  They're 
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c  They're  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodeft.* 

Sold.  How's  this  ? 

Paf.  And  there  I  think  I  left. 

Sold.   Abufes  me  ! 

Paf.  Now  to  proceed,  Lady :    Perhaps  I  fwore  I 

lov'd  you  ; 
If  yon  believe  me  not,  you're  much  the  wifer 

Sold.  He  fpeaks  ftill  in  my  perfon,  and  derides  me ! 

Paf.  For  I  can  cog  with  you 

Lady.  You  can  all  do  fo  j 
We  make  no  queftion  of  mens'  promptnefs  that  way* 

Paf.  And  fmile,  and  wave  a  chair  with  comely  grace 

too, 

Play  with  our  tafiel  gently  H,  and  do  fine  things, 
That  catch  a  lady  fooner  than  a  Virtue. 

Sold.  I  never  us'd  to  let  man  live  fo  long 
That  wrong'd  me ! 

Paf.  Talk  of  battalions,  wooe  you  in  a  fldrmijji  **  r 
Difcharge  my  mind  to  you,  lady ;  and,  being  Iharp- 

fet, 

Can  court  you  at  half-pike  $  or  name  your  weapon, 
We  cannot  fail  you,  lady. 

Enter  Firft  Gentleman. 
Sold.  Now  he  dies, 

Were  all  fucceeding  hopes  ftor'd  up  within  him ! 
i  Gent.  Oh,  fy  !  i'th'  court,  Sir  ? 

14  Play  *witb  our  tnj/el gently.]  Probably  welhould  read  jour  for 
our. 

*s  •  '••    <"    .  wooe  you  in  a  jkirmijb ; 

Divine  my  mind  to  you.]  Divine  fo  intirely  lofes  the  metaphor 
and  confequently  the  humour,  that  it  is  ntoft  probable  a  corruption. 
We  ftiould  not  very  willingly  ftrike  out  a  word  when  we  havVt 
one  to  fupply  its  place  fomewhat  near  the  trace  of  the  letters ;  but 
as  we  know  that  words  are  fometimes  totally  changed  by  the  inatten 
tion  of  the  tranfcriber  or  printer,  fo  when  the  context  not  only  points 
out  but  demands  a  word  very  unlike  what  has  been  hitherto  in  the 
text,  we  ought  to  fubmit.  This  I  take  to  be  the  prefcm  cafe,  and  I 
therefore  read, 

1    '  "  <wfoe  you  in  a  Jkirmijb  ; 
Pifcharge  my  mind  to  you.  Senvarf. 

Sold. 
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Sold.  I  rnoft  dearly  thank  you,  Sir. 

i  Cent.  'Tis  rage  ill  fpent  upon  a  Paffionate  Mad^ 
man. 

Sold.  That  fhall  not  privilege  him  for  ever,  Sir. 
A  Madman  call  you  him  .M've  found  too  much  reafon 
Sound  in  his  injury  to  me,  to  believe  him  fb. 

I  Gent.  If  ever  truth  from  man's  lips  may  be  held 
In  reputatJ^**.  with  you l6,  give  this  confidence  ! 
And  this  ais  lovofit,  which  we  obferve  flill 
By's  flattering  j  and  his  finenefs,  at  fome  other  time 
He'll  go  as  fiovenly  as  heart  can  wifh. 
The  love  and  pity  that  his  highnefs  fhews  to  him, 
Makes  every  man  the  more  refpeftful  of  him  : 
H'has  never  a  paflion,  but  is  well  provided  for, 
As  this  of  love ;  he  is  full  fed  in  all 
His  fwinge,  as  I  may  term  it :  Have  but  patience, 
And  you  •'.:  H  witnefs  fomewhat! 

Sold.  (  nil  he  mocks  me: 
Look  yo'.i !  in  action,  in  behaviour.  Sir. 
Hold  ftill  the  chair,  with  a  grand  mifchief  to  you  ! 
Or  Til  fet  fo  much  ftrength  upon  your  heart,  Sir • 

Paf.  I  feel  fome  power  has  retlrain'd  me,  lady : 
If  it  be  fent  from  Love,  fay,  I  obey  it, 
And  ever  keep  a  voice  to  welcome  it. 

SONG. 

Thou  deity,  fwift-winged  Love, 

Sometimes  below,  fometimes  above, 

Little  in  fhape,  but  great  in  power ; 

Thou  that  mak'ft  a  heart  thy  tower. 

And  thy  loop-holes  ladiesy  eyes, 

From  v/hence  thou  ftrik'ft  the  fond  and  wife'7  $ 

T^   In  reputation  ivith  you,  give  this  confidence! 
And  this  his  lo^e-ft^   which  ive  oljer<ve  Jlilf, 
By* s  flattering  and  his  jinenefs ',  at  Jame  other  titttet&£.]  Here 
fomerhing  wanting. 

T7  Front  whence  thou  ftriKft  the  fond  and  wife  ;J.  /'.  e.  not  only 
thofe  who  are  fooliflily  fond,  but  the  wife  alfo :  As  it  will  bear  this 

fenfe 
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Did  all  the  (hafts  in  thy  fajr  quiver 
Stick  fad  in  my  ambitious  liver, 
Yet  thy  power  would  I  adore, 
And  call  upon  thee  to  faoot  more, 
Shoot  more,  fnoot  more  ! 

Enter  one  like  a  Cufid,  offering  to  fivot  at  Urn* 

Paf.  I  prithee  hold  tho'^  fweet  celeftial  boy  i 
I'm  not  requited  yet  with  love  enough 
For  the  firft  arrow  that  I  have  within  me  j 
And  if  thou  be  an  equal  archer,  Cupid, 
Shoot  this  lady,  and  twenty  more  for  me. 

Lady.  Me,  Sir? 

i  Gent.  'Tis  nothing  but  device  ;  fear  it  not,.  Lady! 
You  may  be  as  good  a  maid  after  that  lhaft,  madam* 
As  e'er  your  mother  was  at  twelve  and  a  half: 
'Tis  like  the  boy  that  draws  it,  't  has  no  fting  yet. 

Cufid  [afide~\.  'Tis  like  the  miferable  maid  that 

draws  h, 
That  fees  no  comfort  yet,  feeing  him  fo  paffionate. 

Paf.  Strike  me  the  duchefs  of  Valois  in  love  with 

me, 
With  all  the  fpeed  thou  canft,  and  two  of  her  women! 

Cufid.  You  fhall  have  more.  [£#£/. 

Paf.  Tell  'em,  I  tarry  for  'em. 

i  Gent.  Who  would  be  angry  with  that  walking 

trouble  now, 
That  hurts  none  but  itfelf? 

Sold.  I  am  better  quieted. 

Paf.  I'll  have-all  woman-kind  ftruck  In  feme  for  me. 
After  thirteen  once. 
I  fee  this  Cupid  will  not  let  me  want  ; 
And  let  him  fpend  his  forty  ihafts  an  hour, 
They  fhall  be  all  found  from  the  Duke's  exchequer, 
He's  come  already. 


fenfe  I  let  it  Hand  without  putting  a  more  obvious  antithefis  to 
fools.  Sw 

Ftuutis  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of  Jao/s,  according  to.  the  afag£ojf  our  old 
, 

Enter 
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"Enter  again  the  fame  Cupid,  fwo  Brothers,  Six 
*'  MafquerSy  Cupid's  low  bent  all  the  way  towards  them^ 
tbejjrft  Woman  fmging  and  playing,  and  a  Prieft. 

SONG. 

Oh,  turn  thy  bow ! 
Thy  power  we  feel  and  know, 
iFair  Cupid,  turn  away  thy  bow  t 
They  be  thofe  golden  arrows, 
Bring  ladies  all  their  forrows ; 
And  'till  there  be  more  truth  in  menj 
Never  ihtiot  at  maid  again  ! 

Paf.  What  a  felicity  of  whores  are  here l8  \ 
And  all  my  concubines  ftruck  bleeding  new ! 
A  man  can  in  his  life-time  make  but  one  woman; 
But  he  may  make  his  fifty  queans  a  month. 

C^.Haveyou  remember 'd  a pfieft,  honeft  brothers? 

1  Bro.  Yes,  fitter,  and  this  is  the  young  gentleman  $ 
Make  you  no  queftion  of  our  faithfulnefs. 

2  Bro.  Your  growing  ihame I9,  fitter,  provokes  our 

care. 

Prieft.  He  muft  be  taken  in  this  fit  of  love,  gentle 
men  ? 

1  Bro.  What  elfe,  Sir  ?  he  friail  do't. 

2  Bro.  Enough. 

18  What  a  felicity  of  whores  are  here?}  Mr.  Sympfoh  thinks,/f#- 
city  ftands  as  a  defigned  miftake  for  multiplicity.  But  he  does  not  ob- 
ferve  the  common  concifenefs  of  poetry,  which  inftead  of  faying; 
What  a  felicity  is  it  to  have  fuch  a  number  of  whores  here  ?  cxpreiTes 
it  by  two  words,  fe  licity  of  whores.  The  very  nerves  and  almoft  the 
eilence  of  poetry  confiils  in  this  concifenefs.  Seward. 

Still  the  expreffiori  is  rather  hard,  and  very  poflibly  corrupt. 

J9  His  growing  Jhame.'}  Growing  jfhame  plainly  means  the  fitter's' 
being  with  child  ;  the  change  therefore  of  his  to  your,  unlefs  we 
change  fifler  and  make  them  fpeak  to  the  Prieft,  which  would  be  ra 
ther  more  natural  as  it  would  be  in  the  two  lines  above,  and  the  whole 
might  perhaps  have  run  thus, 

YeS)fifter.  This  is  the  young  gentleman  [meaning  tHe  Madman.] 
Make  you  no  queftion  of  out-  faithfulness. 
2  Bro.  Htr  gro<uirig  fliathey  Sir,  provokes  all  our  cate.      Seward. 

iBro. 
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i  Bro.  Be  chearful,  wench!   \_Adance^  Cupid  leading. 

Paf.  Now,  by  the  ftroke  of  pleafure,  (a  deep  oath) 
Nimbly  hopt,  ladies  all !  What  height  they  bear  too  1 
A  ftory  higher  than  your  common  ftatures; 
A  little  man  muft  go  up  flairs  to  kifs  'em : 
What  a  great  fpace  there  is 
Betwixt  Love's  dining-chamber  and  his  garret  ? 
I'll  try  the  utmoft  height.     The  garret  ftoops,  me- 

thinks : 

The  rooms  are  made  all  bending,  I  fee  that, 
And  not  fo  high  as  a  man  takes  'em  for. 

Cupid.Now,  if  you'll  follow  me,  Sir,  I've  that  power 
To  make  'em  follow  you. 

Paf.  Are  they  all  Ihot  ? 

Cupid.  J\\\9  all,  Sir;  every  mother's  daughter  of 'em. 

Paf.  Then  there's  no  fear  of  following:  If  they  be 
Once  fhot,  they'll  follow  a  man  to  th'  devil. 

As  for  you,  Sir 

[Exit  with  the  Lady  and  the  Mafquers. 

Sold.  Me,  Sir  ? 

i  Gent.  Nay,  fweet  Sir ! 

Sold.  Anoife,  a  threatning  !  did  you  not  hear  it,  Sir? 

i  Gent.  Without  regard,  Sir;  fo  would  I  hear  you. 

Sold.  This  muft  come  to  fomething  i  never  talk 

of  that,  Sir  ! 
You  never  faw  it  otherwife. 

i  Gent.  Nay,  dear  Merit — — 

Sold.  Me,  above  all  men  ? 

i  Gent.  Troth,  you  wrong  your  anger. 

Sold.  I  will  be  arrn'd,  my  honourable  lecher — — 

i  Gent.  Oh,  fy,  fweet  Sir  ! 

Sold.  That  devours  womens'  honefties  by  lumps, 
And  never  chew'ft  thy  pleafure. 

i  Gent.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Sold.  What  does  he  mean,  t'  engrofs  all  to  himfelf  ? 
There's  others  love  a  whore  as  well  as  he,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  Oh,  an  that  be  part  o'  th'  fury,  we  have  a 

city 
Is  very  well  provided  for  that  cafe  : 

VOL.X.  Y  Let 
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Let  him  alone  with  her,  Sir !  we  have  women 

Are  very  charitable  to  proper  men, 

And  to  a  foldier  that  has  all  his  limbs : 

Marry,  the  Tick  and  lame  gets  not  a  penny ; 

Right  womens'  charity !  and  the  hufbands  follow't  too. 

Here  comes  his  highnefs,  Sir. 

Enter  Duke  and  Lords. 

Sold.  I'll  walk  to  cool  myfelf.  [Exit. 

Duke.  Who's  that  ? 

i  Gent.  The  brother  of  Shamont. 

Duke.  He's  brother  then 

To  all  the  court's  love,  they  that  love  difcretely, 
And  place  their  friendlinefs  upon  defcrt : 
As  for  the  reft,  that  with  a  double  face 
Look  upon  Merit  much  like  Fortune's  vifage  *% 
That  looks  two  ways,  both  to  life's  calms  and  dorms, 
I'll  fo  provide  for  him,  chiefly  for  him, 
He  fhall.  not  wifh  their  loves,  nor  dread  their  envies. 
And  here  comes  my  Shamont. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  That  lady's  virtues  are  my  only  joys; 
And  he  to  offer  to  lay  fiege  to  them  ! 

Duke.  Shamont ! 

Sham.  Her  goodnefs  is  my  pride  :  In  all  difcourle&j 
As  often  as  I  hear  rafh-tongu'd  gallants 
Speak  rudely  of  a  woman,  prefently 
I  give  in  but  her  name,  and  they  are  all  filent. 
Oh,  who  would  lofe  this  benefit  ?. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Sir. 

Sham.  'Tis  like  the  gift  of  healing,  but  diviner: 
For  that  but  cures  difeafes  in  the  body, 
This  works  a  cure  on  fame,  on  reputation  ; 
The  noblefl  piece  of  furgery  upon  earth ! 

20  Fortune*/  vifageJ]  Fortune,  like  Janus,  being  double-viftg'd, 
the  one  face  looking  on  the  calms,  the  other  on  the  itorms  of  life,  is 
a  picture,  I  believe,  quite  new,  but  equal,  if  not  fuperior,  to  the  ancient 
a!  portraitures  of  this  iickle  deity.  Seaward. 

Duke,. 
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Duke.  Shamont! — He  minds  me  not. 

Sham.  A  brother  do't  ? 

Duke.  Shamoiit,  I  fay ! 

[Gives  him  a  touch  with  his  f witch. 

Sham.  Ha! 

If  he  be  mortal,  by  this  hand  he  perilhes  !     [Draws. 
Unlefs  it  be  a  ftroke  from  Heav'n,  he  dies  for't  \ 

Duke.  Why,  how  now,  Sir  ?  'twas  I. 

Sham.  The  more's  my  mifery. 

Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  prithee  ? 

Sham.  Can  you  afk  it,  Sir  ? 

No  man  elfe  fhould :  Stood  forty  lives  before  him, 
By  this  I  would  have  op'd  my  way  to  him. 
It  could  not  be  yon,  Sir;  excufe  him  not, 
Whatever  he  be,  as  you  are  dear  to  Honour, 
That  I  may  find  my  peace  again  ! 

Duke.  Forbear,  I  fay ! 
Upon  my  love  to  truth,  'twas  none  but  I. 

Sham.  Still  miferable ! 

Duke.  Come,  come ;  what  ails  you,  Sir  ? 

Sham.  Never  fat  Shame  cooling  fo  long  upoa  me, 
Without  a  fatisfadion  in  revenge ; 
And  Heav'n  has  made  it  here  a  fin  to  wilh  it. 

Duke.  Hark  you,  Sir  ! 

Sham.  Oh,  you've  undone  me  ! 

Duke.  How? 

Sham.  Cruelly  undone  me ; 
I've  loft  my  peace  and  reputation  by  you  ! 
Sir,  pardon  me ;  I  can  ne'er  love  you  more.      [Exit. 

Duke.  What  language  call  you  this,  Sirs  ? 

1  Gent.  Truth,  my  lord, 
I've  feldom  heard  a  ftranger. 

2  Gent.  He  is  a  man  of  a  moft  curious  valour, 
Wondrous  precife,  and  punctual  in  that  virtue. 

Duke.  But  why  to  me  fo  punctual  ?  my  laft  thought 
Was  moft  entirely  fix'd  on  his  advancement. 
Why,  I  came  now  to  put  him  in  pofTeffion 
Of  his  fair  fortunes,  (what  a  mif-conceiver  'tis  !) 
And,  from  a  gentleman  of  our  chambei;  merely, 

Y  a  Make 
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Make  him  vice-admiral ;  I  was  fettled  in't : 
I  love  him  next  to  health.     Call  him,  Gentlemen  ! 
Why,  would  not  you,  or  you,  ha'  taken  as  much, 
And  never  murmur'd  ?  [Exit  Firft  Gent. 

i  Gent.  Troth,  I  think  we  fhould,  my  lord  •> 
And  there^s  a  fellow  walks  about  the  court 
Would  take  a  hundred  of  'em. 

Duke.  I  hate  you  all  for  it ; 
And  rather  praife  his  high-pitch'd  fortitude, 
Tho'  in  extremes  for  nicenefs  :  Now  I  think  on't, 
I  would  I'd  never  done't ! — Now,  Sir,  where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Firft  Gentleman. 

1  Gent.  His  fuit'is  only,  Sir,  to  be  excus'd. 
Duke.  He  fhall  not  be  excus'd ;  I  love  him  dearlier: 

Say,  we  entreat  him;  go !  he  mud  not  leave  us. 

[Exeunt  tfwo  Gentlemen. 

So  Virtue  blefs  me,  I  ne'er  knew  him  parallell'd  ! 
Why,  he's  more  precious  to  me  now  than  ever. 

-  Enter  f-zvG  Gentlemen  and  Shamont. 

2  Gent.  With  much  fair  language  we  have  brought 

him. 

Duke.  Thanks ! — 
Where  is  he  ? 

a  Gent.  Yonder,  Sir. 

Duke.  Come  forward,  man. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  me ;  I'm  afham'd  to  be  feen,  Sir. 

'Duke.  Was  ever  fuch  a  touchy  man  heard  of? 
Prithee,  come  nearer. 

Sham.  More  into  the  light  ? 
Put  not  fuch  cruelty  into  your  requefts,  rhy  lord  : 
Firftj  to  difgrace  me  publicly,  and  then  draw  me 
Into  mens'  eye-fight,  with  the  fhame  yet  hot 
Upon  my  reputation. 

Duke.  What  difgrace,  Sir  ? 

Sham.  What? 

Such  as  there  can  be  no  forgivenefs  forf 
That  I  can  find  in  honour. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  That's  moft  ftrange,  Sir. 

Sham.  Yet  I  have  fearch'd  my  bofom  to  find  one, 
And  wreftled  with  my  inclination ; 
But  'twill  not  be :  'Would  you  had  kill'd  me,  Sir ! 
With  what  an  eafe  had  I  forgiven  you  then  ! 
But  to  endure  a  ftroke  from  any  hand, 
Under  a  punifhing  angel's,  which  is  juftice, 
Honour  difclaim  that  man  !  For  my  part  chiefly, 
Had  it  been  yet  the  malice  of  your  fword, 
Tho'  it  had  cleft  me,  it  had  been  noble  to  me ; 
You  fhould  have  found  my  thanks  paid  in  a  fmile, 
If  I  had  fell  un worded :  But  to  fhame  me 
With  the  correction  that  your  horfe  fhotild  have, 
Were  you  ten  thoufand  times  my  royal  lord, 
I  cannot  love  you,  never,  nor  dcfirc 
To  ferve  you  more. 

If  your  drum  call  me,  I  am  vow'd  to  valour; 
But  peace  fhall  never  know  me  yours  again, 
Becaufe  I've  loft  mine  own.     I  fpeak  to  die,  Sir: 
'Would  you  were  gracious  that  v/ay  to  take  off  fhame, 
With  the  fame  fwiftnefs  as  you  pour  it  on  ! 
And  fmce  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  monarchs 
To  make  a  gentleman,  which  is  a  fubfcance 
Only  begot  of  merit,  they  fhould  be  careful 
Not  to  deftroy  the  worth  of  one  fo  rare, 
Which  neither  they  can  make,  nor,  loft,  repair.  \_Exit* 

Duke.  You've  fet  a  fair  light,  Sir,  before  my  judg 
ment, 

Which  burns  with  wondrous  clearnefs ;   I  acknow 
ledge  it, 

And  your  worth  with  it :   But  then,  Sir4  my  love, 
My  love — What,  gone  again  ? 

i  Gent.  And  full  of  fcorn,  my  lord. 

Duke.  That  language  will  undo  the  man  that  keeps 

it, 

Who  knows  no  difference  'twixt  contempt  and  man 
hood. 

Upon  your  love  to  goodnefs,  Gentlemen, 
Let  me  not  lofe  him  long  ? — How  now  ? 

Y  3  Enter 
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Enter  a  Hunt/man. 

Huntf.  The  game's  at  height,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Con  found  both  thee  and  it !  Hence,  break 

it  off! 

He  hates  me  brings  me  news  of  any  pleafure. 
I  felt  not  fuch  a  conflict,  fince  I  could 
Diftmguifh  betwixt  worthinefs  and  blood.    [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.  SCENE     I. 


Enter  the  fwo  Brothers,   Firft  Gentleman^  with  thcfe 
that  were  the  Mafquers,  and  the  Cupid. 

i  Gent.  T  HEARTILY  commend  your  project, 

j[  gentlemen  ; 

'Twas  wife  and  virtuous. 

i  Bro.  It  was  for  the  fafety 

Of  precious  honour,  Sir,  which  near  blood  binds  us  to : 
He  promis'd  the  poor  eafy  fool  there  marriage ; 
There  was  a  good  maidenhead  loft  i'th*  belief  on't, 
Befhrew  her  hafty  confidence  ! 

i  Gent.  Oh,  no  more,  Sir  ! 

You  make  her  weep  again :  Alas,  poor  Cupid  ! — 
Shall  (he  not  fliift  herfelf? 

i  Bro.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Sir; 
We  dare  not  have  her  feen  yet :   All  the  while 
She  keeps  this  fhape,  it  is  but  thought  device, 
And  ihe  may  follow  him  fo  without  fufpicion, 
To  fee  if  fhe  can  draw  all  his  wild  paffions 
To  one  point  only,  and  that's  love,  the  main  point ; 
So  far  his  highnefs  grants,  and  gave  at  firft 
Large  approbation  to  the  quick  conceit ; 
Which  then  was  quick  indeed. 

i  Gent.  You  make  her  blufh,  in  footh. 

I  Bro.  I  fear  'tis  more  the  flag  of  fliame  than  grace, 
Sir.  * 

i  Gent. 
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I  Gent.  They  both  give  but  one  kind  of  colour,  Sir. 
If  it  be  baihfulnefs  in  that  kind  taken, 
It  is  the  fame- with  grace;  and  there,  (lie  weeps  again. 
In  truth  you  are  too  hard,  much,  much  too  bitter,  Sir$ 
Unlefs  you  mean  to  have  her  weep  her  eyes  out, 
To  play  a  Cupid  truly. 

i  Bro.  Come,  ha'  done  then  ! 
We  ihould  all  fear  to  fin  firft ;  for  'tis  certain, 
When  'tis  once  lodg'd,  tho'  entertain'd  in  mirth, 
It  muft  be,  wept  out,  if  it  e'er  come  forth. 

i  Gent.  Now  'tis  fo  well,  I'll  leave  you. 

i  Bro.  Faithfully  welcome  *',  Sir  ! 
Go,  Cupid,  to  your  charge :  He's  your  own  now; 
If  he  want  love,  none  will  be  blam'd  but  you. 

Cufid.  The  ftrangeft  marriage,  and  unfortunat'ft 

bride 

That  ever  human  memory  contain'd  ! 
I  cannot  be  myfelf  for't.  [£#//. 

Enter  the  Clown. 

Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen ! 

i  Bro.  How  now,  Sir  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clown.  His  melancholy  paflion  is  half  fpent  already; 
Then  comes  his  angry  fit  at  the  very  tail  on't: 
Then  comes  in  my  pain,  gentlemen  ;  h'has  beat  me 
E'en  to  a  cullis  :  I  am  nothing,  right  worfhipful, 
But  very  pap,  and  jelly;  I've  no  bones, 
My  body's  all  one  brewis"  !  they  talk  of  ribs 
And  chines  moil  freely  abroad  i'  the  world ;  why,  I 

11  Faithfully  <wel<jgmt*  Sir.)  Sympfon,  (Mr.  Seward  fays,  '  very 
*  juftly')  divides  faiiLfiilly  into  two  words.  ''Faith  fully  welcome. 

z"~  My  lady*  *  all  one  bufmefs.]  I  can't  fix  any  idea  to  bufinefs  here 
that  does  not  make  it  a  rr.ecr  expletive,  I  am  not  fo  i-itisfled  with 
my  corjefture  bruife  as  not  to  wifh  to  fee  a  better,  tho*  as  it  feems 
preferable  to  the  old  readmg,  it  mult  take  its  place  'till  it  has  Sufficient 
reaibn  for  refigning  it  again.  Since  this  was  wrote  1  received  Mr. 
Symplon's  conjochite, 

— —   all  o Vr  bnrifes. 
But  one  crwfr  is  more  pottic;)!  a?  well  as  more  comic.          Setvard. 

A  ilili  iDotc  comic  cxpreiTion,  and  applied  to  the  fame  occafion,  oc 
curs  more  than  once  in  our  Authors  ;  i.  f.  brcncit.  Either  that  or  brmft 
will  do  here, 

Y  4  Have 
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Have  no  fuch  thing;  whoever  lives  to  fee  me 
Dead,  gentlemen,  fhall  find  me  all  mummy, 
Good  to  fill  gallipots,  and  long  dildo  glafles ; 
I  fhall  not  have  a  bone  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Omnes\  Alas,  poor  vaiTal,  how  he  goes  ! 

Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen, 
I  am  unjointed ;  do  but  think  o'that ! 
My  breafl  is  beat  into  my  maw,  that  what  I  eat 
I'm  fain  to  take't  in  all  at  mouth  with  fpoons ; 
A  lamentable  hearing  !  and  'tis  well  known, 
My  belly's  driven  into  my  back.     I  earn'd 
Four  crowns  a-month  moft  dearly,  gentlemen  : 
And  one  he  muft  have,  when  the  fit's  upon  him ; 
The  privy-purfe  allows  it,  and  'tis  thriftinefs  ; 
He  would  break  elfe  fome  forty  pounds  in  cafements,. 
And  in  five  hundred  years  undo  the  kingdom  : 
I've  cafi  it  up  to  a  quarrel. 

1  Bro.  There's  a  fellow 

Kick'd  about  court,  I  would  he  had  his  place,  Brother, 
j^ut  for  one  fit  of  his  indignation  ! 

2  Bro.  And  fuddenly  I've  thought  upon  a  means 

for't. 

1  Bro.  I  prithee  how  ? 

2  Bro.  'Tis  but  preferring,  Brother, 
This  ftcckfifh  to  his  fervice,  with  a  letter 

Of  commendations,  the  fame  way  he  wifhes  it, 
And  then  you  win  his  heart ;  for,  o:  my  knowledge, 
He  has  laid  wait  this  half-year  for  a  fellow 
That  will  be  beaten ;  and  with  a  fafe  confcience 
We  may  commend  the  carriage  of  this  man  in't. 
Now  fervants  he  has  kept25,  lufty  tall  feeders, 
But  they  have  beat  him,  and  turn'd  themfelves  away: 
Now  one  that  would  endure,  is  like  to  flay, 
And  get  good  wages  of  him ;  and  the  fervice  too 
Is  ten  times  milder,  Brother ;  I  would  not  wifh  it  elfe: 
I  fee  the  fellow  has  a  fore  crufh'd  body, 
And  the  more  need  he  has  to  be  kick'd  at  eafe. 

*;  'Now  fervattts  he  has  kept.]  The  word  r.oiv  feems  to  have  been 
printed  here  by  miftake  :  It  ihiids  in  its  right  place  two  line^  lourr. 

Cloivn. 


THE  PASSIONATE  MADMAN.  345 

Clown.  Ay,  fweet  gentlemen,  a  kick  of  eafe  ! 
Send  me  to  fuch  a  mailer. 

2  Bro.  No  more,  I  fay  ! 
We  have  one  for  thee,  a  foft-footed  mailer ; 
One  that  wears  wool  in's  toes  *4. 

Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen, 

Soft  garments  may  ye  wear,  foft  fkins  may  ye  wed, 
But  as  plump  as  pillows,  both  for  white  and  red ! 
And  no\v  will  I  reveal  a  lecret  to  you, 
Since  you  provide  for  my  poor  flefh  fo  tenderly : 
H'has  hir'd  mere  rogues,  out  of  his  chamber- window, 
To  beat  the  Soldier,  monfieur  Shamont's  brother— 

1  Bro.  That  nothing  concerns  us,  Sir. 
Clown.  For  no  caufe,  gentlemen, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  wearing  fhoulder-points, 
\Vith  longer  taggs  than  his. 

2  Bro.  Is  not  that  fomewhat  ? 
By'rlakin,  Sir,  the  difference  of  long  taggs 

Has  cod  many  a  man's  life,  and  advanced  other  ibme. 
Come,  follow  me ! 

Clown.  See  what  a  gull  am  I ! 
Oh,  every  man  in  his  profeflion ! 
I  know  a  thump  now  as  judicioufly 
As  the  proudeft  he  that  walks,  I'll  except  none ; 
Come  to  a  tagg,  how  fhort  I  fall !  I'm  gone.  [Exexnt. 

Enter  Lapet. 

Lapef.  I  have  been  ruminating  with  myfelf, 
What  honour  a  man  lofes  by  a  kick. 
Why,  what's  a  kick  ?  the  fury  of  a  foot, 
Whofe  indignation  commonly  is  ftamp'd 
Upon  the  hinder  quarter  of  a  man, 
Which  is  a  pJace  very  unfit  for  honour, 

2*  We  have  one  for  thee  a  joft-foottd 
One  that  wears  wool  itSs  foes. 

Clown.   Oh  gentlemen. 
Soft  garments  may  you  <v,ear,  MASTER, 
.Soft  jL'ins  ?nay  y"1  ived, 

But  plump,  &c.]  Thus,  in  defiance  of  meafure,  fenfe,  and  even 
rbime,  has  this  pc-uT.ige  been  exhibited, 

The 
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The  world  will  confefs  fo  much  : 

Then  what  difgrace,  I  pray,  does  that  part  fufFer, 

Where  honour  never  comes  ?  I'd  fain  know  that. 

This  being  well  forc'd,  and  urg'd,  may  have  the  pow'r 

To  move  moil  gallants  to  take  kicks  in  time. 

And  fpurn  out  the  duellos  out  o'th'  kingdom : 

For  they  that  ftand  upon  their  honour  mod, 

When  they  conceive  there  is  no  honour  loft, 

(As,  by  a  table  that  I  have  invented 

For  that  purpofe  alone.,  fhall  appear  plainly, 

Which  fhews  the  vanity  of  all  blows  at  large, 

And  with  what  cafe  they  may  be  took  of  all  fides, 

Numbering  but  twice  o'er  the  letters  fatlencey 

From  P.  A.  to  C.  E.)  I  doubt  not  but  in  fmall  time 

To  fee  a  difTolution  of  all  blood-fhed, 

If  the  reformed  kick  do  but  once  get  up  : 

For  what  a  lamentable*  folly  'tis, 

If  we  obferve't,  for  every  little  juflle, 

Which  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a  found  thump, 

In  our  meek  computation,  we  muft  fight  forfooth  j 

yes  ! 

If  I  kill,  I'm  hang'd  ;  if  I  be  kill'd  myfelf, 
I  die  for'talfo :  Is  not  this  trim  wifdom  ? 
Now  for  the  con.  a  man  may  be  well  beaten, 
Yet  pafs  away  his  fourfcore  years  fmooth  after ; 
I  had  a  father  did  it ;  and,  to  my  power, 
I  will  not  be  behind  him. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Oh,  well  met  ! 

Lapet.  Now  a  Rne  punch  or  two  !  1  look  for't  duly. 

Sham.  I've  been  to  feek  you. 

Lafet.  Let  me  know  your  lodging,  Sir  : 
I'll  come  to  yon  once  a-day.  and  ufe  your  pleafure,Sir. 

Sham.  I'm  made  the  fitteft  man  for  thy  fociety  ! 
I'll  live  and  die  with  thee  :  Come,  (hew  me  a  cham-v 

bcr! 

There  is  no  houfe  but  thine,  but  only  thine. 
That's  fit  to  cover  me  :  I've  took  a  blow,  firrah. 

Lafet. 
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Lapet.  I  would  you  had  indeed !  Why,  you  may  fee, 

Sir, 
You'll  all  come  to't  in  time,  when  my  book's  out. 

Sham.  Since  I  did  fee  thee  lad,  I've  took  a  blow. 

Lapet.  Pho,  Sir,  that's  nothing !  I  ha'  took  forty 
fince. 

Sham.  What,  and  I  charg'd  thee  thou  Ihouldft  not? 

Lapet.  Ay,   Sir, 
You  might  charge  yourpleafure;  but  they  would give't 

me, 
Whether  I  would  or  no. 

Sham.  Oh,  I  walk 

Without  my  peace  •,  I've  no  companion  now  ! 
Prithee  refolve  me,  (for  I  cannot  alk 
A  man  more  beaten  to  experience, 
Than  thou  art  in  this  kind)  what  manner  of  blow 
Is  held  the  mod  difgraceful,  or  diftafteful  ? 
For  thou  doft  only  cenfure  'em  by  the  hurt, 
Not  by  the  Ihame,  they  do  thee  :  Yet,  having  felt 
Abufes  of  all  kinds,  thou  mayft  deliver, 
Though't  be  by  chance,  the  mod  injurious  one. 

Lapet.  You  put  me  to't,  Sir;  but,  to  tell  you  truth, 
They're  all  as  one  with  me,   little  exception. 

Sham.  That  little  may  do  muchj  let's  have  it  from 
you  ! 

Lapet.  With  all  the  fpeed  I  may :  Firft  then,  and 

foremofl, 

I  hold  fo  reverently  of  the  baftinado^  Sir, 
That  if  it  were  the  deareil  friend  i'  tha  world, 
I'd  put  it  into  his  hand, 

Sham.  Go  to  !  I'll  pafs  that  then. 

Lapet.  You're  the  more  happy,  Sir;  'would  I  were 

part  it  too  : 
But  being  accuitom'd  to't,  it  is  the  better  carried. 

Sham.  Will  you  forward  ? 

Lapet.  Then  there's  your  Joufe,  your  whtrit,  and 

your  dowft) 

'fugs  on  the  hair,  your  bob  o'  th*  lips,  a  whelp  on't, 
I  ne'er  could  find  much  difference.  Now  your  tbumfa 
A  thing  deriv'd  firil  from  your  hemp- beaters, 

Takes 
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Takes  a  man's  wind  away  mod  fpitefully  *5  ; 
There's  nothing  that  deftroys  a  cholick  like  it, 
For't  leaves  no  wind  i'th'  body. 

Sbam.  On,  Sir,  on  ! 

Lapet.  Pray  give  me  leave  ;  I'm  out  of  breath,  with 
thinking  on't. 

Sbam.  This  is  far  off  yet. 

Lapet.  For  the  twinge  by  th'  nofe, 
*Tis  certainly  nnfightly,  io  my  table  fays, 
But  helps  againil  the  head-ache,  wondrous  ilrangely. 

Sham.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Lapet.  Oh,  your  cruftjdnoftrils  flakes  your  opilation, 
And  makes  yourpentpow'rs  flufhto  wholefbme  fneezes. 

Sbam.  I  neverthought  there  had  been  half  that  virtue 
In  a  wrung  nofe  before. 

Laptt.  Oh,  plenitude,  Sir. 
Now  come  we  lower,  to  our  modern  kick, 
Which  has  been  mightily  in  ufe  of  late, 
Since  our  young  men  drank  coltsfoot;  and  I  grant  you 
*Tis  a  molt  fcornful  wrong,  'caufe  the  foot  plays  it  : 
But  mark  again,  how  we  that  take't  requite  it 
With  the  like  fcorn,  for  we  receive  it  backward  •, 
And  can  there  be  a  worfe  difgrace  retorted  ? 

Sbam.   And  is  this  all  ? 

Lapet.  All  but  a  lug  ly  th'  ear, 
Or  fuch  a  trifle. 

Sbam.  Happy  furTcrer  ! 
All  this  is  nothing  to  the  wrong  I  bear  : 
I  fee  the  word,  difgrace,  thou  never  felt'fl  yet  : 
It  is  fo  far  from  thee  thou  canft  not  think  on't  •, 
Nor  dare  I  let  thee  know  k,  'tis  fo  abject. 

Lapet.  I  would  you  would  tho',  tl|at  I  might  prepare 

for't  ! 

For  I  (hall  ha't  at  one  time  or  another. 
Jf't  be  a  tbwack,  I  make  account  of  that  ; 


25  Take*  a  mar'  's  ~uind  a-<xa'.  nali  fpitefully  : 

T'beris  nothing  that  dejlrcys  a  cholick  like  it.]  The  particle  but 
betvccn  thefe  lentences  is  fo  neccfidry  to  the  humour  of  the  p.iilage, 
and-  to  diilipgiiifli  p-'Operty  the  g;)oc  effect  of  the  tLt*m$  from  the  Dad 
onei,  thai  1  k)jk  unit  only  as  a«  accideoiol  omiiiiou  of  rce 


There's 
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There's  no  new-fafhion'd  fwap  that  e'er  came  up  yet, 
But  I've  the  firft  on  'em,  1  thank  'em  for't. 

Enter  the  Lady  and  Servants. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  enquir'd  ? 

i  Serv.  But  can  hear  nothing,  madam. 

Sham.  If  there  *6  be  but  fo  much  fubftance  in  thee 
To  make  a  (belter  for  a  man  difgrac'd, 
Hide  my  departure  from  that  glorious  woman, 
That  comes  with  all  perfection  about  her, 
So  noble  that  I  dare  not  be  Icen  of  her, 
Since  mame  took  hold  of  me  :  Upon  thy  life, 
No  mention  of  me  !  \Exit. 

Lafet.  I'll  cut  out  my  tongue  firft, 
Before  I'll  loie  my  life ;  there's  more  belongs  to't. 

Lady.  See,  there's  a  gentleman  -,  enquire  of  him. 

a  Serv.  For  monfieur  Shamont,  madam  ? 

Lady.  For  whom  elfe,  Sir  ? 

I  Serv.  Why,  this  fellow  dares  not  fee  him. 

Lady.  How ! 

i  Serv.  Shamont,  madam  ? 
His  very  name's  worfe  than  a  fever  to  him ; 
And  when  he  cries,  there's  nothing  dills  him  fooner  : 
Madam,  your  page  of  thirteen  is  too  hard  for  him  -9 
'Twas  tried  i'th'  wood-yard. 

Lady.  Alas,  poor  grieved  Merit! 
What  is  become  of  him  ?  If  he  once  fail, 
Virtue  mall  find  fmall  friendfhip  !  farewell,  then, 
To  ladies'  worths,  for  any  hope  in  men  ! 
He  lov'd  for  goodnefs,  not  for  wealth  or  luft, 
After  the  world's  foul  dotage-,  he  ne'er  courted 
The  body,  but  the  beauty  of  the  mind, 
A  thing  which  common  courtfhip  never  thinks  on  :. 
All  his  affections  were  fo  fweet  and  fair, 
There  is  no  hope  for  fame,  if  he  defpair. 

[Exeunt  Lady  and  Servants. 

3>6  If  there  be  but  Jo  much  julftance  in  thee.]  The  verfe  here  want 
ing  a  iyllabie,  and  a  note  of  exclamation  at  Shamont's  furprife  and 
flume  to  fee  his  miiirefs,  feeming  nectflary,  it  is  fuppofed  an  omif- 
/ion  a^d  reilor'd.  Seiuard. 

Seward  reads,  HA  !  if  thert>  &V, 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Clown ;  he  kicks  Lapet. 

Lapet.  Good  morrow  to  you  again  mod  heartily,  Sir? 
Cry  you  mercy,  I  heard  you  not;  I  was  fomewhat  bufy. 

Clown.  He  takes  it  as  faaiiliarly  as  an  ave, 
Or  precious  falutation  :  I  was  fick 
'Till  I  had  one  %  becaufe  I  am  fo  us'd  to't. 

Lapet.  However  you  deferve,  your  friends  and  mine 

here 

Give  you  large  commendations  i'  this  letter  ; 
They  fay  you  will  endure  well. 

Clown.  Pd  be  loath 

To  prove  "em  liars  :  I've  endur'd  as  much 
As  mortal  pen  and  ink  can  fet  me  down  for. 

Lapet.  Say  you  me  fo  ? 

Clown.  I  know  and  feel  it  fo,  Sir ; 
I  have  it  under  black  and  white  already  ; 
I  need  no  pen  to  paint  me  out. 

Lapet..  He  fits  me, 

And  hits  my  wiflies  pat,  pat :  I  was  never 
In  pofllbility  to  be  better  mann'd ; 
For  he's  half  lame'd  already;  I  fee't  plain, 
But  take  no  notice  on't,  for  fear  I  make 
The  ralcal  proud,  and  dear,  t'  advance  his  wages. 
Firft,  let  me  grow  into  particulars  with  you  ! 
What  have  you  endur'd  of  worth  ?  let  me  hear* 

Clown.  Marry,  Sir, 
I  am  almoft  beaten  blind. 

Lapet.  That's  pretty  well 
For  a  beginning  ;  but  many  a  mill-horfe 
Has  endur'd  as  much. 

Clown.  Shame  o*  th*  miller's  heart 
For  his  unkindnefs  then  ! 

Lapet.  Well,  Sir,  what  then  ? 

Clown.  I  have  been  twice  thrown  down  (lairs,  juft 
before  fupper. 

Lapet.  Pho  !  fo  have  I ;  that's  nothing. 

Clown.  Ay,  but,  Sir, 

*"  1  was  fick,  &c.J  Peihaps  Lapel's  fpeech  (hould  begin  here. 

Was 
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Was  yours,  pray,  before  fupper  ? 

Lapet.  There  thou  pofeft  me. 

Clown.  Ay,  marry,  that's  it ;  't  had  been  lefs  grief 

to  me, 

Had  I  but  fill'd  my  belly,  and  then  tumbled  ; 
But  to  be  flung  down  falling,  there's  the  dolor  ! 

Lapet.  It  would  have  griev'd  me,  that  indeed.  Pro 
ceed,  Sir  ! 

Clown.  I  have  been  pluck'd  and  tugg'd  by  th'  hair 

o'th'head 
About  a  gallery,  half  an  acre  long. 

Lapet.  Yes,  that's  a  good  one,  I  muft  needs  confefey 
A  principal  good  one  that,  an  abfolute  good  one  ! 
I  have  been  trod  upon,  and  fpurn'd  about, 
But  never  tugg'd  by  th'  hair,  I  thank  my  fates, 

Clown.  Oh,  'tis  a  fpiteful  pain. 

Lapef.  Peace  ;   never  fpeak  on't, 
For  putting  men  in  mind  on't  ! 

Clown.  To  conclude, 
I'm  burden,  Sir  ;   my  belly  will  hold  no  meat. 

Lapef.  No  ?  that  makes  amends  for  all. 

Clown.  Unlefs  *t  be  puddings, 
Or  fuch  fail  food ;  any  loofe  thing  beguiks  me  ; 
I'm  ne'er  the  better  for't. 

Lapet.  Sheeps*  heads  will  flay  with  thee  ? 

Clown.  Yes,  Sir,  or  chawdrons  i8. 

Lapet.  Very  well,  Sir  ; 

Your  burften  fellows  muft  take  head  of  furfeits. 
Strange  things,  it  feems,  you  have  endur'd. 

Clown.  Too  true,  Sir. 

Lapet.  But  now  thequeftion  is,  what  you  will  endure 
Hereafter  in  my  fervice  ? 

Clown.  Any  thing 
That  mall  be  reafon,  Sir,  for  I'm  but  froth  ; 

18  Chaldrons.]  The  orthography  is  cba-wdrons.  We  meet  with  the 
expreffion  in  Macbeth  :  Mr.  Steevens  fays  it  means  entrails',  and  that 
it  was  *  a  word  formerly  in  common  ufe  in  the  books  of  cookery,  in 
*  one  of  which,  printed  in  KQ7,  is  a  receipt  to  make  a  pudding  of 
'  a  calf  s  ckaldron:  R. 

Much 
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Much  like  a  thing  new  calv'd  ;  or,  come  more  nearer.  Sir, 
You've  feen  a  clufter  of  frog-fpawns  in  April  -9 
Ev'n  fuch  a  ftarch  am  I,  as  weak  and  tender 
As  a  green  woman  yet. 

Lapet.  Now  I  know  this, 
I  will  be  very  gently  angry  with  thee, 
And  kick  thee  carefully. 

Clown.  Oh,  ay,  fweet  Sir  ! 

Lapet.  Peace,  when  thou'rt  orter'd  well!  left  I  be 

gin  now. 

Your  friends  and  mine  have  writ  here,  for  your  truth 
They'll  pafs  their  words  themfelves:  And  I  mud  meet 
'em.  [Exit. 

Clown.  Then  have  you  all  : 
As  for  my  honefty,  there's  no  fear  of  that*9, 
For  I  have  never  a  whole  bone  about  me.  [Exit* 

Mufick.     Enter  the  PaJJlcnate  Lord,  rudely  and  carelefly 
apparelled,  unbraced,  and  untruffed;  Cupid  following. 

Cupid.  Think  upon  love,  which  makes  all  creatures 

handlbme, 

Seemly  for  eye-fight  !  go  not  fo  diffufedly  *°  : 
There  are  great  ladies  purpofe,  Sir,  to  vifit  you. 
PaJ.  Grand  plagues  !  Shut  in  my  cafements,  that 

the  breaths 

Of  their  coach-mares  reek  not  into  my  noftrils  ! 
Thofe  beads  are  but  a  kind  of  bawdy  fore-runners. 
Cupid.  It  is  not  well  with  you,  when  you  ipeak  ill  of 

fair  ladies. 

.  PaJ.  Fair  mifchiefs  I   give  me  a  neft  of  owls,    and 
take  'em  ! 

*9  As  for  my  boneJJy,  there  is  no  fear  of  that, 

For  I  have  never  a  whole  bone  about  me.']  Mr.  Sympfon  ob- 
ferves  that  this  is  a  very  unaccountable  reafon  for  a  man'i.  being  ho- 
neit.  It  certainly  is  To  in  general,  but  not  in  this  place.  The  Ciown 
means  by  honejly  here,  his  veracity  in  the  account  he  had  given  of  itini- 
fclf,  and  all  his  bor.es  being  broke  was  a  pretty  itrong  teitimony  of  it. 


*°  DifFufedly  ;]   i.e.  diforderly,  or  negligently  ;  ns  in  Henry  V. 
*  •*  -  fweanng  and  iierq  looks,  difltfd  attire*  ^. 

Happy 
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Happy  is  he,  fay  I,  whofe  window  opens 

To  a  brown  baker's  chimney3'  !  he  fhall  be  fure  there 

To  hear  the  bird  fometimes  after  twilight  JZ. 

What  a  fine  thing  'tis,  methinks,  to  have  our  garments 

Sit  loofe  upon  us  thus,  thus  careiefly  ! 

It  is  more  manly  and  more  mortifying; 

For  we're  ib  much  the  readier  for  our  fhrotids  : 

For  how  ridiculous  were't  to  have  Death  come, 

And  take  a  fellow  pinn'd  up  like  a  rniflrefs  ! 

About  his  neck  a  ruff,  like  a  pinch'd  lanthorn, 

Which  fchool-boys  make  in  winter  ;  and  his  doublet 

So  clofe  and  pent,  as  if  he  fear'd  one  prifon 

Would  not  be  flrong  enough  to  keep  his  foul  in, 

Bufs  tailor  makes  another  ; 

And  trull  me,  (for  I  know't  when  I  lov'd,  Cupid) 

He  does  endure  much  pain,  for  the  poor  praife 

Of  a  neat-fitting  fuit. 

Cupid.  One  may  be  handfome,  Sir, 
And  yet  not  patn'd,  nor  proud. 

PaJ.  There  you  lie,  Cupid, 
As  bad  as  Mercury  :  There  is  no  handfomenefs, 
But  has  .a  wafli  of  pride  and  luxury. 
And  you  go  there  too,  Cupid,  away,  diflembler! 
Thou  tak'ft  the  deed's  part,  which  befools  us  all  : 

?I  To  a  brown  laker's  chimney.]  We  have  the  iarne  allufion  in 
Shakefpeare's  Hamlet,  where  Opheha,  in  her  diilraclion,  fays,  '  The 
'  owl  was  a  baker's  daughter/  R. 

11  To  bear  the  bird  fometimes  after  twilight."]  The  deficiency  of 
the  meafure  firlt  gave  a  fufpicion  of  fome  lois  in  this  line  :  Jn  the  next 
place  finietimcs  feems  a  degrading  expletive,  which  ha?,  I  believe, 
excluded  a  noble  poetical  image,  it  muft  be  oblerved  that  the  melan 
choly  ht,  which  ends  in  one  of  the  fineli  fongs  that  ever  was  penned, 
is  now  coming  fait  upon  him,  therefore  images  of  folemnity  and  hor 
ror,  though  yet  mixed  with  fome  degree  of  oddity,  begin  to  feize 
him  ;  and  the  reader  will  iee  what  a  iraall  change  ol  letters,  together 
with  the  reitoring  the  monofyllable  which  ieems  to  have  been  acciden 
tally  dropt,  wili  improve  this  into  a  very  fine  one: 
--  he  foall  be  fure  there 
71?  bear  the  nigat-biixTs  fqmmons  aftsr  twilight. 


The  text  being  fenfe,  an  improvement  unwarranted  ought  not  to 
fupeifeue  it  —  1  ue  &W  refers  to  the  oW  mentioned  two  lines  above 

VOL.  X.  Z  Thy 
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Thy  arrow  heads  fhoot  out  Tinners  3? :   Hence,  away  ! 
And  after  thee  I'll  fend  a  powerful  charm, 
Shall  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

Cufid.  Never,  never ! 
I  am  too  fure  thine  own.  [£#//, 

Paf.  \Jings.~]  Hence,  all  you  vain  delights, 
As  fhort  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  fpend  your  folly  ! 
There's  nought  in  this  life  fweet, 
If  man  were  wife  to  fee't, 

But  only  melancholy ; 

Oh,  fweeteft  melancholy  ! 
Welcome,  folded  arms,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A  figh  that  piercing  mortifies, 
A  look  that's  faflen'd  to  the  ground, 
A  tongue  chain'd  up,  without  a  found  ! 

Fountain  heads,  and  pathlefs  groves, 
Places  which  pale  pafTion  loves ! 
Moon-light  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  hous'd,  fave  bats  and  owls  t 

A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  groan  ! 

Thefe  are  the  founds  we  feed  upon; 

T  fly  arrow  heads  fleet  out  Jinners.]  I  believe  every  reader  \vill 
sflent  to  the  change  of  out  to  at ;  but  I  have  ventured  at  a  greater 
change,  and  to  read, 

Thy  arrows  Jhott  ttfiniiers  ; 

.1  xput'gir.g  heads  as  fpiuious,  it  injuring  both  fenfe  r.nd  meaflire,  tlio* 
it  does  i.ot  ablblutely  deitroy  either.  The  way  I  fuppofe  it  to  have 
ciept  into  the  text  is  this.  'Tis  well  known  that  the  moil  common 
trror  of  tranicribers  is  their  taking  a  word  into  a  line  that  belongs  to 
the  next  above  or  below.  I  fuppofe  therefore  the  prompter's  copy  to 
have  accidentally  inferted  deeds  (which  had  no  apollrophe  in  any 
former  edition)  into  this  line,  which  making  abfolute  nonfenfe,  the 
editors  of  the  fir  ft  edition  gave  heads  as  an  emendation.  I  find  that 
JVi'r.  Symplon  thinks  the  deed's  part  unintelligible  as  well  as  the  line  I 
have  amended.  I  am  lurpriled  that  a  married  man  mould  be  at  a  lofs 
to  know  what^ViY/  Cupid  incited  to.  Seiuard. 

We  arc  rot  fatisfied  with  Sevvard's  alteration,  particularly  his  obli- 
reratiou  of  ifuns  :  Thy  anow  beads  Jhoot  out  finners,  might  mean  to 
conrii.ue  the  icle.i  of  Cupiu's  taking  the  deed's  part,  and  fay  that  his 
aat  ts  jhvt  fat  tb  Jin. 

Then 
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Then  ftretch  our  bones  in  a  flill  gloomy  valley : 
Nothing's  fo  dainty  fweet3*  as  lovely  melancholy. 

[Exif. 

JLnter  at  another   door  Lapef,    tie  Cupid's   Brothers 
watching  bis  coming. 

j  Bro.  So,  fo  !   the  woodcock's  ginn'd  :  Keep  this 

door  faft,  Brother. 
2  Bro.  Pll  warrant  this. 

1  Bro.  I'll  go  incenfe  him  inftantly  $ 
I  know  the  way  to't. 

2  Bro.  Will't  not  be  too  foon, 

Think  you,  and  make  two  fits  break  into  one  ? 

i  Bro.  Pho  !  no,  no  •,  the  tail  of  his  melancholy 
Is  always  the  head  of  his  anger,  and  follows 
As  clofe  as  the  report  follows  the  powder. 

Lapet.  This  is  the  appointed  place,  and  the  hour's 

ftruck. 

If  I  can  get  fecurity  for's  truth, 
J41  never  mind  his  honefty  :  Poor  worm  ! 
I  durft  lay  him  by  my  wife,  which  is  a  benefijt: 
Which  many  mailers  ha'  not :  I  mall  ha'  no  maid 
Now  got  with-child,  but  what  I  get  myfelf, 
And  that's  no  fmall  felicity  •,  in  mcft  places 
They're  got  by  th'  men,  and  put  upon  the  matters : 
Nor  fhall  I  be  refitted  when  I  ftrike, 
For  he  can  hardly  ftand  •'  thefe  are  great  blefllngs  ! 

PaJ.  [within.']  I  want  rriy  food  ^  deliver  me  a  varlet ! 

Lapet.  How  now  !  from  whence  comes  that  ? 

PaJ.  I  am  allow'd  a  carcafe  to  infult  on  : 
Where  is  the  villain  ? 

Lapet.  He  means  not  me,  I  hope. 

Paf.  My  maintenance,  rafcals  !  my  bulk  3*3  my  ex 
hibition  ! 

U  Nothing's  fo  dainty — ]  Milton  certainly  took  many  of  his  fenti- 
ments  in  his  //  Penforofo  irom  this  fong.  We  have  here  the  plan 
which  is  there  drawn  out  into  larger  dimenfion?,  and  is  one  of  the 
fineft  poetic  buildings  that  England  has  to  boafl  of.  Senuard. 

?5  Bulk.']  One  oYthe  fignifications  affixed  to  this  word  by  Skinner, 
jn  his  Etymologicon.  is  '  ft«ter9bbtc  Hifp.  Bucht,  Ventriculusanima- 
•  lis,  Bclg.  Bulcke,  Thorax.'  R. 

L  <2 
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Lfifet.  Blefs  us  ail  ! 
What  names  are  thefe  ?  'Would  I  were  gone  again  ! 


*rbe  PaJJi-onatc  Lord  enters  in  fury  with  a 

Paf.  \JngsJ]  A  curfe  upon  thee,  for  a  flave  ! 
Art  thou  here,  and  heard  ft  me  rave  ?• 
Fly  not  fparkles  from  mine  eye, 
To  (hew  my  indignation  nigh  *6  ? 
.Am  I  not  all  foam  and  fire, 
With  voice  as  hoarfe  as  a  town-crier  ? 
How  my  back  opes  and  (huts  together 
With  fury,  as  old  mens'  with  weather! 
Couldit  thou  not  hear  my  teeth  gnafh  hither  ? 

Ltrpet.  No,  truly,  Sir;  I  thought  it  had  been  a  fquirral 
{Shaving  a  hazel-nut. 

Paf.  Death,  hell,  fiends,  and  darknefs  ? 
I  will  thrafh  thy  mangy  carcafe, 

Lapet.  Oh,  fweet  Sir  ! 

pe<j.  There  cannot  be  too  many  tortures 
Spent  upon  thofe  loufy  quarters. 

Lapet.  Hold  !—  oh  !  [Falls  down  for  dead. 

Paf.  Thy  bones  fhall  rue,  thy  bones  (hall  rue  ! 
Thou  nafly,  fcurvy,  mungrel  toad, 

Mifchief  en  thee  ! 

Light  upon  the$ 

All  the  plagues 

That  can  confound  thee, 
Or  did  ever  reign  abroad  ! 
Better  a  thou  land  lives  it  cod, 
Than  have  brave  anger  ipilt  or  loft.  [£#//% 

Lapct.  May  I  open  mine  eyes  yet,  and  fafcly  peep? 
ril  try  a  groan  firil  :  Oh!  —  Jvlay  then,  he's  gone. 
There  was  no  other  po.licy  but  to.  die  •, 

1*  To  fiei-v  my  indignation  High?]  /.  e.  The  effecis  of  inflignition 
in  heating  the  ifirft  he  could  meet  with.  Mr.  Symplon  thinks  we 
fbtuul^  jre.id  hi^^  which  is  indeed  good  fcnfe,.  but  not  neceiT^y. 

Sc~a.ar/J 

He, 
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He  would  ha'  made  me  elie.     Ribs,  are  you  fore  ? 
I  was  ne'er  beaten  to  a  tune  before. 

Enter  the  Two  Brothers. 

i  Bro.  Lapet ! 

Lapet.  Agairt  ?  [Falls  again* 

I  Bro.  Look,  look  !  he's  Rat  again, 
And  (tretch'd  out  like  a  code ;  a  handful  longer 
Than  he  walks,  truft  me,  Brother* — Why,  Lapet  !— 
I  hold  my  life  we  lhall  not  get  him  fpeak  now.-«- 
Monfieur  Lapet ! — It  muft  be  a  privy  token> 
If  any  thing  fetch  him,  he's  fo  far  gene.— 
We  come  to  pafs  our  words  for  your  man's  truth. 

Lapet*  Oh,  gentlemen,  ye're  welcome  !   I've  besrt 
thram'd,  i'  faith, 

iBro.  How!   thram'd,  Sir? 

Lapet.  Never  was  Shrove-Tuefday  bird 
So  cudgell'd,  gentlemen. 

i  Bro*  Pray  how  ?  by  whom,  Sir  ? 

Lapet.  Nay,  that  I  know  not. 

I  Bro.  Not  who  did  this  wrong  ? 

Lapet.  Only  a  thing  dame  like  a  warlike  fong. 

I  Bro.  What,  beaten  with  a  fong  ? 

Lapet.  Never  more  tightly,   gentlemen  : 
Such  crotchets  happen  now  and  then  -,  methinks^ 
He  that  endures  well,  of  all  waters  drinks,  [Exeunt, 


ACT     IV.         SCENE 


Enter  Soldier  and  Fir  ft  Gentleman, 

Sold.  "\  7  ES,  yes ;  this  was  a  madman,  Sir,  with 

X     A  Paflionate  Madman, 
i  Gent.  Who  would  ha*  look'd  for  this,  Sir  ? 
Sold.  And  muft  be  privileg'd  j  a  pox  privilege  him  ! 
I  was  never  fo  dry-beaten  fmce  I  was  born, 

Z  3  And 
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And  by  a  litter  of  rogues,  mere  rogues  •>  the  whole 

twenty 

Had  not  above  nine  elbows  'mongft  'em  all  too ; 
And  the  rngft  part  of  thofe  left-handed  rafcals, 
The  very  vomit,  Sir,  of  hofpitals, 
Bridewells,  and  fpital-houfes ;  fuch  nafty  fmellers , 
That  if  they'd  been  unfurnifh'd  of  club-truncheons. 
They  might  have  cudgell'd  me  with  their  very  ftink3 
It  was  fo  flrong  and  fturdy :  And  lhall  this, 
This  filthy  injury,  be  fet  off  with  madnefs  ? 

i  Gent.  Nay,  take  your  own  blood's  counfel,  Sir, 

hereafter ; 

I'll  deal  no  further  in't:  If  you  remember, 
It  was  not  come  to  blows,  when  I  advis'd  you* 
Sold.  No;  but  I  ever  faid  'twould  come  to  fome* 

thing ; 

And  'tis  upon  me,  thank  him  !  Were  he  kin 
To  all  the  mighty  emperors  upon  earth, 
He  has  not  now  in  life  three  hours  to  Reckon ! 
I  watch  but  a  free  time. 

Enter  Shamont. 

1  Gent.  Your  noble  brother,  Sir.     I'll  leave  you 
now.  [Exit. 

Sham.  Soldier^ I  would  I  could  perfaade  my  thoughts 
From  thinking  thee.  a  brother,  as  I  can 
jyiy  tongue  from  naming  on't !  Thou  haft  no  friend 

here, 
But  Fortune  and  thy  own  ftrength ;  truft  to  them  I 

Sold.  How!  what's  the  incitement,  Sir37? 

Sham.  Treachery  to  Virtue, 
Thy  treachery,  thy  faithlefs  circumvention. 
Has  Honouf  fo  few  daughters,  (never  fewer !} 
And  mu ft  thoii  aim  thy  treachery  at  the  beft  ?  t 
The  very  front  of  Virtue  ?  that  blefs'd  lady, 
The  Duke's  fitter  ? 
Created  more  for  Admiration's  caufe, 

?7  Ss/J.  Ho-*!  what's,  &V.]  This  line  is  reilored  from  the  firft 
folio-., 

Thaa 
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Than  for  Love's  ends;  whofe  excellency  fparkJes 
JVtore  in  divinity,  than  mortal  beauty; 
And  as  much  difference  'twixt  her  mind  and  body, 
As  'twixt  this  earth's  poor  centre  and  the  fun : 
And  couldft  thou  be  fo  injurious  to  fair  goodnefs, 
Once  to  attempt  to  court  her  down  to  frailty  ? 
Or  put  her  but  in  mind  that  there  is  weaknefs, 
Sin,  and  defire,  which  fhe  fhould  never  hear  of? 
Wretch,  th'haft  committed  worfe  than  facrilege, 
In  the  attempting  on't,  and  ought'ft  to  die  for't ! 

Sold.  I  rather  ought  to  do  my  beft  to  live,  Sir. 
Provoke  me  not !  for  I've  a  v/rong  fits  on  me, 
That  makes  me  apt  for  mifchief :  I  fhall  lofe 
All  refpects  fuddenly  of  friendfhip,  brotherhood, 
Or  any  found  that  way  ! 

Sham*  But  'ware  me  mo  ft ; 
For  I  come  with  a  two-edg'd  injury, 
Both  my  difgrace,  and  thy  apparent  falfhood ! 
Which  muft  be  dangerous. 

Sold.  I  courted  her,  Sir : 
Love  ftarve  me  with  delays,  when  I  confefs  it  not ! 

Sham.  There's  nothing  then  but  death 
Can  be  a  penance  fit  for  that  confeffion. 

Sold.  But  far  from  any  vicious  taint. 

Sham.  Oh,  Sir, 
Vice  is  a  mighty  ftranger  grown  to  courtfhip. 

Sold.  Nay,  then,  the  fury  of  my  wrong  light  on  theei 

Enter  Firfl  Gentleman,  and  others. 

i  "Gent.  Forbear !  the  Duke's  at  hand ; 
Here,  hard  at  hand,  upon  my  reputation  ! 

Sold.  I  muft  do  fomething  now.  [Exit. 

Sham.  I'll  follow  you  clofe,  Sir. 

i  G^/.We  muft  entreat  you  muft  not;  for  the  Duke 
Defires  fome  conference  with  you. 

Sham.  Let  me  go, 
As  ye  are  gentlemen  ! 

a  Gent.  Faith,  we  dare  not,  Sir* 

Skam.  Dare  ye  be  falfe  to  honour,  and  yet  dare  not 
Z4  Do 
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Do  a  man  juftice  ?  Give  me  leave ! 

i  Gent.  Good  fweet  Sir! 
H'has  fent  twice  for  you. 

Sham.  Is  this  brave,  or  manly  ? 

1  Gent.  I  prithee,  be  conform'd  ! 
Sham.  Death 

Enter  Duke. 

2  Gent.  Peace!  he's  come,  in  troth. 
c^w.Ohjhave  you  betray'd  me  to  myfhame  afrefh? 

How  am  I  bound  to  loath  you  I 

Duke.  Shamont,  welcome ! 
I  fent  twice. 

i  Gent.  But,  my  lord,  he  never  heard  on't. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  him  for  his  falfenefs  !  I  did,  Sir, 
Both  times  :  I'd  rather  be  found  rude,  than  faithlefs. 

Duke.  I  love  that  bluntnefs  dearly:  H'has  no  vice  5 
But  is  more  manly  than  fome  other's  virtue, 
That  lets  it  out  only  for  fhow  or  profit. 

Sbam.  Will't  pleafe  you  quit  me,  Sir  ?  I've  urgent 
bufmefs ! 

Duke.  Come,  you're  fo  hafty  now !  I  fent  for  you 
To  a  better  end. 

Sham.  And  if  it  be  an  end, 
Better  or  worfe,  I  thank  your  goodnefs  for't. 

Duke.  I've  ever  kept  that  bounty  in  condition, 
And  thankfulnefs  in  blood,  which  well  becomes 
Both  prince  and  fubjeft,  that  where  any  wrong 
Bears  my  impreflion,  or  the  hafty  figure 
Of  my  repented  anger,  I'm  a  law 
Ev'n  to  myfelf,  and  doom  myfelf  moil  flridUy 
To  juftice,  and  a  noble  fatisfadlion  : 
So  that  what  you,  in  tendernefs  of  honour, 
Conceive  to  be  lofs  to  you,  which  is  nothing 
But  curious  opinion,  I'll  reftore  again, 
Altho'  I  give  you  the  beft  part  of  Genoa, 
And  take  to  boot  but  thanks  for  your  amends?. 

Sham.  Oh,  miferable  fatisfaclion  ! 
Ten  times  more  wretched  than  the  wrong  itfelfl 

Never 
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Never  was  ill  better  made  good  with  worfe  1 

Shall  it  be  faid,  that  my  pofterity 

Shall  live  the  fole  heirs  of  their  father's  Ihame  ? 

And  raife  their  wealth  and  glory  from  my  (tripes  ? 

You  have  provided  nobly,  bounteous  Sir, 

For  my  difgrace,  to  make  it  live  for  ever, 

Out-lafting  brafs  or  marble  ! 

This  is  my  fear's  conftru&ion,  and  a  deep  one, 

Which  neither  argument  nor  time  can  alter : 

Yet,  I  dare  fwear,  I  wrong  your  goodnefs  in't,  Sir, 

And  the  mod  fair  intent  on't ;  which  I  reverence 

With  admiration,  that  in  you,  a  prince, 

Should  befo  fweet  and  temperate  a  condition, 

To  offer  to  reilore  where  you  may  ruin, 

And  do't  with  juftice  j  and  in  me,  a  fervant, 

So  harfh  a  difpofition,  that  I  cannot 

Forgive  where  I  fliould  honour,  and  am  bound  to't. 

But  I  have  ever  had  that  curiofity  j8 

In  blood,  and  tendernefs  of  reputation, 

Such  an  antipathy  againfb  a  blow — 

I  cannot  fpeak  the  reft  !  good  Sir,  difcharge  me  ! 

It  is  not  fit  that  I  fliould  ferve  you  more, 

Nor  come  fo  near  you  :  I'm  made  now  for  privacy, 

And  a  retir'd  condition  ;  that's  my  fuit, 

To  part  from  court  for  ever,  my  laft  fuit; 

And,  as  you  profefs  bounty,  grant  me  that,  Sir ! 

Duke.  I  would  deny  thee  nothing. 

Sham.  Health  reward  you,  Sir  !  [Exit. 

Duke.  He's  gone  again  already,  and  takes  hold 

38  But  I  ba<ve  ever  bad  that  curiofity.]  Curiojjty  has  both  in  thefe 
Authors  andbhiktfpeare  been  ib  often  put  where  court ejy  has  Teemed 
to  the  editors  of  both  the  better  word,  chat  I  begin  to  douht  whether 
we  have  not  all  been  wrong  in  making  the  change,  as  in  Lear, 

« permit 

'  The  curiojity  of  nations  to  deprive  me.' 

J  cannomow  recoiled  where  it  lu:s  been  altered  in  this  edition.  The're 
is  certainly  a  tolerable  idea  to  be  affixed  to  it,  particularly  in  the  paffage 
above,  fo  that  I'll  change  it  no  more.  Sevuard. 

As  curiofay  has  not  only  '  a  tolerable  idea  affixed  to  it/  but  is  par 
ticularly  exprefiive  here,  we  cannot  think  Mr.  Reward  has  diljplayed 
auy  courtelv  in  not  altering  ic. 
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Of  any  opportunity  :  Not  riches 

Can  purchafe  him,  nor  honours,  peaceably, 

And  force  were  brutifh.    What  a  great  worth's  gone 

with  him ! 

And  but  a  gentleman  ?  Well,  for  his  fake, 
I'll  ne'er  offend  more  c  thofe  I  cannot  make  ;' 
They  were  his  words,  and  lhall  be  dear  to  memory. 
Say,  I  defire  to  fee  him  once  again. 
Yet  ftay  !  he's  fo  well  forward  of  his  peace, 
'Twere  pity  to  difturb  him  :  He  would  groan 
Like  a  foul  fetch'd  again,  and  that  were  injury; 
And  I've  wrong'd  his  degree  too  much  already. 
Call  forth  the  gentlemen  of  our  chamber  inftantly ! 

i  Serv.  [within.'}  I  fhall,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I  may  forget  again, 
And  therefore  will  prevent :  The  ftrain  of  this 
Troubles  me  fo,  one  would  not  hazard  more. 

Enter  Firft  Gentleman  and  divers  others. 

1  Gent.  Your  will,  my  lord  ? 
Duke.  Yes,  I  difcharge  you  all. 

2  Gent.  My  lord 

Duke.  Your  places  fhall  be  otherwife  difpos'd  of* 

4  Gent.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Reply  not !  I  difmifs  yon  all : 
You're  gentlemen;  your  worths  will  find  you  fortunes; 
Nor  ihall  your  farewell  tax  me  of  ingratitude. 
I'll  give  you  all  noble  remembrances, 
As  teftimonies  'gainfl  reproach  and  malice, 
That  you  departed  lov'd. 

3  Cent.  This  is  mod  ftrange,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  But  how   is  your  Grace  furnilh'd,    thefe 
difmifs'd  ? 

Duke.  Seek  me  out  grooms, 
Men 'more  infenfible  of  reputation, 
Lefs  curious  and  precjfe  in  terms  of  honour  $ 
That,  if  my  anger  chance  let  fall  a  ftroke, 
As  we're  all  fubjeci:  to  impetuous  pafuons, 
Yet  it  may  pafs  unmurmur'd,  undifputed, 
And  not  with  braver  fury  profecutcd.  [£#& 

i  Gent. 
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i  Gent.  It  lhall  be  done,  my  lord. 

3  Gent.  Know  you  the  caufcj  Sir  ? 

i  Gent,  Not  I,  kind  gentlemen,  but  by  conjedures  j 
And  fo  much  fhall  be  yours  when  you  pleafe* 

4  Gent.  Thanks,  Sir  i 

3  Gent.  We  lhall  i'th'  mean  time  think  ourfelves 

guilty 

Of  fome  foul  fault,  thro'  ignorance  committed* 
i  Gent.  No,  'tis  not  that*  nor  that  way. 

4  Gent.  For  my  part, 

I  fhall  be  difmherited,  I  know  fo  much. 

l  Gent.  Why,  Sir  ?  for  what  ? 

4  Gent.  My  fire's  of  a  fbrange  humour; 
He'll  form  faults  for  me,  and  then  fwear  'em  mine  i 
And  commonly  the  firft  begins  with  lechery  ^ 
He  knows  his  own  youth's  trefpafs. 

I  Gent-.  Before  you  go, 
I'll  come  and  take  my  leave,  and  tell  you  all,  Sirs. 

3  Gent.  Thou  wert  ever  juft  and  kind.  [Ext+ 

i  Gent.  That's  my  poor  virtue.  Sir  ; 
And  parcel  valiant39-,  but  it's  hard  to  be  perfect:: 
The  chufing  of  thefe  fellows  now  will  puzzle  me, 
Horribly  puzzle  me;  and  there's  no  judgment 
Goes  true  upon  man's  outfide,  there's  the  miichief. 
He  mud  be  touch'd,  and  tried,  for  gold  or  drofs  ; 
There  is  no  other  way  for't,  and  that's  dangerous  too  : 
But  fmce  I'm  put  in  truft,  I  will  attempt  it; 
The  Duke  mall  keep  one  daring  man  about  him. 

Enter  a  Gallant. 

Soft  !  v/ho  comes  here  ?  A  pretty  bravery  this  ! 
Every  one  goes  fo  like  a  gentleman, 
"Tis  hard  to  find  a  difference,  but  by  the  touch. 
I'll  try  your  metal  fure.  [Strikes  kirn* 

Gal.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

1  Gent.  Nay,  an  you  underftand  it  not,  I  do  riot. 

Gal.  Yes  ;  'would  you  fhould  well  know  !  . 
I  Underftand  it  for  a  box  o'th'  ear,  Sir. 


J9  Jbtd  parcil  valiant  jj  i.  e.  ii>  purr,  or  partly  valiant. 

I  C 
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i  Gent.  And,  o'  my  troth,  that's  all  I  gave  it  for. 

Gal.  'Twere  bed  it  be  fo  ! 

i  Gent.  This  is  a  brave  coward, 
A  jolly  threat'ning  coward  ;  he  fhall  be  captain. 
Sir,  let  me  meet  you  an  hour  hence  i'th'  lobby. 

Gal.  Meet  you  ?  the  world  might  laugh  at  me  then, 
i'faith. 

i  Gent,  Lay  by  your  fcorn  and  pride  (they're  fcurvy 

qualities) 

And  meet  me  ;  or  I'll  box  you  while  I  have  you, 
And  carry  you  gambril'd  thither  like  a  mutton. 

Gal.  Nay,  an  you  be  in  earned,  here's  my  hand  j 
I  will  not  fail  you. 

i  Gent.  'Tis  for  your  own  good: — ~ * 

Gal.  Away ! 

i  Gent.  Too  much  for  your  own  good,  Sir,  a  pox 
on  you  ! 

Gal.  I  prithee  curfe  me  all  day  long  fo* 

I  Gent.  Hang  you  ! 

Gal.  I'll  make  him  mad ;    he's  loth  to  curfe  too 

much  to  me. 

Indeed  I  never  yet  took  box  o'th'  eaf, 
But  it  redounded,  I  mud  needs  fay  fo — — < 

i  Gent.   Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Gal.  Curfe,  curfe,  and  then  I  go. — 
Look  how  he  grins !   I've  anger'd  him  to  th'  kidnies. 

[Exit. 

i  Gent.  Was  ever  fuch  a  prigging  coxcomb  feen  ? 
One  might  have  beat  him  dumb  now  in  this  humour, 

Enter  a  Plain  Fellow. 

And  he'd  ha5  grin'd  it  out  dill.     Oh,  here's  one 
Made  to  my  hand,  methinks  looks  like  a  craven40: 
Lefs  pains  will  ferve  his  trial  •,  fome  (light  juftle, 

4°  Craven  \]   i.e.   a  coward.     So,  in  Philafter,   vol.  i.  p.  163, 

lljoitrt  a  craven,   I  warrant. 
Again,  in  Henry  V.  aft  iv.  fc.  vii. 

*  Is  it  fit  this  foldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

4  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe.'  R. 

TV/. 
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pel.  How  !  Take  you  that.  Sir-,  and  if  that  content 

you  not 

i  Gent.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir  ;  I  defire  no  more. 
FeL  I  think  you  need  not  -,   for  you  have  not  loft 
by't.  [Exit. 

I  Gent.    Who  would  ha'  thought  this  would  have 

prov'd  a  gentleman  ? 

HI  never  truft  long  chins  and  little  legs  agajn ; 
Til  know 'em  fare  for  gentlemen  hereafter: 
A  griftle  but  in  fhow,  but  gave  his  cuff 
With  fuch  a  fetch,  and  reach  of  gentry, 
As  if  h'  had  had  his  arms  before  the  flood. 
I've  took  a  villainous  hard  tafk  upon  me, 
Now  I  begin  to  have  a  feeling  on't. 

Enter  Lapet,  and  Clown  bisfervant,  and  Jo  habited. 
Oh,  here  comes  a  tried  piece :  Now  the  reform'd  kick  ! 
The  millions  of  punches,  fpurns  and  nips 
That  he  has  endur'd  !  His  buttock's  all  black  lead; 
He's  half  a  Negro  backward  \  he  was  pail  a  Spaniard 
In  Eighty-eight,  and  more  ^Egyptian  like: 
His  table  and  his  book  come  both  out  fhortly, 
And  all  the  cowards  in  the  town  expe<5t  it. 
So,  if  I  fail  of  my  full  number  now,  * 

1  fhall  be  lure  to  find  'em  at  church  corners, 
\VhereDives  and  the  fuff'ring  ballads  hang41. 

Lafef.  Well,  fince  thou'rt  of  fo  mild  a  temper,  of 
So  meek  a  fpirit,  thou  mayil  live  with  me, 
Till  better  times  do  frnile  on  thy  deierts. — 
I'm  glad  I  am  got  home  again. 

Clown.  I'm  happy 
In  your  fervice,  Sir;  you'll  keep  me  from  the  hofpital. 

La$et.  So !   bring  me  the  lafl  proof;    this  is  cor 
rected. 

Clown.  Ay,  you're  too  full  of  your  correction,  Sir. 

f   ^he  Jujfring  ballads  ;]  i.e.  We  fuppofe,  gallows  poetry. 
,  in  Rowley's  Noble  Spanifti  Souldier,   1634, 
'   '1  lie  king  !   fhquld  1  be  bitter  'gainft  the  king, 
f   J  fnall  have  icurvy  baiiads  made  of  me, 
*  Sur.g  to  the  baff£t*g  tune?  ^. 
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Lapet.  Look  I  have  perfed  books  within  this  half- 
hour  ! 

Clown.  Yes,  Sir. 

Lapet.  Bid  him  put  all  the  thumps  in  Pica  Roman, 
And  with  great  T's,  you  vermin,  as  thumps  fhould  be. 

Clown.  Then  in  what  letter  will  you  have  you* 
kicks  ? 

Lapet.  All  in  Italica ,  your  backward  blows 
AH  in  Iialicay  you  hermaphrodite  ! 
When  fhall  I  teach  you  wit  ? 

Clown.  Oh,  let  it  alone, 
*Till  you  have  fome  yourfelf,  Sir ! 

Lapet.  You  mumble  ? 

Clown.  The  victuals  are  lock'4  up;  I'm  kept  from 
mumbling.  [Exit. 

Lapet.   He  prints  my  blows  upon  pot-paper  too, 

the  rogue ! 
Which  had  been  proper  for  fome  drunken  pamphlet. 

*  Gent.  Monfieur  Lapet !  How  the  world  rings  of* 

you,  Sir ! 
Your  name  founds  far  and  near. 

Lapet.  A  good  report  it  bears, 
For  an  enduring  name. 

i  Gknt.  What  luck  have  you,  Sir ! 

Lapet.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

i  Gent.  I'm  but  thinking  on't ! 
I've  heard  you  wifh  this  five  year  for  a  place ; 
Now  there's  one  fall'n,  and  freely  without  money  too  $ 
And  empty  yet,  and  yet  you  cannot  have't. 

Lapet.  No  ?  what's  the  reafon  r  I'll  give  money  for't, 
father  than  go  without,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  That's  not  it,  Sir : 
The  troth  is,  there's  no  gentleman  muft  have  it, 
Either  for  love  or  money  -,  'tis  decreed  fo  : 
I  was  heartily  lorry  when  I  thought  upon  you ; 
Had  you  not  been  a  gentleman,  I  tiad  fitted  you. 

Lapet.  Who  ?  I  a  gentleman  ?  a  pox,  I'm  none,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  How !  . 

Lspct.  How!  why,  did  you  ever  think  I  was  ? 

i  (jcnt.  What!  not  a    entleman? 
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Lapet.  I  would  thou'dft  put  it  upon  me,  i'faith ! 
Did  not  any  grandfather  cry  cony-fkins  ? 
My  father  aqua-vit^e  ?•  a  hot  gentleman  ! 
All  this  I  fpeak  on,  i'  your  time  and  memory  too  5 
Only  a  rich  uncle  died,  and  left  me  chattels : 
You  know  all  this  fo  well  too  ! 

i  Gent.  Pray  excufe  me,  Sir ! 
Ha'  not  you  arms  ? 

Lapet.  Yes ;  a  poor  couple  here, 
That  ferve  to  thruft  in  wild-fowl. 

i  Gent.  Herald's  arms, 

Symbols  of  gentry,  Sir  ;  you  know  my  meaning  j 
They  have  been  fhewn  and  feen. 

Lapet.  They  have  ? 

i  Gent.  Ay,  fex,  have  they. 

Lapet.Why,  I  corifefs,  at  my  wife's  inftigation  once, 
(As  women  love  thefe  herald's  kickfhaws  naturally) 
I  bought  'em ;  but  what  are  they,  think  you  ?  puffs. 

i  Gent.  Why,  that's  proper  to  your  name,  being 

Lapet  y 
Which  is  La  fart)  after  the  Englifh  letter. 

Lapet.  The  herald,  Sir,  had  much  ado  to  find  it. 

i  Gent.  And  can  you  blame  him  ? 
Why,  'tis  the  only  thing  that  puzzles  the  devil. 

Lapet.  At  laft,  he  look'd  upon  my  name  again ; 
And  having  well  compared  it,  this  he  gave  me; 
The  two  cholics  playing  upon  a  wind-inftrument. 

i  Gent.  An  excellent  proper  one  !  But,  I  pray  tell 

me, 

How  does   he   exprefs   the  cholics  ?   they're  hard 
things. 

Lapet.  The  cholics  ?  with  hot  trenchers  at  their 

bellies; 
There's  nothing  better,  Sir,  to  blaze  a  cholic. 

i  Gent.  And  are  not  you  a  gentleman  by  this,  Sir  ? 

Lapet.  No  •,  I  difclaim't ! 
No  belly-ache  upon  earth  fliall  make  me  one ; 
He  fhall  not  think  to  put  his  gripes  upon  me, 
And  .wring  out  gentry  fo,  and  ten  pound  firft, 

If 
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If. the  wind-in ftrument  will  make  my  wife  one, 
Let  her  enjoy't,  for  fhe  was  a  harper's  grand-child  ! 
But,  Sir,  for  my  particular,  I  renounce  it. 
*  Gent.  Or  to  be  call 'd for 
Lapet.  Ay,  Sir,  or  imagined. 
i  Gent.  None  fitter  for  the  place  :   Give  me  thy 

hand  ! 
Lapet.  A  hundred  thoufand  thanks,  befide  a  bribe, 

Sir  ! 
i  Gent.  You  muft  take  heec|  of  thinking  toward  a 

gentleman  now. 
^apet.  Pifh  !  I  am  not  mad,  I  warrant  you  !  Nay, 

more,  Sir; 

If  one  fhould  twit  me  i'th*  teeth  that  I  am  a  gentleman, 
Twit  me  their  word,  I  am  but  one  fince  Lammas ; 
That  I  can  prove,  if  they  would  fee  my  heart  out. 
I  Gent.  Marry,  in  any  cafe,  keep  me  that  evidence. 

'Enter  Clown. 

Lapet.  Here  comes  my  fervant :  Sir,  Galofhio 
Has  not  his  name  for  nought ;  he  will  be  trod  upon. 
What  fays  my  printer  now  ? 

Clown.  Here's  your  lad  proof,  Sir ; 
Yon  lhall  have  perfect  books  now  in  a  twinkling. 

Lapet.  Thefe  marks  are  ugly. 

Clown.  He  fays,  Sir,  they're  proper ; 
Blows  fhoiild  have  marks,orelfe  they 're  nothing  worth. 

Lapet.  But  why  a  peel-crow  here  ? 

Clown.  I  told  'em  fo,  Sir : 
A  fcare-crow  had  been  better. 

Lapet.  How,  flave  !-—  Look  you,  Sir! 
Pid  not  I  fay,  this  wherit  and  this  bob> 
Should  be  both  Pica  Roman. 

Clown.  SofaidI,  Sir  \ 

Both  picked  Romans >  and  he  has  made  'em  Welfh  bills. 
Indeed,  I  know  not  what  to  make  on  'em. 

Lapet.  Heyday  !  a.Joufey  Italica  ? 

Clown.  Yes,  that  may  hold,  Sir: 
is  a  bo'aa  roba\  fo  is  fops  too. 

tapct. 
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Lapet.  But  why  Hands  baftinado  fo  far  off  here  ? 
Clown.  Alas,  you  muft  allow  him  room  to  lay  about 

him,  Sir. 
Lapet.  Why  lies  thisfpurn  lower  than  that^«r^ 

Sir? 
Clown.  Marry,  this  fignifies  one  kick  down  flairs, 

Sir, 

The  other  in  a  gallery :  I  afk'd  him  all  thefe  queftions. 
i  Gent.  Ybur  book's  name  ?  prithee,  Lapet,  mind 

me !  , 
You  never  told  me  yet. 

Lapet.  Marry,  but  fhall,  Sir: 
*ris  call'd  The  Uprifing  of  the  Kick, 
And  The  Downfal  of  the  Duello. 

i  Gent.   Bring  that  to  pafs,  you'll  prove  a  happy 

member, 

And  do  your  country  fervice  :  Your  young  bloods 
Will  thank  you  then,  when  they  fee  fourfcore. 

Lapet.  I  hope 

To  fave  .my  hundred  gentlemen  a-month  by't ; 
Which  will  be  very  good  for  the  private  houfe. 
Clown.  Look  you!  yourTable's  finiftYd,  Sir,  already. 
Lapet.  Why  then>  behold  my  mafter-piece  !  See, 

fet,  Sir  5 

Here's  all  your  blows,  and  blow-men  whatfoever, 
Set  in  their  lively  colours,  givers  and  takers. 
i  Gent.  Troth)  wondrous  fine,  Sir ! 
Lapet.  Nay,  but  mark  the  poftures  ! 
The  (landing  of  the  takers  I  admire  more  than  the 

givers : 
They  Hand  fcornfully,  moft  contumelioufly;  I  like 

not  them. 
Oh,  here's  one  caft  into  a  comely  figure. 

Gfown.  My  mailer  means  him  there  that's  caft  down 

headlong. 

Lapet.  How  fweetly  does  this  fellow  take  his  dowft! 
Stoops  like  a  camel,  that  heroic  teaft, 
At  a  great  load  of  nutmegs  :  And  how  meekly 
This  other  fellow  here  receives  his  wberit ! 

VOL.  X.  A  a.  Clown. 
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Clown.  Oh,   mafter,  here's  a  fellow  ftands  mofl: 

gallantly, 

Taking  his  kick  in  private  behind  the  hangings, 
And  raifing  up  his  hips  to't.     But,  oh,  Sir, 
How  daintily  this  man  lies  trampled  on ! 
'Would  I  were  in  thy  place,  whatever  thou  art ! 
How  lovely  he  endures  it ! 

i  Gent.  But  will  not 
Thefe  things,  Sir,  be  hard  to  pra<5tife,  think  you  ? 

Lapet.  Oh,  eafy,  Sir ;  I'll  teach  'em  in  a  dance. 

I  Gent.  How  !  in  a  dance  ? 

Lapet.  I'll  lofe  my  new  place  elfe, 
Whate'er  it  be ;  I  know  not  what  'tis  yet. 

i  Gent.   And  now  you  put  me  in  mind,  I  could 

employ  it  well, 

For  your  grace,  fpecially  :  For  the  Duke's  coufm 
Is  by  this  time  in's  violent  fit  of  mirth ; 
And  a  device  muft  be  fought  out  for  fuddenly, 
To  over-cloy  the  paflion. 

Lapet.  Say  no  more,  Sir  ! 

I'll  fit  you  with  my  fcholars,  new  practitioners, 
Endurers  of  the  time. 

Clown.  Whereof  I  am  one,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  You  carry  it  away  fmooth :   Give  me  thy 
hand,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


ACT      V.        SCENE      I. 


Enter  the  'fwo  Brothers. 

Paf.  [within.]  TT  A,  ha,  ha ! 

£~i    i  Bro.  Hark,  hark  !  how  loud 

his  fit's  grown ! 
Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

1  Bro.  Now  let  our  fifter  lofe  no  time,  but  ply  it 
With  all  the  pov/er  fhe  has ! 

2  Bro.  Her  fhame  grows  big,  brothers 

The 
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The  Cupid's  lhape  will  hardly  hold  it  longer; 
'Twould  take  up  half  an  ell  of  cheyney  damalk  more, 
And  all  too  little;  it  flruts  per'loufly; 
There  is  no  tamp'ring  with  thefe  Cupids  longer: 
The  mere  conceit  with  woman-kind  works  ftrong. 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

2,  Bro.  The  laugh  comes  nearer  now ; 
'Twere  good  we  were  not  feen  yet.  {Exeunt  Brothers. 

Enter  PaJJionate  Lord  and  Bafe. 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

And  was  he  baftinado'd  to  the  life  ?    ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  prithee  fay,  lord  general,  how  did  the  rafcals 
Entrench  themfelves  ? 

Bafe.  Moft  deeply,  politicly,  all  in  ditches. 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bafe.  'Tis  thought  he'll  ne'er  bear  arms  i'th'  field 

again  : 
H'has  much  ado  to  lift  'em  to  his  head,  Sir. 

Paf.  I  would  he  had  ! 

Bafe.  On  either  fide  round  truncheons  play'd  fo  thick, 
That  (boulders,  chines,  nay  flanks,  were  paid  to  th' 
quick. 

Paf.  Well  faid,  lord  general !   ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bafe.  But  pray  how  grew  the  difference  firft  be 
twixt  you  ? 

Paf.  There  was  never  any,  Sir;  there  lies  the  jeft, 

man ! 

Only  becaufe  he  was  taller  than  his  brother, 
There's  all  my  quarrel  to  him ;  and  methought 
He  ihould  be  beaten  for't,  my  mind  fo  gave  me,  Sir, 
I  could  not  deep  for't :  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
Another  good  jeft  quickly,  while  'tis  hot  now; 
Let  me  not  laugh  in  vain  !  ply  me,  oh,  ply  me, 
As  you  will  anfwer't  to  my  coufm  Duke  ! 

Bafe.  Alas,  who  has  a  good  jeft  ? 

Paf.  I  fall,  I  dwindle  in't. 

Bafe.  Ten  crowns  for  a  good  jeft  !- — Ha' you  a  good 
jeft,  Sir  ? 

A  a  2  Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  A  pretty  moral  one. 
Bafe.  Let's  ha't,  whatever  It  be  ! 
Serv.  There  comes  a  Cupid 
Drawn  by  fix  fools. 
Bafe.  That's  nothing. 
Paf.  Help  it,  help  it  then  ! 
Bafe.  I  ha*  known  fix  hundred  fools  drawn  by  a 

Cnpid. 
Paf.  Ay,  that,  that,  that's  the  fmarter  moral :  Ha, 

hay  ha  ! 
Now  I  begin  to  be  fong-ripe  methinks. 

Bafe.  I'll  fing  you  a  pleafant  air,  Sir,  before  yc;u 
ebb. 

SONG. 

Paf.  Oh,  how  my  lungs  do  tickle  !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Bafe.  Oh,  how  my  lungs  do  tickle  !  oh,  oh,  ho,  ha! 
Paf.      Set  a  {harp  jeft 

Againft  nly  breaft, 
Then  how  my  lungs  do  tickle ! 
As  nightingales, 
7And  things  in  cambrick  rails, 
Slhg  beft  againft  a  prickle. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Bafe.     Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ha ! 
Paf.  Laugh! 

Bafe.  Laugh ! 

Paf..  Laugh! 

Bafe.  Laugh ! 

Paf.  Wide! 

Bafe.  Loud! 

Paf.  And  vary! 

Bafe.  A  fixiile  is  for  a  fimperirig  novice, 
Paf.        One  that  ne'er  tailed  ^aveare, 
Bafe.  Nor  knows  the  fmack  of  clear  anchovies. 
Paf.        Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
fiafe.       Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho>  ho  I 
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Paf.  A  giggling  waiting-wench  for  me, 

That  fhews  her  teeth  how  white  they  be ! 
Safe.  A  thing  not  fit  for  gravity, 

For  theirs  are  foul  and  hardly  three. 
Paf.       Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Bafe.      Ho,  ho,  ho  i 
Paf.  Democritus,  thou  ancient  fleerer, 

How  I  mifs  thy  laugh,  and  ha-fenfe  41 ! 
Btife.  There  you  nam'd  the  famous  jeerer, 

That  e'er  jeer'd  in  Rorne  or  Atheas. 
Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Bafe.          Ho,  ho,  ho  ! 
Paf.  How  brave  lives  he  that  keeps  a  fool, 

Altho*  the  rate  be  deeper ! 
Safe.  But  he  that  is  his  own  fool,  Sir, 
Does  live  a  great  deal  cheaper. 
Paf.  Sure  I  lhall  burft,  burft,  quite  break, 

Thou  art  fo  witty. 
fafe.  'Tis  rare  to  break  at  court, 

For  that  belongs  to  th'  city. 
Paf.  Ha,  ha !  my  fpleen  is  almoft  worn 

To  the  laft  laughter. 
Safe.  Oh,  keep  a  corner  for  a  friend  ; 

A  jeft  may  come  hereafter. 

Enter  Lapet  and  Clown,  and  four  others,  like  fools, 
dancing,  the  Cupid  leading,  and  bearing  his  table,  and 
holding  it  up  to  Lapet  at  every  Jlrain,  and  atting  the 
pofturej. 

Lapet.  Twinge  all  now  !   twinge,  I  fay  ! 

**  How  I  mifs  thy  laugh,  and  ha'  fmce,]  After  fome  vain  endea 
vours  to  make  out  a  meaning  here,  I  am  forced  to  fubititute  ha-ftnfe9 
inftead  of  ha*  fence,  which  J  own  a  very  odd  expreffion,  yet  I  think 
not  unsuitable  to  rhe  comic  humour  of  the  Cong,  fia  is  the  note  of 
laughter,  and  therefore  ha-fenfe  will  fignify  the  laughing  fenfet  or  the 
fenfe  that  was  contained  in  Democritus 's  laughter.  Democritus,  like 
Epicurus,  taught  that  the  world  was  made  by  chance,  and  that  fouls 
dy'd  with  the  bodies,  and  ufed  to  laugh  at  the  follies  of  men  in  hunt 
ing  fame  and  wealth  with  fo  much  toil  and  trouble,  both  which  they 
fo  foon  inevitably  part  with.  Seward. 

A  a  3  2  Strain. 
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2  Strain. 
Soufe  upon  Soufe. 

3  Strain. 
Donees  fingle. 

4  Strain. 
Juflle  fides. 

5  Strain. 
Knee  belly. 

6  Strain. 
Kickfee  Buttock. 

7  Strain. 
Lapet.  Downderry  ! 

Enter  the  Soldier^  hisfword  drawn. 

Sold.  Not  angry  law,  nor  doors  of  brafs,  fhall  keep 

me 

From  my  wrong's  expiation  !   To  thy  bowels 
I  return  my  difgrace ;  and  after  turn 
My  face  to  any  death  that  can  be  fentenc'd.     [Exit. 
Bafe.  Murder !  oh,  murder !  flop  the  murderer  there! 
Lapet,  I'm  glad  he's  gone  !   h'has  almoft  trod  my 

guts  out : 

Follow  him  who  lift  for  me  !  I'll  ha'  no  hand  in't. 
Clown.  Oh,  'twas  your  luck  and  mine  to  befquelch'd, 

matter : 

H'has  ftamp'd  my  very  puddings  into  pancakes. 
Cupid.  Oh,  brothers,  oh,  I  fear  'tis  mortal  !    help, 

oh,  help  ! 

I'm  made  the  wretched'ft  woman  by  this  accident, 
That  ever  love  beguil'd  ! 

Enter  Two  Brothers. 

2  Bro.  We  are  undone,  Brother; 
Our  fhames  arc  too  apparent.     Away,  receptacle 
Of  luxury  and  difhonour  !   rnoft  unfortunate, 
To  make  thyfelf  but  lackey  to  thy  fpoil  4?, 

4J    ...  tnoft  unfortunate, 

To  make  thyfelf  but  lucky  to  thy  fpoil.^   If  there  is  a  fenfe  in 
this  expreflion,  it  has  efcaped  me  j  nor  can  I  hit  on  any  emendation 

very 
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After  thy  fex's  manner  !  —  Lift  him  up,  Brother  : 
He  breathes  no1:  to  our  comfort  ;  he's  too  wafted 
Ever  to  chear  us  more.     A  furgeon  fpeedily  ! 
Hence,  the  unhappieft  that,  e'er  itept  afide  ! 
She'll  be  a  mother,  'fore  fhe's  known  a  bride. 

Cupid.  Thou  hadtl  a  mod  unfortunate  conception, 
Whate'er  thou  prov'ft  to  be  !   In  midft  of  mirth 
Comes  ruin  for  a  welcome  to  thy  birth.          [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  This  is  a  beautiful  life  now  !  Privacy, 
The  fweetnefs  and  the  benefit  of  efTence. 
I  fee  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  Paradife  ; 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love,  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world's  foul  joys,  that  keeps  him  out  on't  : 
For  he  that  lives  retir'd  in  mind  and  fpirit, 
Is  ftill  in  Paradife,  and  has  his  innocence 
Partly  allow'd  for  his  companion  too, 
As  much  as  Hands  with  jultice.     Here  no  eyes 
Shoot  their  marp-pointed  fcorns  upon  my  fhame  : 
They  know  no  terms  of  reputation  here, 
No  punctual  limits,  or  precife  dimenfions  : 
Plain  ddwn-right  honefty  is  all  the  beauty 
And  elegancy  of  life  found  amongft  Qiepherds; 
For  knowing  nothing  nicely,  or  defiring  it, 
Quits  many  a  vexation  from  the  mind, 
With  which  our  quainter  knowledge  doth  abufe  us. 
The  name  of  Envy  is  a  flranger  here, 
That  dries  mens'  bloods  abroad,  robs  health  and  reft: 
Why,  here's  no  fuch  fury  thought  on  •,  no,  nor  falfhood, 
That  brotherly  difeafe,  fellow-like  devil, 
That  plays  within  our  bofom,  and  betrays  us. 

very  fatUfaftory.  If  we  read  lackey  for  lucky  it  may  become  fenfe,  viz. 
To  make  thyfelf  a  lackey,  fervant  or  mini  ft  er  of  thy  o-tvn  fpoil,  a 
thing  ivbich  wanton  women  frequently  do.  I'm  forced  to  fubftitute 
this,  in  the  room  of  lucky,  tho'  not  without  wifhing  to  have  hit  on 
Somethin  more  clear. 


A  a  4  Enter 
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Enter  Firfl  Gentleman. 

j  Gent.  Oh,  are  you  here  ? 

Sham.  La  Nove  !  'tis  ft  range  to  fee  thee. 

I  Gent.  I  ha'  rid  one  horie  to  death,  to  find  you 
out,  Sir. 

Sham.  I  arn  not  to  be  found  of  any  man 
That  Taw  my  fhame,  nor  feen  long. 

i  Gent.  Good,  your  attention  ! 
You  ought  to  be  feen  now,  and  found  out,  Sir, 
If  ever  you  deftre,  before  your  ending, 
To  perform  one  good  office,  nay,  a  dear  one  3, 
Man's  time  can  hardly  match  it. 

Sham.  Be't  as  precious 
As  reputation,  if  it  come  from  court, 
1  will  not  hear  on't. 

%  Qent.  You  muft  hear  of  this,  Sir. 

Sham.  Muft? 

i  Gent.  You  mall  hear  if. 

Sham.  I  love  thec,  that  thou'lt  die. 

i  Gent.  'Twere  nobler  in  me,  than  in  you  living; 

You 

"Will  live  a  murderer,  If  you  deny 
This  office. 

'Sham.  E'en  to  death,  Sir. 

i  GS»*.  Why,  then,  you 
"W ill  kill  your  brother. 

Sham.  How  ? 

i  Gent.  Your  brother,  Sir. 

Bear  witnefs,  Heav'n,  this  man  deftroys  his  brother, 
When  he  may  fave  him ;  his  leaft  breath  may  faye  (lim! 
Can  there  be  wilfuller  deitruftibn  ? 
Me  was  forc'd'to  take  a  moft  unmanly  v/rong, 
Above  the  fufPring  virtue  of  a  foldier  j 
H'has  kiil'd  his  injurer,  a  work  of  honour  ! 
For  which,  unlefs  you  fave  him,  he  dies  fpeedily, 
My  confcience  is  difcharg*d  :  I'm  but  a  friend  ; 
A  brother  fhould  go  forward  where  I  end. 
N  Sham.  Dies  ? 

Say 
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Say  he  be  naught!  that's  nothing  to  my  goodnefs, 

"Which  ought  to  fhine  thro'  ufe,  or  elfe  it  lofes 

The  glorious  name 'tis  known  by.    He's  my  brother j 

lr£t  peace  is  above  blood  :  Let  him  go !  Ay, 

But  where's  the  no  blenefs  of  affection  then  ? 

That  muft  be  car'd  for  too,  or  I'm  imperfect. 

The  fame  blood  that  flood  up  in  wrath  againft  him, 

Now,  in  his  mifery,  runs  all  to  pity  : 

I'd  rather  die  than  fpeak  one  fyliable 

To  favemyfelf ;  but,  liying  as  I  am, 

There's  no  avoiding  on*t  ^  the  world's  humanity 

Expects  it  hourly  from  me.     Curfe  of  Fortune  ! 

I  took  my  leave  fo  well  too — Let  him  die  ! 

'Tis  but  a  brother  loft — So  pleafingly 

And  fwiftly  I  came  off,  'twere  more  than  irkfomenefs, 

f  o  tread  that  path  again  ,  and  I  ihall  never 

Depart  fp  handfomely.     But  then  where's  pofterity  ? 

The  confummatiofi  of  our  houfe  and  name  ? 

I'm  torn  in  pieces  betwixt  love  and  fhame.         [Exit, 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Lafet,  Clown,  Poltrot,  Moulbazon,  and  others, 
the  new  conrf-officers. 

Lapet.  Good  morrow,  fellow  Poltrot 44,  and  Moul- 

bazon  ; 

Cood  morrow,  fellows  all ! 
Polt.  Monfieur  Lapet ! 
Lapet.  Look,  I've  remember'd  you  j  here's  books 

apiece  for  you ! 

MouL  Qh,  Sir,  we  dearly  thank  you. 
Lapet.  So  you  may  ; 

There's  two  impreflions  gone  already,  Sirs, 
Polt.  What !   no '?   in  fo  fhort  a  time  ? 
Lapet.  Tis  as  I  tell  you,  Sir. 
My  Kick  fejls  gallantly,  I  thank  my  ftars. 

Clown.  So  does  your  Table;  you  may  thank  the 
moon  too. 

**  Poltrot.']  Perhaps  it  Ihould  be  Pptirtn* 
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Lapet.  'Tis  the  book  fells  the  Table. 

Clown.  But  'tis  the  bookfeller 
That  has  the  money  for  'em, -I'm  fure  o'  that. 

Lafet.  'Twill  much  enrich  the  company  of  Sta 
tioners  ; 

*Tis  thought  'twill  prove  a  lafting  benefit, 
Like  the  Wife  Matters 45,  and  the  Almanacks, 
The  Hundred  Novels46,  and  the  Book  of  Cookery: 
For  they  begin  already  to  engrofs  it, 
And  make  it  a  (lock-book,  thinking  indeed 
'Twill  prove  too  great  a  benefit  and  help 
For  one  that's  new  fet  up  :  They  know  their  way\ 
And  make  him  warden  e'er  his  beard  be  grey. 

MouL  Is't  poffible  fuch  virtue  fhould  lie  hid, 
And  in  fo  little  paper  ? 

Lapet.  How  [  why,  there  was  the  Carpenter, 
An  unknown  thing  ;  an  odoriferous  pamphlet, 
Yet  no  more  paper,  by  all  computation, 
Than  Ajax  Telamon  would  ufe  at  once  ; 
Your  Herring  prov'd  the  like47,  able  to  buy 
Another  Fiftier's  Folly,  and  your  Pafquil48 
Went  not  below  the  Mad-Caps  of  that  time  •, 
And  (hall  my  elaborate  Kick  come  behind,  think  you  ? 
Clown.  Yes,  it  muft  come  behind  -9  'tis  in  Italica  too, 
According  to  your  humour. 

*J  The  Wife  Makers.]  The  Wife  Majlcrs  of  Rome,  a  book  which 
hath  frequently  lince  been  reprinted,  and  to  this  day  much  admired 
by  the  lower  dais  of  readers.  R. 

46  The  Hundred  Novels .]   Boccace's  Decameron.  R. 

4-7  Tour  Herring.}   Probably  either  {  Name's  Lenten  Stuff;  con- 

*  taining  the  description  and   firft  procreation  and  encrsafe  of  the 

*  town  of  Great  Yarmouth   in  Norfolk  ;  with  a   new  play  never 

*  played  before,  of  the  Praife  of  the  Red-Herring,  £5V.'  quarto  1 599  ; 
or  elle,  *  A  Herring's  Tale  ;  containing  a   poetical  fi&ion  of  divers 

*  matters  worthie  the  reading;'  quarto,  1598.   ^  R. 

**  Pafquil.}  Paf quits  Mad-Cap,  a  pamphlet  written  by  ^Nicholas 
Breton,  an  author  who  is  mentioned  before  by  our  Authors ;  fee 
note  $o  on  Wit  Without  Money.  He  wrote  a  fecond  part  of  this 
pamphlet,  with  the  additional  title  of  the  '  Fool's  Cap,  with  Paf- 
'  quips  PafTion  ;  begun  by  himielf,  and  finifiied  by  his  friend  Mor- 
'  phoriu?  ;'  quarto,  1600. 
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Lapet.  Not  in  fale,  varlet  ? 

Clown.  In  fale,  Sir?  it  fhallfail  beyond  'em  all,  I  tro. 

Lapet.  What  have  you  there  now  ?  oh,  page  the 
twenty-firft. 

Clown.  That  page  is  come  to  his  years  ;  he  fhould 
be  a  ferving-man. 

Lapet.  Mark  how  I  fnap  up  the  Duello  there  49 ! 
One  would  not  ufe  a  dog  fo, 
I  mud  needs  fay  •,  but's  for  the  common  good. 

Clown.  Nay,  Sir,  your  commons  feldom  fight  at  fharp, 
But  buffet  in  a  warehoufe. 

Lapet.  This  will  fave 

Many  a  gentleman  of  good  blood  from  bleeding,  Sirs: 
I  have  a  curfe  from  many  a  barber- furgeon  ; 
They'd  give  but  too  much  money  to  call't  in. 
Turn  to  page  forty- five ;  fee  what  you  find  there. 

Clown.  Oh,  out  upon  him  ! 
Page  forty-five !  that's  an  old  thief  indeed ! 

Enter  Duke,  the  Lad)\  and  Firft  Gentleman. 

Lapet.  The  Duke  !  clap  down  your  books!  Away, 
Gaiofhio ! 

Clown.  Indeeed  I  am  too  foul  to  be  i'  th*  prefence! 
They  ufe  to  make  me  off  at  the  chamber-door  dill.  [Ex. 

Lady.  Good  my  Lord,  grant  my  fuit !  let  me  not  rife 
Without  the  comfort  on't !  I  have  not  often 
Been  tedious  in  this  kind. 

Duke.  Sifter,  you  wrong  yourfelf, 
And  thofe  great  virtues  that  your  fame  is  made  of, 
To  wafte  fo  much  breath  for  a  murderer's  life. 

Lady.  You  cannot  hate  th'  offence  more  than  I  do,  Sir, 
Nor  the  offender-,  the  refpecl  I  owe 
Unto  his  abfent  brother  makes  me  a  fuitor, 
A  moft  importunate  fifter  :  Make  me  worthy 
But  of  this  one  requeft ! 

Duke.  I  am  deaf 
To  any  importunacy,  and  forry 

49  The  Duello  ;]  A  pamphlet  by  the  famous  Mr.  Selden,  entitled, 
'  The  Duello,  or  Single  Cambat,'  £c.  firil  printed  in  quarto,  1610  ; 
reprinted  in  his  Works,  R- 

For 
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For  your  forgetfulnefs:  You  never  injur'd 
Your  worth  fo  much;  you  ought  to  be  rebuk'd  for't! 
Purfue  good  ways  ;  end  as  you  did  begin  ! 
'Tis  halt"  the  guilt  to  fpeak  for  fuch  a  fin. 

Lady.  This  is  Love's  beggary  right-,  that  now  is  ours, 
When  ladies  love,  and  cannot  Ihew  their  powers.  [Exit. 

Duke.  La  Nove ! 

I  Gent.  My  Lord. 

Duke.  Are  thefe  our  new  attendants  ? 

Lapet.  We  are,  my  lord  ;  and  will  endure  as  much 
As  better  men,  my  lord;  and  more,  I  truft. 

Duke.  What's  he? 

i  Gent.  My  lord,  a  decay'd  gentleman, 
That  will  do  any  fervice. 

Duke.  A  decay'd  one? 

i  Gent.  A  renounc'd  one,  indeed,  for  this  place  only? 

Duke.  We  renounce  him  then  :  Go,  difcharge  him 

inflantly  ! 

He  that  difclaims  his  gentry  for  mere  gains, 
That  man's  too  bafe  to  make  a  vaflal  on,. 

Lapet.  What  fays  the  Duke  ? 

i  Gent.  Faith,  little  to  your  comfort.  Sir  j 
You  mull  be  a  gentleman  again. 

Lapet.  How  ! 

i  Gent,  There's  no  remedy. 

Lapet.  Marry,  the  fates  forefend!    ne'er  while  I 
breathe,  Sir. 

i  Gent.  The  Duke  will  have  it  fo;  there's  no  refitting: 
He  fpied  it  i'your  forehead. 

Lapet.  My  wife's  doing  ! 

She  thought  fhe  mould  be  put  below  her  betters  now. 
And  fued  to  ha'  me  a  gentleman  again. 

i  Gent.  And  very  Ijkely,  Sir. 
Marry,  I'll  give  ypu  this  comfort-,  when  all's  done. 
You'll  never  pafs  but  for  a  fcnrvy  one ; 
That's  all  the  help  you  have.    Come,  (hew  your  pace! 

Lapet.  The  heavieft  gentfcman  that  e'er  loft  place: 
'Pear  witnefs,  I  am  forc'd  to't.  [Exit. 

'  Duke.  The'  you've  a  coarfer  title  yet  upon  you 

Thar) 
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Than  thofe  that  left  your  places,  without  blame, 
*Tis  in  your  power  to  make  yourfelves  the  fame. 
I  cannot  make  you  gentlemen  ;  that's  a  work 
Rais'd  from  your  own  defervings  ;  merit,  manners, 
And  in-born  virtue  does  it :  Let  your  own  goodnefs 
Make  you  fo  great,  my  power  mall  make  you  greater j 
And,  more  t' encourage  you,  this  I  add  again. 
There's  many  grooms  now  exact  gentlemen. 

Enter  Sbamont. 

Sham.  Methinks  'tis  (trange  to  me  to  enter  here  ! 
Is  there  in  Nature  fuch  an  awful  power, 
To  force  me  to  this  place  ?  and  make  me  do  this  ? 
Is  man's  affection  ftronger  than  his  will  ? 
His  refolution  ?  was  I  not  refolv'd 
Never  to  fee  this  place  more  ?  do  I  bear 
Within  my  bread  one  blood  that  confounds  the  other? 
The  blood  of  love,  and  will,  and  the  laft  weakeft  ? 
Had  1  ten  millions,  I  would  give  it  all  now, 
I  were  but  paft  it,  or  'twould  never  come  I 
For  I  lhall  never  do't,  or  not  do't  well, 
But  fpoil  it  utterly  betwixt  two  paflions. — 
Yonder's  the  Duke  himfelf :  I  will  not  do't  now, 
Had  twenty  lives  their  feveral  fufferings  in  him.  [£#//, 

'Duke.  Who's  that  went  out  now  ? 

Polt.  I  faw  none,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Nor  you  ? 

Afoul.  I  faw  the  glimpfe  of  one,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Whatever  ic  was,  methought   it  plcas'd  me 

ft  range!  y, 

And  fuddenly  my  joy  was  ready  for't. 
Did  you  not  mark  it  better  ? 

Polt.  and  Moul.  Troth,  my  lord, 
We  gave  no  great  heed  to'r. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  'Twill  not  be  anfwer'd  ! 
It  brings  me  hither  ftill,  by  main  force,  hither  : 

Either 
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Either  I  muft  give  over  to  profefs  humanity, 
Or  I  muft  fpeak  for  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  here  again  : 
No  marvel  'twas  fo  pleafmg !  'cis  delight 
And  worth  itfelf.     Now  it  appears  unclouded. 

Sham.  My  lord — 

He  turns  away  from  me !  by  this  hand, 
I  am  ill-us'd  of  all  fides  !  'tis  a  fault 
That  Fortune  ever  had,  t'  abufe  a  goodnefs. 

Duke.  Methought  you  were  faying  fomewhat. 

Sham.  Mark  the  language  ! 
As  coy  as  Fate  !   I  fee  'twill  ne'er  be  granted. 

Duke.  We  little  look'd  in  troth  to  fee  you  here  yet. 

Sham.  Not,  till  the  day  after  my  brother's  death,  I 
think. 

Duke.  Sure  fome  great  bufmefs  drew  you. 

Sham.  No,  in  footh,  Sir  ; 
Only  to  come  to  fee  a  brother  die,  Sir, 
That  I  may  learn  to  go  too;  and,  if  he  deceive  me  not, 
I  think  he  will  do  well  in't  of  a  foldier, 
Manly,  and  honeftly ;  and  if  he  weep  then, 
I  mall  not  think  the  worfe  on's  manhood  for't, 
Becaufe  he's  leaving  of  that  part  that  has  it. 

Duke.  H'has  (lain  a  noble  gentleman ;  think  on't,  Sir ! 

Sham.  I  would  I  could  not,  Sir. 

Duke.  Our  kinfman  too. 

Sham.  All  this  is  but  worfe,  Sir. 

Duke.  When  'tis  at  worft — 
Yet,  feeing  thee,  he  lives ! 

Sham.  My  lord 

Duke.  He  lives ! 

Believe  it  as  thy  blifs  ;  he  dies  not  for't : 
\Vill  this  make  fatisfadion  for  things  pail  ? 

Sham.  Oh,  my  lord 

Duke.  Will  it  ?  fpeak  1 

Sham.  With  greater  fhame  to  my  unworthinefs. 

Duke.  Rife,  then !  we'reeven.  I  never  found  it  harder 
To  keep  juft  with  a  man  :  My  great  work's  ended  ! 
I  knew  your  brother's  pardon  was  your  fuit,  Sir, 

However 
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However  your  nice  modefty  held  it  back. 
Sham.  I  take  a  joy  now  to  confeis  it,  Sir. 

Enter  Firft  Gentleman. 

i  Gent.  My  lord 

Duke.  Hear  me  firft,  Sir,  whatever  your  news  be : 
Set  free  the  Soldier  inftantly. 

i  Gent.  'Tis  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  How! 

i  Gent.  In  effed,  'twas  part  of  my  news  too ; 
There's  fair  hope  of  your  noble  kiniman's  life,  Sir. 

Duke.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

i  Gent.  And  the  moil  admir'd  change 
That  livingfiefhe'er  had  !  he's  not  the  man,  my  lord: 
Death  cannot  be  more  free  from  paflions50,  Sir, 
Than  he  is  at  this  inftant ;  he's  fo  meek  now, 
He  makes  thofe  feem  paffionate  were  never  thought  of; 
And,  for  he  fears  his  moods  have  oft  difturb'dyou,Sir, 
He's 'only  hafty  now  for  his  forgivenefs : 
And  here,   behold  him,  Sir ! 

Enter  the  Paffionate  Lord,  the  Cupid,  and  two  Brothers, 

Duke.  Let  me  give  thanks  firft  ! 
Our  worthy  coufm 

Paf.  Your  unworthy  trouble,  Sir  ! 
For  which,  with  all  acknowledg'd  reverence, 
I  afk  your  pardon  ;  and  for  injury 
More  known  and  wilful :  1  have  chofe  a  wife, 
Without  your  counfel,  or  confent,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  wife  ?  where  is  (he,  Sir  ? 

Paf.  This  noble  gentlewoman— - 

Duke.  How  ! 

Paf.   Whofe   honour   my   forgetful  times   much 
wrong'd. 

Duke.  Pie's  madder  than  he  was. 

50  — He's  not  the  man,  my  lord  \ 

Death  cannot ,  &c.]  Here  feems  a  line  left  here,  the  fenfe  to 
this  effea  : 

Bis  not  the  man,  my  lord, 

H£   WAS  BEFORE  THE  SOLDIER  WOUNDED  HIM. 

i  Gent. 
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i  Gent.  I  would  ha'  fworn  for  him  ! 
Duke.  The  Cupid,  coufm  ? 
Paf.  Yes,  this  worthy  lady,  Sir. 
Duke.  Still  worfe  and  worfe ! 

1  Bro.  Our  fifler,  under  pardon,  my  lord; 
Duke.  What! 

2  Bro.  Which  lhape  Love  taught  her  to  aflume; 
Duke.  Is't  truth  then  ? 

i  Gent.  It  appears  plainly  now,  below  the  waift, 

my  lord. 

Duke.  Shamont,  didft  ever  read  of  a  She-Cupid  ? 
Sham.  Never  in  fiftion  yet  -9  but  it  might  hold,  Sir  j 
For  Defire  is  of  both  genders. 

Enter  the  Lady. 

Duke.  Make  that  good  here  ! 
I  take  thee  at  thy  word,  Sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  my  lord, 

Love  would  appear  too  bold  and  rude  from  me  i 
Honour  and  admiration  are  her  rights  j 
Her  goodnefs  is  my  faint,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I  fee 

You're  both  too  modeft  to  beftow  yourfelves : 
I'll  fave  that  virtue  ftill;  'tis  but  my  pains:  Come^ 
It  mall  be  fo.     \Hejoins  Shamonfs  hand  and  hisfifter's* 

Sham.  This  gift  does  but  fet  forth  my  poverty, 

Lady.  Sir,  that  which  you  complain  of  is  my  riches. 

Enter  the  Soldier. 

Duke.  Soldier,  now  every  noife  founds  peace,  thou'rc 
welcome ! 

Sold.  Sir,  my  repentance  fues  for  your  bleft  favour^ 
Which  once  obtain'd,  no  injury  mall  lofe  it  j 
I'll  fuffer  mightier  wrongs. 

Duke.  Rife,  lov'd  and  pardon'd  ! 
For  where  Hope  fail'd,  nay,  Art  itfelf  refignVI, 
Th'haft  wrought  that  cure  which  fkill  could  never  find  : 
Nor  did  there  ceafe,  but  to  our  peace  extend  : 
Never  could  wrongs  boaft  of  a  nobler  end!  [Exeunf* 

EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE 


R  Poet  bid  us  fay,  for  his  own  part, 
He  cannot  lay  too  much  forth  of  his  art ; 
But  fears  our  over-acting  Pafiions  may, 
As  not  adorn,  deface  his  laboured  play  : 
Yet  {till  he's  refolute,  for  what  is  writ 
Of  Nicer  Valour,  and  afTumes  the  wit ; 
But  for  the  love-fcenes,  which  he  ever  meant 
Cupid  in's  petticoat  fhould  reprefenf, 
He'll  Hand  no  fliock  of  cenfure.  The  play's  good  JT, 
He  fays  he  knows  it  (if  well  underflood)  : 
But  we  (blind  god)  beg,  if  thou  art  divine, 
Thou'lt  fhoot  thy  arrows  round  •,  this  play  was  thine. 


?T  The  flay  s  good.~\  In  many  refpecls  the  plays  good^  and  written 
Jn  the  true  fpirit  of  our  Authors;  much  true  poetry,  original  fancy, 
Mncommon  pleafantry,  and  every  thing — but  cpi.'fiiiency,  and  nature. 
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A      TRAGI-COMEDY. 


Gardiner r,  in  Us  Commendatory  Verfes,  afcribes  this  Play  to  Flelc&er 
alone,  ft  was  firjl  printed  in  the  folio  of  \  647.  No  alteration 
lath  ever  hen  made  of  it  ;  nor  hath  it  been  afieJt  as  =we 
*within  the  memory  of  any  perfan  now  living*  . 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Duke  of  Orleans,  afpleenful  detracting  lord. 

Earl  of  Amiens.,  brother-in-law  to  Orleans,    a  nolle. 

accompliffrd  gentleman,  fervant  to  Lamira. 
Montague,  the  Honed  Man. 

LongUtville,    ?    ,          r    -^  r  ;  r  77  r  7./T 

1)   K  •  '  >  two  faithful  followers  of  Montague. 

Veramonr  \  the  loving  and  loyal  $  age  of  Montague. 

Laverdine,  a  knavifo  courtier. 

La-Poop,  a  cowardly  fea-captain. 

Malicorn,  a  foar king  citizen. 

^Two  Lawyers. 

<Two  Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

^V  O  M  E  N. 

Duchefs  of  Orleans y  a  virtuous  lady,  and  cloafle  (lut 

fujpeffed)  wife  to  the  Duke. 
Lamira,  a  mo  deft  virgin,  rich  and  noble. 
Charlotte,  Lamira  s  woman. 

SCENE,    FRANCE. 


So  this  name  has  been  generally  wrote  in  all  the 
editions,  onlv  in  one  icene  it  is  fpelt  Veramor^  and  in  another  Vera- 
ynour  ;  the  one  being  a  Latin,  the  other  a  French  compound-word 
iignifying  true  love.  One  of  thefe  therefore  was  undoubtedly  the 
true  name,  which  fo  well  expreffes  the  cha*a£ter.  I  have  preiened 
the  former.  Seaward. 

.Being  a  French  ftory,  the  latter  feems  to  be  preferable. 
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ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 


M 


Enter  Orleans  and  Amiens  ^  at  federal  doors. 

Ami.  ]\     yf  ORRO  W,  my  lord  of  Orleans  ! 

Orl.  You  falute  me  like  a  ftranger  z; 
Brother  Orleans  were,  to  me,  a  title  more 
Belonging  whom  you  call  the  hufband  of 
Your  fifter* 

Ami.  'Would  the  circumflances  of 
Your  brotherhood  had  never  ofFer'd  caufe 
To  make  our  converfation  lefs  familiar  ! 
I  meet  you  like  a  hindrance  in  your  way  ! 
Your  great  law-fuit  is  now  upon  the  tongue, 
And  ready  for  a  judgment. 

Orl.  Came  you  from 
The  hall  now  ? 

Ami.  Without  flay.     The  court  is  full ; 
And  fnch  a  prefs  of  people  does  attend 
The  iffue,  as  if  fome  great  man  were  brought 
To  his  arraignment. 

2  You  falute  me  like  a  ftranger.']  This  fcene  was  moit  part  printed 
as  prole,  and  where  the  lines  were  ranged  like  verfe  every  one  of 
them  was  wrong,  fo  that  the  whole  is  now  ranged  arevv.  Seaward. 

Mr.  Seward's  arrangements  only  extend  to  the  entrance  of  Monta 
gue,  &V. 

B  b  3  Orl. 
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Or/.  Every  mother's  fon 
Of  all  that  multitude  of  hearers,  went 
To  be  a  witnefs  of  the  mifery 
Your  filler's  fortunes  muft  have  come  to,  if 
My  adveriary,  who  did  love  her  firft, 
Had  been  her  hufband. 

Ami.   The  fuccefs  may  draw 
A  teinmcny  from  them,  to  confirm 
The  fame  opinion  \  but  they  went  prepar'd 
With  no  fuch  hope  or  purpofe. 

Or/.  And  did  yon 

Entreat  the  number  of  them  that  are  come, 
'  With  no  fuch  hope  or  purpofe  ?'  \ 

Ami.  Turn  !  your  own 
Experience  of  my  heart  can  anfvver  you. 

Or/.  This  doubtful  makes  me  clearly  underftand 
Your  difpofition. 

Ami.  If  your  caufljfbe  juft, 
I  wifh  you  a  conclufion  like  your  caufe. 

Or/.   I  can  have3  any  common  charity 
To  fuch  a  prayer :  From  a  friend  I  would 
Expccl  a  love  to  profper  in,  without 
Exceptions  •,  fuch  a  love  as  might  make  all 
My  undertakings  thankful  to't :  Precifdy  juft 
Is  feldom  faithful  in  our  widies  to 
Another  man's  dc  fires.     Farewell!  \Exit. 

Enter  Montague^  Dubcisy  Longueville3  and  Veramour. 

Dubois.  Here  comes  your  adveriary's  brother-in- 
law. 

Long.  The  lord  of  Amiens. 
Dubois.  From  the  hall,  I  think. 
Ami.  I  did  fo.     Save  your  lordihip! 

3  1  can  have,  fefV.J  This  fpeech  is  obfcure,  and  has  been  Hill  fur 
ther  obfcured  by  the  bad  pointing.  The  leiife  is  this  :  Amiens  hav 
ing  vvifhed  Orleans  fuccefs  if  his  caufe  be  jutt,  Orleans  replies,  *  that 

*  <uch  a  wifh  might  proceed  from  any  common  acquaintance,  but  a 

*  friend  would  wifh  a  ftiend  fucce|s  in  all  his  undertakings;  for  he, 

*  who  confines  hi*  good  wiih-es  to -preciie  iuliicj,  is  feldom  fincere  in 
<  them.' 

Mont. 
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Mont.  That's  a  wifh, 

My  lord,  as  courteous  to  my  prefent  ftate, 
As  ever  honeft  mind  was  thankful  for  •, 
For  now  my  fafety  muft  expofe  itfelf 
To  queltion  :  Yet  to  look  for  any  free 
Or  hearty  falntation,  Sir,  from  you, 
Would  be  unreafonable  in  me. 

Ami.  Why  ? 

Mont.  Your  fitter  is  my  adverfary's  wife; 
That  nearnefs  needs  muft  confequently  draw 
Your  inclination  to  him. 

Ami.  I  will  grant 

Him  all  the  nearnefs  his  alliance  claims  5 
And  yet  be  nothing  lefs  impartial. 
My  lord  of  Montague. 

Mont.  Lord  of  Montague  yet ; 
But,  Sir,  how  long  the  dignity  or  itate 
Belonging  to  it  will  continue,  Hands 
Upon  the  dangerous  pafTage  of  this  hour ; 
Either  for  evermore  to  be  confirm'd, 
Or,  like  the  time  wherein  'twas  pleaded,  gone ; 
Gone  with  it,  never  to  be  call'd  again  ! 

Ami.  Juftice  direft  your  procefs  to  the  end  ! 
To  both  your  perfons  my  refpect  fhall  (till 
Be  equal ;  but  the  righteous  caufe  is  that 
Which  bears  my  wimes  to  the  fide  it  holds  : 
Where-ever,  may  it  profper  !  [Exit, 

Mont.  Then  my  thanks4 
Are  proper  to  you  :  If  a  man  may  raife 
A  confidence  upon  a  lawful  ground, 
I  have  no  reafon  to  be  once  perlex'd 
With  any  doubtful  motion.     Longueville, 
That  lord  of  Amiens  (didft  obferve  him  ?•)  has 
A  worthy  nature  in  him. 

Long.  Either  'tis 
His  nature,  or  his  cunning. 

4  Then  my  thanks,  &c.~\   This  is  alib  rather  obfcure,  but  fignrfie?, 

*  If  you  wilh  well  to  the  juit  caufe,  you  deferve  my  thanks  for  mine 

*  is  the  rightful  fide,' 

B  b  4  Mont. 
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Mont.  That's  the  vizard 
Of  mott  mens'  actions,  whofe  diffcmbled  lives 
Do  carry  only  the  fimilitude 
Of  goodneis  on  Jem  ;  but  for  him, 
Honeft  behaviour  makes  a  true  report 
What  difpoiition  does  inhabit  him, 
EfTential  Virtue. 

Long.  Then  'tis  pity  that 
Injurious  Orleans  is  his  brother. 

Dubois.  He's  but  his  brother-in-law* 

Long.  Law  ?    that's  as  bad. 

Dubois.  How  is  your  law  as  bad  ?  I  rather  wifli 
The  hangman  thy  executor,  than  that     * 
Equivocation  fhould  be  ominous. 

Enter  Two  Lawyers,  and  Two  Creditors. 

Long.  Some  of  your  Lawyers  ! 

1  Law.  What  is  ominous  ? 

2  Law.    Let  no  diftruft  trouble  your    lordfhip's 

thought ! 

1  Law.  The  evidences  of  your  queftion'd  land 
Ha*  not  fo  much  as  any  literal 

Advantage  in  'cm  to  be  made  again  ft 
Your  title. 

2  Law.  And  your  counfcl  underftands 
The  bufmefs  fully. 

1  Law.  They  are  induftrious,  jufl — 

2  Law.  And  very  confident. 

1  Law.  Your  it  ate  endures 
A  voluntary  trial  •,  like  a  man 
Whole  honours  are  malicioufly  accus'd, 

2  Law.  The  acculation  ferves  to  clear  his  caufe-^- 

1  Law.  And  to  approve  his  truth  more. 

2  Law.  So  (hall  all 

Your  adverfary's  pleadings  ftrengthen  your 
Poffeffion. 

I  Law.  And  be  fet  upon  record, 
To  witnefs  the  hereditaiy  right 
Of  you  and  yours* 

a  Law, 
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£  Law.  Courage  !   you  have  the  law. 

Long.  And  you,  the  profits. 

Mont.  If  discouragement 
Could  work  upon  me,   your  afTu ranees 
Would  put  me  ilrongly  into  heart  again  : 
But  I  was  never  fearful  ^  and  let  Fate 
Deceive  my  expectation,  yet  I  am 
Prepar'd  againfl  dejection  ! 

i  Cred.  So  are  we. 

a  Cred.  We  have  receiv'd  a  comfortable  hope 
That  all  will  fpeed  well. 

Long.  What  is  he,  Dubois  ? 

Dubois.  A  credkor. 

Long.  I  thought  fo ;  for  he  fpeaks 
As  if  he  were  a  partner  in  his  itate. 

Mont.  Sir,  I  am  largely  indebted  to  your  loves — 

Long.  More  to  their  purfes. 

Mont.  Which  you  fhall  not  lofe. 

i  Cred.  Your  lordfhip 

Dubois..  That's  another  Creditor. 

i  Cred.  Has  intereft  in  me. 

Long.  You  have  more  of  him. 

I  Cred.  And  I  have  had  fo  many  promifes 
From  thefe,  and  all  your  learned  counfellors, 
How  certainly  your  caufe  will  profper,  that 

Long.  You  brought  no  ferjeants  with  you 

Dubois.  To  attend 
His  ill  fuccefs  ? 

Mont*  Good  Sir,  I  will  not  be 
Unthankful  either  to  their  industries, 
Or  your  affections. 

i  Law.  All  your  land,  my  lord, 
Is  at  the  bar  now ;  give  me  but  ten  crowns, 
I'll  fave  you  harmlefs. 

Long.   Take  him  at  his  word  ! 
If  he  does  lofe,  you're  fav'd  by  miracle : 
Fur  I  ne'er  knew  a  lawyer  yet  undone. 

i  Law.  Then  now  you  fhall,  Sir,  if  this  profpers 
not. 

Long.  Sir,  I  befeeeh  you  do  not  force  your  voice 

To 
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To  fuch  a  loudnefs,  but  be  thrifty  now  ! 
Preferve  it  till  you  come  to  plead  at  bar ; 
It  will  be  much  more  profitable  in 
The  fatisfacYion,  than  the  promife. 

i  Law.  Is 

Not  this  a  fatisfa&ion  to  engage 
Myfelf  for  this  afTurance,  if  he •- 

Mont.  No,  Sir;  my  ruin  never  fhall  import 
Another's  lofs,  if  not  by  accident, 
And  that  my  purpofe  is  not  guilty  of; 
You  are  engag'd  in  nothing  but  your  care.  \Exe.  Law. 
Attend  the  procurator  to  the  court ; 
Obferve  how  things  incline,  and  bring  me  word  ! 

Long.  I  dare  not,  Sir ;  if  I  be  taken  there, 
Mine  ears  will  be  in  danger. 

Mont.  Why  ?  haft  thou 
Committed  fomething  that  deferves  thine  ears  ? 

Long.  No,  but  I  fear  the  noife!  my  hearing  will  be 
Perifh'd  by  th'  noife  ;  it  is  as  good  to  want 
A  member,  as  to  lofe  the  ufe 

Mont.  The  ornament  is  excepted* 

Long.  Well,  my  lord, 
I'll  put  'em  to  the  hazard.  [Exit. 

1  Cred.  Your  defires 
Be  profperous  to  you  ! 

2  Cred.  Our  belt  prayers  wait 

Upon  your  fortune.  [Exeunt  Creditors. 

Dubois.  For  yourfelves,  not  him. 

Mont.  Thou  canft  not  blame 'em-,  I  am  in  their  debts. 

Ver.  But  had  your  large  expence  (a  part  whereof 
You  owe  'em)  for  unprofitable  filks 
And  laces,  been  beftow'd  among  the  poor, 
That  would  have  pray'd  the  right  way,  for  you, 
Not  upon  you 

Mont.  For  unprofitable  filks 
And  laces  ?  Now,  believe  me,  honed  boy, 
Th'  haft  hit  upon  a  reprehenfion  that 
Belongs  unto  me. 

Ver.  By  my  foul,  my  lord, 
I  had  not  ib  unmannerly  a  thought, 

To 
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To  reprehend  you  ! 

Mont.  Why,  I  love  thee  for't ; 
Mine  own  acknowledgment  confirms  thy  words  : 
For  once,  I  do  remember,  coming  from 
The  mercer's,  where  my  purfe  had  fpent  itfelf 
On  thole  unprofitable  toys  thou  fpeak'ft  of, 
A  man  half  naked  with  his  poverty 
Did  meet  me,  and  requeued  my  relief: 
I  wanted  whence  to  give  it ;  yet  his  eyes 
Spoke  for  him  j  thote  I  could  have  fatisfied 
With  fome  unfruitful  forrow  (if  my  tears 
Would  not  have  added  rather  to  his  grief, 
Than  eas'd  it),  but  the  true  compaffion  that 
I  mould  have  given  I  had  not :  This  began 
To  make  me  think  how  many  fuch  mens'  wants 
The  vain  fuperfluous  coft  I  wore  upon 
My  outfide  would  have  cloath'd,  and  left  myfelf 
A  habit  as  becoming.     To  encreafe 
This  new  confideration,  there  came  one 
Clad  in  a  garment  plain  and  thrifty,  yet 
As  decent  as  thefe  fair  dear  follies,  made 
As  if  it  were  of  purpofe  to  defpife 
The  vanity  of  mow ;  his  purfe  had  flill 
The  power  to  do  a  charitable  deed, 
And  did  it. 

Dubois.  Yet  your  inclination,  Sir, 
Deferv'd  no  lefs  to  be  commended  than 
His  aclion. 

Mont.  Prithee,  do  not  flatter  me ! 
He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himfelf 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed, 
Deceives  his  purpofe  of  the  due  reward 
That  goodnefs  merits.     Oh,  antiquity, 
Thy  great  examples  of  nobility 
Are  out  of  imitation ;   or  at  lead 
So  lamely  follow'd>  that  thou  art  as  much 
Before  this  age  in  virtue,  as  in  time ! 

Dubois.  Sir,  it  muft  needs  be  lamely  follow'd,  when 
The  chiefefl  men  who  love  to  follow  it 

Are 
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Are  for  the  mod  part  cripples. 

Mont.  Who  are  they  ?   ' 

Dubtiis.  Soldiers,  my  lord,  foldiers. 

Mont.  'Tis  true,  Duboisj 
But  if  the  law  difables  me  no  more 
For  noble  a&ions  than  good  purpofes^ 
I'll  pradlife  how  to  exercife  the  worth 
Commended  to  us  by  our  anceftors : 
The  poor  negiefted  foldier  ihall  command 
Me  from  a  lady's  courtfhip,  and  the  form 
I'll  fludy  (hall  no  more  be  taught  me  by 
The  tailor,  but  the  fcholarj  that  expence 
Which  hitherto  has  been  to  entertain 
Th'  intemperate  pride  and  pleafure  of  the  taftej 
Shall  fill  my  table  more  to  fatisfy* 
And  lefs  to  forfeit.     What  an  honeft  work 
It  would  be,  when  we  find  a  virgin  in 
Her  poverty  and  youth  inclining  to 
Be  tempted,  to  employ  as  much  perfuafion  and 
As  much  expence  to  keep  her  upright,  as 
Men  ufe  to  do  upon  her  falling  ! 

Dubois.  'Tis  charity 

That  many  maids  will  be  unthankful  for ; 
And  fome  will  rather  take  it  for  a  wrong, 
To  buy  'em  out  of  their  inheritance, 
The  thing  that  they  were  born  to. 

Enter  Longueville* 

Mont.  Longueville, 

Thou  bring'ft  a  chearful  promife  iri  thy  face* 
There  ftands  no  pale  report  upon  thy  cheek, 
To  give  me  fear  or  knowledge  of  my  lofs; 
'Tis  red  and  lively.     How  proceeds  my  fuit  ? 

Long.  That's,  with  leavr,  Sir, 
A  labour,  that  to  thole  of  Hercules 
May  add  another ;  or,   at  leair,   be  call'd 
An  imitation  of  his  burning  fhirt : 
For  'twas  a  pain  of  that  unmerciful 
Perplexity,  to  ftioulder  thro"  the  throng 

Of 
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Of  people  that  attended  your  fuccefs, 

My  fweaty  linen  fix'd  upon  my  fkin, 

Still  as  they  pull'd  me  took  that  with  it;  'twas 

A  fear  I  fhould  have  left  my  flefli  among  'em : 

Yet  I  was  patient,  for,  methought,  the  toil 

Might  be  an  emblem  of  the  difficult 

And  weary  paiTage  to  get  out  of  lav/. 

And,  to  make  up  the  dear  fimilitude, 

When  I  was  forth  feeking  my  handkerchief 

To  wipe  my  fweat  off,    I  did  find  a  caufe 

To  make  me  fweat  more  \  for  my  purfe  was  loft 

Among  their  fingers. 

Dubois.  There  'twas  rather  found, 

Long.  By  them. 

Dubois.  I  mean  fo. 

Mont.  Well,  I  will  reflore 
Thy  damage  to  thee.     How  proceeds  my  fuit? 

Long.  Like  one  at  broker's ;  I  think,  forfeited. 
Your  promifing  counfel  at  the  firfl 
Put  ftrongly  forward  with  a  labour'cl  fpeed, 
And  fuch  a  violence  of  pleading,   that 
His  fee  in  fugar- candy  fcarce  will  make 
His  throat  a  fatisfaclion  for  the  hurt 
He  did  it ;  and  he  carried  the  whole  caufe 
Before  him,  with  fo  clear  a  pafifage,  that 
The  people  in  the  favour  of  your  fide 
Cried  Montague,  Montague  !   in  the  fpite  of  hiin 
That  cried  outjilence,  and  began  to  laugh 
Your  adverfary's  advocate  to  fcorn  ; 
Who,  like  a  cunning  footman,  let  me  forth 
With  fuch  a,  temperate  eafy  kind  of  courfe, 
To  put  him  into  exercife  of  itrength, 
And  follow'd  his  advantages  fo  cloie, 
That  when  your  hot-mouth'd  pleader  thought  h'hatl 

won, 

Before  he  reach'd  it  he  was  out  of  breath, 
And  then  the  other  ftript  him. 

Mont.  So,  all's  loft  ? 

Long.  But  how  I  know  not ;  for,  methought,  I  ftood 

Confounded 
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Confounded  with  the  clamour  of  the  court, 
Like  one  embark'd  upon  a  ilorm  at  fea, 
Where  the  tempeftuous  noife  of  thunder,    mix'd 
With  roaring  of  the  billows,  and  the  thick 
Imperfect  language  of  the  feamen,  takes 
His  underftanding  and  his  fafety  both 
Together  from  him. 

Mont.  Thou  doft  bring  ill  news  ! 

"Long.  Of  what  I  was  unwilling  to  have  been 
The  firft  reporter. 

Mont.  Didft  obferve  no  more  ? 

Long.  At  leaft  no  better. 

Mont.  Then  thou'rt  not  inform'd 
So  well  as  I  am  :  I  can  tell  thee  that 
Will  pleafe  thee ;  for,  when  all  elfe  left  my  caufe, 
My  very  adverfaries  took  my  part. 

Long.  Whofoever  told  you  that, 
Abus'd  you. 

Mont.  Credit  me,  he  took  my  part 
When  all  forfook  me, 

Long.  Took  it  from  you  ? 

Mont.  Yes; 

I  mean  fo :   And  I  think  he  had  juft  caufe 
To  take  it,  when  the  verdict  gave  it  him. 

Dulois.  His  fpirit  would  ha'  funk  him,  ere  he  could 
Have  carried  an  ill  fortune  of  this  weight 
So  lightly. 

Mont.  Nothing  is  a  mifery, 
Unlefs  our  weaknefs  apprehend  it  fo ; 
We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  ourfelves 
In  any  thing  that's  manly,  than  to  make 
111  fortune  as  contemptible  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Enter  Lawyers. 

Long.  Here  come  they, 
Whofe  very  countenances  will  tell  you  how 
Contemptible  it  is  to  others, 

Mont.  Sir! 
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Long.  The  Sir  of  knighthood  may  be  given  him, 
Ere  they  hear  you  now. 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  but  a  word ! 

~Dulois.  How  foon  the  lofs  of  wealth  mnkes  any  man 
Grow  out  of  knowledge  ! 

Long.  Let  me  fee :  I  pray.  Sir, 
Never  flood  you  upon  the  pillory  ? 

i  Law.  The  pillory  ? 

Long.  Oh,  now  I  know  you  did  not ; 
You've  ears,  I  thought  ye  had  lofl  'em :  Pray,  obferve; 
Here's  one  that  once  was  gracious  in  your  eyes  ! 

1  Law.  Oh,  oh  !  my  lord  5! — I  have  an  eye  upon 

him. 

Long.  But  ha1  you  ne'er  a  counfel  to  redeem 
His  land  yet  from  the  judgment  ? 

2  Law.  None  but  this ; 

A  writ  of  error  to  remove  the  caufe. 

Long.  No  more  of  error !   we  have  been  in  that 
Too  much  already. 

2  Law.  If  you  will  reverfe 6 
The  judgment,  you  muft  trull  to  that  delay 

Long.  Delay  ?  indeed,  he's  like  to  truft  to  that, 
With  you  has  any  dealing. 

2  Law.  Ere  the  law' 
Proceeds  to  an  habere  facias  fojfeflionem. 

Mont.  That  is  a  language,  Sir,  I  underfland  not. 

Long.  Thou  art  a  very  ftrange  unthankful  fellow, 
To  have  taken  fees  of  fuch  a  liberal  meafure, 
And  then  to  give  a  man  hard  words  for's  money  ! 

i  Law.  If  men  will  hazard  their  falvations, 

5  Ob,  my  lord,  have  an  eye  upon  him.]   What  can  this  mean  ?  was 
the  Lawyer  advifing  Montague   to  have  an   eye  upon   his  fervant 
Longuevillc  ?    It  feems  an  omiilion,   for  two  fyllables  are  wanting  to 
the  verfe;   and  the  ob  being  repeated  which  will  well  fait  the  fokmn 

<  ntempt  of  the  Lawyer's  countenance  giving  one,  the  other  is  ab- 
loiutely  required  by  the  fenfe.     1  read  therefore 

Ob,   oh  !  my  lord — I  have  an  eye  upon  aim.  Seward. 

Perhaps  this  is  fpokento  fome  of  the  Lawyers*  followers:  The  fame 
->rds  are  repeated  by  a  Creditor  in  the  next  page. 

6  If  you  w///reveife.]  Seward  reads,  refirve. 

What 
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What  fhonld  I  fay  ?  I've  other  bufinefs ! 
Mont.  You  are  i'th'  right;  that's  it  you  (hould  fay, 

now 
Profpcrity  has  left  me. 

Enter  cfwo  Creditors. 

i  Cred.  Have  an  eye  upon  him  !  if 
We  lofe  him  now,  he's  gone  for  ever  :  Stay, 
And  dog  him  !  I'll  go  fetch  the  officers. 

Long.  Dog  him,  you  blood-hound  ?  by  this  point, 

thou  (halt 

More  fafely  dog  an  angry  lion,  than 
Attempt  him. 

Mont.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Long.  Do  but  ftir 

To  fetch  a  ferjeant,  and,  befides  your  lofs 
Of  labour,  I  will  have  you  beaten  till 
Thofe  cafements  in  your  faces  be  falfe  lights ! 

Dubois.  Falfer  than  thofe  you  fell  by  ! 

Mont.  Who  gave  you 
Commiffion  to  abufe  my  friends  thus  ? 

Long.  Sir, 
Are  thofe  your  friends  that  would  betray  you  ? 

Mont.  'Tis 
To  fave  themfelves,  rather  than  betray  me. 

i  Cred.  Your  lordfhip  makes  a  juft  conftruclion  of  it. 

2,  Cred.  All  our  defire  is  but  to  get  our  own. 

Long.  Your  wives'  defires  and  yours  do  differ  then, 

Mont.  So  far  as  my  ability  will  go, 
You  fhall  have  fatisfaction.    Longueville  ! 

Long.  And  leave  yourfelf  neglected  ?  Every  man 
Ts  firft  a  debtor  to  his  own  demands,  being  honeft. 

Mont.  As  I  take  it,  Sir, 
I  did  not  entertain  you  for  my  coufellor. 

Long.  Counfel's  the  office  of  a  fervant,  when 
The  mailer  falls  upon  a  danger,  as 
Defence  is :  Never  threaten  with  your  eyes ! 
They  arc  no  cockatrices.     Do  you  hear  ? 
Talk  with  the  s;irdler,  or  the  millener $ 

He 
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He  can  inform  you  of  a  kind  of  men 

That  firft  undid  the  profit  of  thofe  trades 

By  bringing  up  the  form  of  carrying 

Their  morglays  7  in  their  hands  ;  with  fome  of  thofe 

A  man  may  make  himfelf  a  privilege 

To  aik  a  queftion  at  the  prifon-gates, 

Without  your  good  permifllon. 

2  Cred.  By  your  leave  ! 

Mont.  Stay,  Sir  !  what  one  example  fmce  the  time 
That  firft  you  put  your  hat  off  to  me,  have 
You  noted  in  me  to  encourage  you 
To  this  prefumption  ?   By  the  juftice  now 
Of  thine  own  rule,  I  fhouJd  begin  with  thee  ; 
I  fhould  turn  thee  away  un  gratified 
For  all  thy  former  kindnefies,  forget 
Thou  ever  didfl  me  any  fervice.  —  'Tis  not  fear 
Of  being  arrefted,  makes  me  thus  incline 
To  fatisfy  you  ;   for  you  fee  by  him, 
I  loft  not  all  defences  with  my  ftate  : 
The  curfes  of  a  man,  to  whom  I  am 
Beholding,  terrify  me  more  than  all 
The  violence  he  can  purfue  me  with.  — 
Dubois,  I  did  prepare  me  for  the  worft  ; 
Thefe  two  fmall  cabinets  do  comprehend 
The  fum  of  all  the  wealth  that  it  hath  pleas'd 
Adverfity  to  leave  me  $    one  as  rich 
As  th*  other,  both  in  jewels  :  Take  thou  this, 
And  as  the  order  put  within  it  (hall 
Direcl  thee,  diftribute  it  half  between 
Thofe  Creditors,  and  th*  other  half  among 
My  fervants  $  —  for,  Sir,  they're  my  creditors 
As  well  as  you  are  $  they  have  trufted  me 
With  their  advancement.     If  the  value  fail 
To  pleafe  you  all,  my  firft  encreafe  of  means 
Shall  offer  you  a  fuller  payment.     Be  content 
To  leave  me  fomething;  and  imagine  that 
Ye  put  a  new  beginner  into  credit. 


7  Morglays  ]  Mwglay  was  the  fword  of  Bevis  of  Southampton  ; 
and  irota  thenee  a  fword,  in  sntient  vuiters,  is  freqaenrly  called  by 
that  name.  See  Every  Ivhn  in  his  Humour,  sftiii.  icei:C  i.  R. 

VOL.  X.  C  c  Cred. 
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Cred.  So  profper  our  own  bleffings,  as  we  wifli 
You  to  your  merit ! 

Mont.  Are  your  filences 
Of  difcontent 8  or  of  forrow  ? 

Dubois.  Sir, 
We  would  not  leave  you. 

Long.  Do  but  fuffer  us 
To  follow  you,  and  what  our  prefent  means 
Or  indultries  hereafter  can  provide, 
Shall  ferve  you. 

Mont.  Oh,  defire  me  not  to  live 
To  fuch  a  bafenefs,  as  to  be  maintain'd 
By  thofe  that  ferve  me  !  Pray  begone  -,  I  will 
Defend  your  honefties  to  any  man, 
That  fhall  report  you  have  forfaken  me  : 
I  pray,  begone  ! — Why  doft  thou  weep,   my  boy  ? 

\_Exeunt  Servants  and  Creditors. 
Becaufe  I  do  not  bid  thee  go  too  ? 

Ver.  No; 

I  weep,  my  lord,  becaufe  I  would  not  go  5 
I  fear  you  will  command  me. 

Mont.  No,  my  child, 

I  will  not ;  that  would  difcommend  th'  intent 
Of  all  my  other  actions  :  Thou  art  yet 
Unable  to  advife  thyfelf  a  courfe, 
Should  I  put  thee  to  feek  it ;  after  that 9, 
I  muft  excufe,  or  at  the  leaft  forgive, 
Any  uncharitable  deed  than  can 
Be  done  againft  myfelf. 

Ver.  Every  day, 

My  lord,  I  tarry  with  you,   I'll  account 
A  day  of  blefling  to  me  ;  for  I  fhall 
Have  fo  much  lefs  time  left  me  of  my  life 
When  I  am  from  you ;   and  if  mifery 
Befal  you  (which  I  hope  fo  good  a  man 
Was  never  born  to)  I  will  take  my  part, 

8  Of  difcontent.]   Perhaps  the  original  was,  difcontent 'MENT. 

9  After  that.']  This    exprefiion  is   rather  obfcure ;  but  fignifie?, 
'  Should  I  difmifs  you,  af*er  that  cruelty,   1  fr.ouid  have  no  light  to 
'  complain  of  any  injury  done  to  myleif.* 

And 
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And  make  my  willingnefs  encreafe  my  ftrengtli 
To  bear  it.     In  the  winter  I  will  ipare 
Mine  own  cloaths  from  myfelf  to  cover  you ; 
And  in  the  fummer  carry  fotne  of  yours, 
To  eafe  you  :  I'll  do  any  thing  I  can  ! 

Mont.  Why,  thou  art  able  to  make  Mifery 
Afham'd  of  hurting,  when  thy  weaknefs  can 
Both  bear  it,  and  defpife  it.     Come,  my  boy  ! 
I  will  provide  fome  better  way  for  thee 
Than  this  thou  fpeak'ft  of.     'Tis  the  comfort,  that 
111  fortune  has  undone  me  into  th'  fafhion  ; 
For  now,  in  this  age,  mod  men  do  begin 
To  keep  but  one  boy,  that  kept  many  men.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Orleans^  Servant ,  and  Duchefs  following. 

Orl.  Where  is  fhe  ?  call  her ! 

Duch.  I  attend  you,  Sir. 

Orl.  Your  friend,  fweet  madam — — 

Duch.  What  friend,  good  my  lord  ? 

Orl.  Your  Montague,  madam,  he  will  (hortly  want 
Thofe  courtly  graces  that  you  love  him  for: 
The  means  wherewith  he  purchas'd  this,  and  thi,s, 
And  all  his  own  provifions,  to  the  leaft 
Proportion  of  his  feeding,  or  his  cloaths, 
Came  out  of  that  inheritance  of  land 
Which  he  unjuftly  liv'd  on  -,  but  the  law 
Has  given  me  right  in't,  and  pofTefTion :  Now 
Thou  fhalt  perceive  his  bravery  vanilh,  as 
This  jewel  does  from  thee  now,  and  thefe  pearls 
To  him  that  owes  'em. 

Duch.  You're  the  owner,  Sir, 
Of  every  thing  that  does  belong  to  me. 

Orl.  No,   not  of  him,  fweet  lady. 

Duch.  Oh,  good  Heaven ! 

Orl.  But  in  a  while  your  mind  will  change,  and  be 
As  ready  to  difclaim  him,  when  his  wants 
And  miferies  have  periuYd  his  good  face, 
And  taken  off  the  fweetnefs  that  has  made 
Him  pleafing  in  a  woman's  underftanding. 

h,  Heav'n,  how  gracious  had  Creation  been 
C  c  2  To 
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To  women,  who  are  born  without  defence, 
If  to  our  hearts  there  had  been  doors,  thro*  which 
Our  hufbands  might  have  look'd  into  our  thoughts, 
And  made  themfelves  undoubtful  ! 

Orl.  Made  'em  mad  ! 

Duck.  With  honeft  women  ? 

Orl.  Thou  doft  ftill  pretend 
A  title  t6  that  virtue  :  Prithee  let 
Thy  honefty  fpeak  freely  to  me  now  ! 
Thou  know'ft  that  Montague,  of  whofe  land 
1  am  the  mafter,  did  affedt  thee  firft, 
And  fhould  have  had  thee,  if  the  ftrength  of  friends 
Had  not  prevail'd  above  thine  own  confent : 
I  have  undone  him  !  tell  me,  how  thou.dofl: 
Confider  his  ill  fortune  and  my  good  ? 

Ducb.  I'll  tell  you  juftly :  His  undoing  is 
An  argument  for  pity  and  for  tears, 
In  all  their  difpofitions  that  have  known 
The  honour  and  the  goodnefs  of  his  life  ; 
Yet  that  addition  of  profperity 
Which  you  have  got  by't,  no  indifferent  man 
Will  malice  or  repine  at,  if  the  law 
Be  not  abus'd  in't.     Howfoever,  fmce 
You  have  the  upper  fortune  of  him,  'twill 
Be  forne  difhonour  to  you  to  bear  yourfelf 
With  any  pride  or  glory  over  him. 

Orl.  This  may  be  truly  fpoken ;  but  in  thee 
It  is  not  honeft. 

Ducb.  Yes;  fo  honeft,  that 
I  care  not  if  the  chafte  Penelope 
Were  now  alive  to  hear  me. 

Enter  Amiens. 

Orl.  Who  comes  there  ? 

Ducb.  My  brother. 

Ami.  Save  you  ! 

OrL  Now,  Sir !  you  have  heard 
Of  profperous  Montague  ? 

Ami.  No,  Sir;  I  have  heard 
Of  Montague,  but  of  your  profperity. 

OrL 
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OrL  Is  he  diftraded  ? 

Ami.  He  does  bear  his  lofs 
With  fuch  a  noble  ftrength  of  patience,  that 
Had  Fortune  eyes  to  fee  him,  fhe  would  weep 
For  having  hurt  him,  and  pretending  that 
She  did  it  but  for  trial  of  his  worth., 
Hereafter  ever  love  him. 

OrL  I  perceive 

You  love  him  -,  and,  becaufe  I  muft  confefs 
He  does  deferve  that,  (tho',  for  fome  refpecls, 
I  have  not  given  him  that  acknowledgment) 
Yet  in  mine  honour  I  did  flill  conclude 
To  ufe  him  nobly. 

Ami.  Sir,  that  will  become 
Your  reputation,  and  make  me  grow  proud 
Of  your  alliance. 

OrL  I  did  referve 

The  doing  of  this  friendfhip  'till  I  had 
His  fortunes  at  my  mercy,  that  the  world 
May  tell  him  'tis  a  willing  courtefy. 

Duch.  This  change  will  make  me  happy  ! 

OrL  }Tis  a  change  ; 

Thou  fhalt  behold  it :  Then  obferve  me  !  When 
That  Montague  had  poileffion  of  my  landa 
I  was  his  rival,  and  at  lad  obtain?d 
This  lady,  who,  by  promife  of  her  own 
Affection  to  him,  Ihould  have  been  his  wife : 
I  had  her,  and  with-held  her  like  a  pawn, 
'Till  now  my  land  is  rendered  to  me  again ; 
And  fmce  it  is  fo,  you  fhall  fee  I  have 
The  confcience  not  to  keep  her:  Give  him  her! 

[Draws. 

For,  by  the  faithful  temper  of  my  fword, 
She  fhall  not  tarry  with  me, 

Ami.  Give  me  way  ! —  [Draws. 

Thou  moil  unworthy  man  ! — God  ! — Give  me  way I0 ! 
Or,  by  the  wrong  he  does  the  innocent, 
I'll  end  thy  inifery  and  his  wickednefs 


Together  ! 


T&ou  Kicft  unworthy  man — give  me  -way.]  So  termer 

C  c  3  Duch. 
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Duch.  Stay,  and  let  me  juftify 
My  hufband  in  that !  I  have  wrong'd  his  bed IT— 

[Exit  Amiens* 

Never — all  fhames  that  can  afflict  me,  fall 
Upon  me,  if  I  ever  wrong'd  you  ! 

Orl.  Didil 
Thou  not  confefs  it  ? 

Duch.  'Twas  to  fave  your  blood 
From  (heckling :  That  has  turn'd  my  brother's  edge, 
He  that  beholds  our  thoughts  as  plainly  as 
Our  faces,  knows  it,  I  did  never  hurt 
My  honefty,  but  by  accufing  it. 

Orl.  Womens*  confents  are  fooner  credited 
Than  their  denials ;  and  I'll  never  truft 
Her  body,  that  prefers  any  defence 
Before  the  fafety  of  her  honour. — Here ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Shew  forth  that  ftranger. — Give  me  not  a  word  ! 
Thou  feeft  a  danger  ready  to  be  tempted. 

Ducb.  Call  that  upon  me,  rather  than  my  fhame  \ 
And,  as  I  am  now  dying,  I  will  vow 
That  I  am  honeft  ! 

Orl.  Put  her  out  of  doors  ! 
But  that  I  fear  my  land  may  go  again 
To  Montague,  I  would  kill  thee  !  I  am  loth 
To  make  a  beggar  of  him  that  way  li  -9  or  elie— 

11   •  "•     .  •  /  ha*ve  wrong  d  his  led. 

[Exeunt  Amiens  and  Orleans. 

Enter  Orleans  in  amazement,  the  fervants  following  him. 
Neve r—  all  foames*  &c.J  Thefe  ftage-directions  are  not  onTy 
wrong,  but  ridiculous.  We  believe  that  Amiens  departs,  (hocked  at 
the  felf-accufation  of  the  Duchefs,  and  that  Orleans,  with  his  drawn 
fword,  prepares  to  kill  her,  which  occafions  her  immediate  recantation. 
What  he  fays  afterwards  flrongly  tends  to  confirm  this  interpretation; 

'Thou  feejl  a  danger  ready  to  be  tempted. 
Her  anfwer  conveys  the  fame  idea; 
Cajl  that,  &c. 

11  To  makcaleggar  of  him  that  way  ;]  /  c.  By  forfeiting  my  life  and 
eftate  to  the  king,  give  Montague  an  opportunity  of  begging  it  from 
him.  If  this  is  not  the  Poets  meaning,  it  is  dark  to  me.  Stward. 

jtfeeins  to  be  ironical. 

Go! 
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Go  !  now  you  have  the  liberty  of  flefh ; 

And  you  may  put  it  to  a  double  ufe, 

One  for  your  pleafure,  th'other  to  maintain 

Your  well-beloved  ;  he  will  want :  [Exit  Duch. 

In  fuch  a  charitable  exercife 

The  virtue  will  excufe  you  for  the  vice.  [Exit. 

Enter  Amiens  drawn,  Montague  and  Veramour  meeting. 

Mont.  What  means  your  lordfhip  ? 

Ver.  For  the  love  of  Heav'n 

Ami.  Thou  haft  advantage  of  me  ^  caft  away 
This  buckler ! 

Mont.  So  he  is,  Sir '%  for  he  lives 
With  one  that  is  undone. — Avoid  us,  boy  ! 

Ver.  I'll  firft  avoid  my  fafety  : 
Your  rapier  mall  be  button'd  u  with  my  head, 
Before  it  touch  my  mailer, 

Ami.  Montague  ! 

Mont.  Sir  ? 

Ami.  You  know  my  filler 

Mont.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ami.  For  a  whore. 

Mont.  You  lie  !  and  mall  lie  lower  if  you  dare 
A b ufe  her  honour. 

Enter  Duchefs. 

Duck.  \  am  honed. 

Ami.  Honed  ? 

Duch.  Upon  my  faith,  I  am. 

Ami.  What  did  then 


'?  This  buckler. 

Mont.  So  be  is,  Sir.  ]  At  firft  fight,  we  imagined  that  fome  words, 
relative  to  Veramour,  were  wanting  afrer  the  word  BUCKLER  :  But,  on 
further  consideration  of  Montague's  reply,  So  he  is,  it  appeared  to  con 
vey  one  of  the  numerous  contemptible  puns  whici)  difgrace  this  Comedy, 
particularly  that  intereiling  character,  and  alluding  to  Verarnour"s  be 
ing  the  buckler  of  a  man  that  is  undone,  i.  e.  UNEUCKLLD.  A  few  iines 
lower  he  fays,  Ton  LIE,  andjhall  LIE  lo-ver;  and  on  hearing  the  de- 
cifion  of  the  !aw  fuit>  he  fiy?,  My  adversary  TOOK  my  part ;  meaning 
punningly,  ¥iy  adwerfary  took  my  eJJate  FROM  me ;  with  various  others. 

14  Button  d.~\  Alluding  to  the  button  on  a  foil. 

C  c  4  Perfuade 
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Perfuade  the?  to  condemn  thyfelf  ? 

Ducb.  Your  fafety. 

Ami.  I  had  rather  be  expos'd 
To  danger,  than  difhonour :  Th'  hafl  betray'd 
The  reputation  of  my  family 
More  bafely,  by  the  faMenefs  of  that  word., 
Than  if  thou  hadft  deliver'd  me  afleep 
Into  the  hand  of  a  bafe  enemy.    Relief 
Will  never  make  thee  fenfible  of  thy 
Difgraces  :  Let  thy  wants  compel  thee  to  it ! 

Ducb.  Oh,  I'm  a  miferable  woman  !       [Exit  Ami. 

Mont.  Why,  madam  ? 
Are  you  utterly  without  means  to  relieve  you  ? 

Ducb.  I've  nothing,  Sir,  unlefs  by  changing  of 
Theie  cloaths  for  worfe,  and  then  at  lad  the  worft 
For  naked. nefs. 

Mont.  Stand  off,  boy  ! — Nakednefs 
Would  be  a  change  to  pleafe  us,  madam,  tq 
Delight  us  both. 

Ducb.  What  nakednefs,  Sir  ? 

Mont.  Why,  the  nakednefs 
Of  body,  madam  •,  we  were  lovers  once, 

Ducb.  Never  difhoneft  lovers. 

Mont.  Honeily 
Has  no  allowance  now  to  give  ourfelves, 

Ducb.  Nor  you  allowance  again  ft  honefly. 

Mont.  I'll  fend  my  boy  hence  :  Opportunity 
Shall  be  our  fervant.     Come,  and  meet  me  firft 
With  kiffcs  like  a  ftranger  at.  the  door, 
And  then  invite  me  nearer,  to  receive 
A  more  famiiiar  inward  welcome  ;  where, 
Inftead  of  tapers  made  of  virgin-wax, 
Th'  encreafmg  flames  of  our  defires  fhall  light 
Us  to  a  banquet-,  and,  before  the  tafte 
Be  dull  with  fatisfaclion,  I'll  prepare 
A  nourifhment  compos'd  of  every  thing 
That  bears  a  natural  friendfhip  to  the  blood, 
And  that  fhall  let  another  edge  upon'c ; 
Or  elfe,  between  the  courfes  of  the  feaft 
We'll  dally  out  an  cxerciie  of  time, 

That 
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That  ever  as  one  appetite  expires 
Another  may  fucceed  it. 

Duck.  Oh,  my  lord, 

How  has  your  nature  loft  her  worthinefs  •? 
When  our  affections  had  their  liberty, 
Our  kifTes  met  as  temperately  as 
The  hands  of  fifters  or  of  brothers,  that 
Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving15 ;  then  you  were 
So  noble,  that  I  durft  have  trufted  your 
Embraces  in  an  opportunity 
Silent  enough  to  ferve  a  ravifher, 
And  yet  come  from  you  undifhonour'd :  How 
You  think  me  alter'd,  that  you  promife  your 
Attempt  fuccefs,  I  know  not  j  but  were  all 
The  fweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  fet 
On  this  fide,  and  on  that  fide  all  the  tortures l6, 
Thefe  neither  fhould  perfuade  me,  nor  thofe  force. 

Mont.  Then  mifery  may  wafte  your  body. 

Ducb.  Yes; 
But  lull  fnall  never. 

Mont.  I  have  found  you  ftill 
As  imcorrupted  as  I  left  you  firft. 
Continue  ib,  and  I  will  ferve  you  with 
As  much  devotion  as  my  word,  my  hand, 
Or  purfe  can  fhew  you  !  And,  to  juftify 
That  promife,  here  is  half  the  wealth  I  have! 

Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving."]  This  Teems  very  dark.  To 
fling  light  upon  it,  I  believe  we  Ibouid  read  M  for  that,  and  inter- 
pret,  Tho'  our  bloods  were  then  from  our  being  in  youth  and  profperity 
more  ftirring  than  they  ought  to  be  now.  Seaward. 

The  words  will  fcarce  bear  this  conitru6lion  of  Seward ;  at  leaft, 
without  changing  as  to  more :  '  flko>  our  bloods  were  then  more  mov- 
'  ing.'  We  think  the  old  text  may  fignify,  '  That  our  bloods,  like 
'  our  kiffes,  were  no  more  moving,  fenfual,  or  intemperate,  than  thofe 
'  of  brothers  and  filters/ 

16  7 he  fweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  fet 

On  this  fide,  aid  on  that  fide  all  the  waiters.]  What  \s.*waitgrs 
in  contrail  to  temptations,  it  cannot  mean  merely  fervants  to  help  him 
to  force  her ;  that  is  too  poor  an  expreffion  to  be  admitted.  *Tis  mod 
probably  corrupt,  tho'  i  cannot  find  a  word  near  the  trace  of  the 
letters  to  fupply  its  place.  Several  words  occur,  as  tortures,  terrors, 
racks, or  ail  th^t  ft  hit  ut.  I  prefer  the  fiift,  $eward. 

Take 
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Take  it !  you  owe  me  nothing,  'till  you  fall 
From  virtue  -,  which  the  better  to  protect, 
I  have  bethought  me  of  a  prefent  means. — 
Give  me  the  letter ! — This  commends  my  boy 
Into  the  fervice  of  a  lady,  whofe 
Free  goodnefs  you  have  been  acquainted  with, 
Lamira. 

Duck.  Sir,  I  know  her. 

Mont.  Then  believe 

Her  entertainment  will  be  noble  to  you. 
My  boy  lhall  bring  you  thither,  and  relate 
Your  manner  of  misfortune,  if  your  own 
Report  needs  any  witnefs :  So,  I  kifs 
Your  hand,  good  lady  ! 

Duck.  Sir,  I  know  not  how 
To  promife  ;  but  I  cannot  be  unthankful. 

Mont.  All  that  you  can  implore  in  thankfulnefsf 
Be  yours,  to  make  you  the  more  profperous  ! 
Farewell,  my  boy  ! — I  am  not  yet  opprefs'd, 
Having  the  pow'r  to  help  one  that's  diflrcfs'd.  \Exe. 

ACT       II.        SCENE      I. 

Enter  Longueville  and  Dubols. 
Long.  \ T  7  H  A T  fhall  we  do  now?   f words  are 

VV  Ollt  of  ufe, 

And  words  are  out  of  credit. 
Dubcis.  We  muft  ferve. 

Long.  The  means  to  get  a  fervice  will  firft  fpend 
Our  purfes  -,  and,  except  we  can  allow 
Ourfelves  an  entertainment,  fervice  will 
Neglect  us  :  Now,  'tis  grown  into  a  doubt 
Whether  the  mafter  or  the  fervant  gives 
The  countenance, 

Dubois.  Then  fall  in  with  miftrefies  ! 

Long.  They  keep  more  fervants  now,  indeed,  than 

men : 

But  yet  the  age  is  grown  fo  populous 
Of  thofe  attendants,  that  the  women  are 

Grown 
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Grown  full  too. 

Dubois.  What  (hall  we  propound  ourfelves  ? 

Long.  I'll  think  on't. 

Dubois.  Do.  Old  occupations  have 
Too  many  fetters-up  to  profper ;  fome 
Uncommon  trade  would  thrive  now. 

Long.  We  will  ev'n 

Make  up  fome  half  a  dozen  proper  men; 
And  fhould  not  we  get  more  than  all 
Your  female  finners  ? 

Dubcis.  If  the  houfe  be  feated, 
As  it  fhould  be,  privately. 

Long.  Ay;  but  that  would  make 
A  multitude  of  witches. 

Dubois.  Witches  ?  how,  prithee  ? 

Long.  Thus  ;  the  bawds  would  all 
Turn  vritches  to  revenge  themfelves  upon  us; 
And  the  women  that  come  to  us,  for  difguifes 
Muft  wear  beards  ;  and  that  is,  they  fay, 
A  token  of  a  witch. 

Dubcis.  What  fhall  we  then  do  ? 

Long.  We  muft  ftudy  on't  with  more  consideration. 
Stay,  Dubois  !  are  not  the  lord  of  Orleans 
And  the  lord  of  Amiens  enemies  ? 

Dubois.  Yes ;  what  of  that  ? 

Long.  Methinks  the  factions  of  two  fuch  great  men 
Should  give  a  promife  of  advancement  now, 
To  us  that  want  it. 

Dubois.  Let  the  plot  be  thine, 
And  in  the  enterprize  I'll  fecond  thee. 

Long.  I  have  it !  We  will  firft  fet  down  ourfelves 
The  method  of  a  quarrel,  and  make  choice 
Of  fome  frequented  tavern,  or  fuch  a  place 
Of  common  notice,  to  perform  it  in, 
By  way  of  undertaking,  to  maintain 
The  feveral  honours  of  thofe  enemies : 
Thou  for  the  lord  of  Orleans;  I  for  Amiens. 

Dubois.  I  like  the  project;  and  I  think  'twill  take 
The  better,  fince  their  difference  firft  did  rife 
From  his  occafion  whom  we  follow'd  once. 

Long. 


4T2  THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE. 

Long.  We  cannot  hope  lefs,  after  the  report, 
Than  entertainment  or  gratuity : 
Yet  thofe  are  ends  I  do  not  aim  at  moil. 
Great  fpirits  that  are  needy,  and  will  thrive, 
Muft  labour  while  fuch  troubles  are  alive.    {Exeunt. 
Enter  Laverdine  and  La-Poop. 

La-P.  Slander  is  (harper  than  the  fword  ! 
I've  fed  thefe  three  days  upon  leaf- tobacco, 
For  want  of  other  victuals. 

Lav.  You  have  liv'd 

The  honefter,  captain.     But  be  not  fo  dejected  ! 
But  hold  up  thy  head,  and  meat  will  fooner  fail 
In  thy  mouth. 

La-P.  I  care  not  fo  much  for  meat. 
So  I  had  but  good  liquor,  for  which  my  guts 
Croak  like  fo  many  frogs  for  rain. 

Lav.  It  feems 

You  are  troubled  with  the  wind-cholic,  captain  ; 
Swallow  a  bullet  •,  it  is  prefent  remedy, 
1  will  allure  you. 

La-P.  A  bullet?  I'll- tell  you,  Sir17! 
My  paunch  is  nothing  but  a  pile  of  bullets  : 
When  I  was  in  any  fervice,  I5  flood  between 
My  general  and  the  (hot,  like  a  miid^wall : 
I  am  all  lead  ;  from  th'  crown  of  the  head  to  the 
Sod  of  the  foot,  not  a  found  bone  about  me. 

Lav.  It  feems  you've  been  in  terrible  hot  fervice, 
Captain. 

La-P.  It  has  ever  been 
The  fate  of  the  Low-Country  wars  to  fpoil 
Marry  a  man  ;  I  ha'  not  been  the  firfl, 
Nor  fliall  not  be  the  laflr.     But,  I'll  tell  you,  Sir, 
(Hunger  has  brought  it  into  mind)  I  ferv'd 
Once  at  the  liege  of  Brefl,  ('tis  memorable 
To  this  day)  where  we  were  in  great  diftrefs 
For  victuals  ;  whole  troops  fainted  more  for  want 
Of  food  than  for  blood,  and  died  ;  yet  we  were 
Refolv'd  to  ftand' it  out.     I  myfelf  was 

*"  A  bullet  ?    If  vou  be  captain, 
Mv  pavnck.  C^V.1   b'o  firft  folio. 

•/   /  *  •*  .  * 

But 
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But  then  gentleman  of  a  company,  and  had 
As  much  need  as  any  man  :   And  indeed 
I'd  perifh'd,  had  not  a  miraculous  providence 
Preferv'd  me. 

Lav.  As  how,  good  captain  ? 

La-P.  Marry,  Sir, 

E'en  as  I  was  fainting  and  falling  down 
For  want  of  fuftenance,  the  enemy 
Made  a  fhot  at  me,  and  (truck  me  full 
In  the  paunch  with  a  penny-loaf. 

Lav.  Infiead  of  a  bullet  ? 

La-P.  Infiead  of  a  bullet. 

Lav.  That  was  miraculous  indeed! 
And  that  loaf  fuftain'd  you  ? 

La-P.  Nourifh'd  me, 
Or  I  had  familh'd  wi'  the  reft. 

Lav.  You  have  done 

Worthy  acts,  being  a  foldier.     And  now  you  fhall 
Give  me  leave  to  requite  your  tale,  and  to  acquaint  you 
With  the  moft  notorious  deeds  that  I've  done, 
Being  a  courtier :  1  proteft,  captain, 
I'll  lie  no  more  than  you  have  done. 

La-P.  lean 
Endure  no  lies. 

Lav.  I  know  you  cannot,  captain, 
Therefore  I  will  only  tell  you  of  ftrange  things : 
I  did  once  a  deed  of  charity,  for  itfelf ; 
I  a  (lifted  a  poor  widow  in  a  fuit, 
And  obtain'd  it ;  yet,  I  proteft,  I  took  not 
A  penny  for  my  labour. 

La-P.  It  is  no 
Such  ftrange  thing. 

Lav.  By  Mars,  captain,  but  it  is, 
And  a  very  ftrange  thing  too,  in  a  courtier ; 
It  may  take  the  upper-hand  of  your  penny-loaf 
For  a  miracle.     I  could  have  told  you 
How  many  ladies  have  languifh'd  for  my  love, 
And  how  I  was  once  folicited  by 
The  mother,  the  daughter,  and  grandmother ;  out  of 
The  leaft  of  which  I  might  have  digg'd  myfelf 

A  for- 
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A  fortune;  they  were  all  great  ladies,  for  two  of  them 

Were  fo  ir.g  1  could  hardly  embrace  them  ; 

But  I  was  iiuggifh  in  my  rifing  courfes, 

And  therefore  let  them  pafs.     What  means  I  had 

Is  fpent  upon  fuch  as  had  the  wit  to  cheat  me  ; 

That  wealth  being  gone,  I've  only  bought  experience 

With  it,  with  a  ftrong  hope  to  cheat  others. — 

But  fee,  here  comes  the  much-declined  Montague, 

Who'd  all  the  manor-houfes,  which  were  the  body 

Of  his  eftate,  overthrown  by  a  great  wind  ! 

Enter  Montague  and  Mallicorn. 

La-P.  How  !  by  a  great  wind  ? 
Was  he  not  overthrown  by  law  ? 

Lav.  Yes,  marry  was  he ; 
But  there  was  terrible  puffing  and  blowing 
Before  he  was  o'erthrown,  if  you  obferv'd  ; 
And  believe  it,  captain,  there  is  no  wind  fo  dangerous 
To  a  building  as  a  lawyer's  breath. 

La-P.  What's  he  with  him  ? 

Lav.  An  eminent  citizen,  monfieur  Mallicorn : 
Let's  Hand  afide,  and  liften  their  defign  ! 

Mai.  Sir,  profit  is  the  crown  of  labour  ;  'tis 
The  life,  the  foul  of  the  induftrious  merchant : 
In  it  he  makes  his  Paradife,  and  for't  neglects 
Wife,  children,  friends,  parents,  nay,  all  the  world, 
And  delivers  up  himfelf  to  th'  violence  of  ftorms, 
And  to  be  tofTed  into  unknown  airs. 
As  there's  no  faculty  fo  perilous, 
So  there  is  none  fo  worthy  profitable l8. 

18  So  there  is  none  fo  worthy  profitable.]  i.  e.  Profit  is  the  moft 
worthily  profitable  of  any  faculty.  This  is  little  more  than  to  fay, 
profit  is  profit.  But  the  abfurdity  is  not  chargeable  upon  the  original. 
Almoft  the  whole  aft  has  been  hitherto  printed  as  profe,  and  where 
the  meafure  is  not  eafily  reftored,  there  the  fenfe  too  is  frequently 
deficient ;  and  where  both  fail  together,  there  is  the  fulleft  proof  of  a 
corruption.  Both  in  this  place  aie  very  eafily  amended  by  adding  or 
rather  reftoring  two  particles  : 

As  there* s  no  faculty  fo  perilous. 

So  there  is  none  fo  worthy  as  the  profitable.  Seaward. 

SewarcTs  addition,  in  our  opinion,  injures  both  meafure  and  ienfe. 
The  two  lines  fignify,  *  As  there  is  no  profeffion  incurs  fo  much 
*  danger  as  the  Merchant,  fo  there  is  none  fo  icputably  lucrative/ 
Montague's  anfwer  proves  this. 
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-Mont.  Sir,  I  am  very  well  polled  of  it19^ 
And  what  of  my  poor  fortunes  remains, 
I  would  gladly  hazard  upon  the  fea ;  it  cannot 
Deal  worfe  with  me  than  the  land,  though't  fink 
Or  throw  it  in  the  hands  of  pirates.     I  have  yen 
Five  hundred  pounds  left,  and  your  honeft 
And  worthy  acquaintance  may  make  me  a  young 

merchant : 

The  one  moiety  of  what  I  have  I'd  gladly 
Adventure. 

Mat.  How  !   adventure  ?  you  mall  hazard 
Nothing  •,  you  mall  only  join  with  me  in  certain 
Commodities  that  are  fafe  arriv'd  unto 
The  quay :  You  mall  neither  be  in  doubt  of  danger 
Nor  damage  -,  but,  ib  much  money  difburs'd, 
So  much  receive.     Sir,  I  would  have  you  conceive 
I  purfue  it  not  for  any  good  your  money  will 
Do  me,  but  merely  out  of  mine  own  freenefs 
And  courtefy  to  pleafure  you. 

Mont.  I  can 

Believe  no  lefs ;  and  you  exprefs 
A  noble  nature,  feeking  to  build  up 
A  man  fo  ruin'd  as  mylelf. 

Lav.  Captain,  here's  fubject 
For  us  to  work  upon,  if  we  have  wit : 
You  hear  that  there  is  money  yet  left,  and  'tis 
Going  to  be  laid  out  in  rattles,  bells, 
Hobby-horfes,  brown  paper,  or  fome  fuch-like  falc 
Commodities  •,  now  it  would  do  better  in  our  purfes, 
Upon  our  backs  in  good  gold-lace  and  fcarlet; 
And  then  we  might  purfue  our  projects,  and  our 
Devices  towards  my  lady  Annabella. 
Go  to  !   there  is  a  conceit  newly  landed  : 
Hark  !  I  (land  in  good  reputation  with  him, 
And  therefore  may  the^better  cheat  him  :  Captain, 
Take  a  few  instructions  from  me. 

*9  PoJ/eJI  of  it.]  That  is,  acquainted  with  or  informed  of  it.  So, 
in  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  ad  i.  fc.  v.  Bobadil  fays,  « PoJ/efs  no 
'  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  vvi:.h  notice  of  my  lodging.'  R. 

Mont. 
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Mont.  What  money 

I  have's  at  your  difpofing;  and  upon  twelve, 
I'll  meet  you  at  the  palace  with  it. 

MaL  I'll  there 
Expect  you-,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Lav.  You  apprehend  me  ?  [Exit  MaL 

La-P.  Why,  d'ye  think  I'm  a  dunce  ? 

Lav.  Not  a  dunce,  captain  ; 
But  you  might  give  me  leave  to  mifdoubt  that 
Pregnancy  in  a  ibldier,  which  is  proper  and 
Hereditary  to  a  courtier:  But  profecute  it  ^ 
I  will  both  fecond  and  give  credit  to  it. — 
Good  monfieur  Montague  !   I  would  your  whole 
Revenues  lay  within  the  circuit  of 
Mine  arms,  that  1  might  as  eafily  beftow, 
Or  reftore  it  unto  you  as  my  courtefy  ! 

La-P.  My  zealous  wifhes,  Sir,  do  accompany  his 
For  your  good  fortunes. 

Lav.  Believe  it,  Sir,  our 
Affection  towards  you  is  a  ftrong  bond  of  friendfhip. 

Mont.  To  which  I  mall  molt  willingly  feal.     But, 

believe  me, 

Gentlemen,  in  a  broken  eftate  the  bond 
Of  friendfhip  oft  is  forfeited  >  but  that 
It  is  your  free  and  ingenuous  nature  to  renew  it. 

Lav.  Sir,  I  will  amply  extend  myfelf  to  your  ufe, 
And  am  very  zealoufly  afflicted,  as  not 
One  of  your  leaft  friends,  for  your  crooked  fate : 
But  let  it  not  feize  you  with  any  dejection  i 
You  have,  as  I  hear,  a  fufficient 
Competency  left,  which,  well  difpos'd, 
May  erect  you  as  high  in  the  world's 
Account  as  ever. 

Mont.  1  can't  l:ve  to  hope  it, 
Much  lefs  enjoy  it :  Nor  is  it  any  part 
Of  my  endeavour  ;  my  fludy  is  to  render 
Ev'ry  man  his  own,  and  to  contain  myfelf 
Within  the  limits  of  a  gentleman. 

Lav.  I  have  the  grant  of  an  office  given  me  by 

Some 
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Some  noble  favourites  of  mine  in  court; 

There  (lands  but  a  fmall  matter  between  me 

And  it :  If  your  ability  be  fiich 

To  lay  down  the  prefent  Turn,  out  of  the  love 

I  bear  you,  before  any  other  marij 

It  fhall  be  confirmed  yours. 

Mont.  I've  heard  you  often  fpeak  of  fuch  a  thing} 
If't  be  affur'd  to  you,  I'll  gladly  deal  in  it: 
That  portion  I  have  I  would  not  hazard 
Upon  one  courfe,  for  I  fee  the  moil  certain 
Is  uncertain. 

La-P.  Having  money,  Sir,     . 
You  could  not  ligb.t  upon  men  that  could  give 
Better  diredion.     There's  at  this  time  a.  friend 
Of  mine  upon  the  feas  (to  be  plain  with  you, 
He  is  a  pirate)  that  hath  wrote  to  me 
To  work  his  freedom  ;  and  by  this  gentleman's 
Means,  whofe  acquaintance  is  not  fmajl  at  court; 
We  have  the  word  of  a  worthy  man  for't:  only  there  \$ 
Some  money  to  be  fuddenly  ciifburs'd  \ 
And  if  your  happinefs  be  fuch  to  make  it  up, 
You  fhall  receive  treble  gain  by't,< 
And  good  afluranCe  for  it. 

Mcnt.  Gentlemen, 

Out  of  the  weaknefs  of  my  efiate  you  feerri . 
To  have  fome  knowledge  of  my  bread,  that  woulds 
If  it  were  poffible,  advance  my  declin'd  fortunes, 
To  fatisfy  all  men  of  whom  I  have 
Had  credit ;  and  I  know  no  way  better 
Than  thefe  which  you  propofe  :  I  have  fome  money 
Ready  under  my  command  ;  fome  part  of  it  is 
Already  promised,  but  the  remainder,  is 
Yours  to  fuch  ufes  as  are  propounded. 

Lav.  Appoint  fome  certain  place  of  meeting; 
For  thefe  affairs  require  expedition. ., 

Mont.  I'll  make't  my  prefent  bufmefs.  At  twelve  I  arrt 
To  iheet  Mallicorn;  the  merchant,  at.  the  palace, 
(You  know  him,  Sir)  about  fome  negotiation 
Of  the  fame  nature;  there  I  will  be  ready 
To  tender  you  that  money,  ufon  fuch 

VOL.  X.  D  d  tonditiona 
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Conditions  as  we  fhall  conclude  of. 

Lav.  The  care 

Of  it  be  yours,  fo  much  as  the  affair 
Concerns  you  ! 

Mont.  Your  caution  is  effectual;  and  till  then 
I  take  my  leave* 

Lav.  Good  Mr.  Montague  ! 

[Within  a  clamour,  Down  with  their  weapons  ! 

Enter  Longtteville  and  Dubois,  their  f words  drawn  ; 
Servants  and  others  between  them. 

Scr.  Nay,  gentlemen,what  mean  you  ?  Pray  be  quiet ! 
Have  fome  refpedt  unto  the  houfe. 

Long.  A  treacherous  flave  ! 

Dubois.  Thou  doft  revile  thyfelf,  bafe  Longueville! 

Long.  I  fay  thou  art  a  villain,  and  a  corrupt  one, 
That  haft  fome  feven  years  fed  on  thy  matter's  trencher, 
Yet  ne'er  bred'ft  good  blood  towards  him  5  for  if  thou 

hadft, 
Thou'dft  have  a  founder  heart* 

Dubois.  So,   Sir !    you  can 
Uie  your  tongue  fomething  nimbler  than  your  fworcL 

Long.  'Would  you  could  ufe  your  tongue  well  of 

your  matter,  friend  ! 
You  might  have  better  employment  for  your  fword* 

Dubois.  I  fay 

Again,  and  I  will  fpeak  it  loud  and  often, 
That  Orleans  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
With  whom  Amiens  is  too  light  to  poife  the  fcale* 

Long.  He  is  the  weaker,  for  taking  of  a  praife 
Out  of  thy  mouth. 

Dubois.  This  hand  fhall  feal  his  merit 
At  thy  heart. 

Lav.  Part  them,  my  mafters,  part  them  ! 

Serv.  Part  them,  Sir  ? 
Why  do  you  not  part  them  ?  you  fland  by 
Wi'  your  fword  in  your  hand,  and  cry,  fart  'em  / 

Lav.  Why, 

You  mull  know,  my  friend,  my  cloaths  are  better 
than  yours  5 

And 


rTHE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE.   419 
And,  in  a  good  fuit,  I  do  ne'er  ufe  to  part  any  body, 

La-P.  And  it  is  difcretion. 

Lav.  Ay,  marry  is  it,  captain. 

Long.  Dubois,  tho'  this  place 
Privilege  thee,  know,  where  next  we  meet, 
The  blood,  which  at  thy  heart  flows,  drops  at  thy  feet ! 
'    Dubois.  I  v/ould  not  fpend  it  better       [Exit  Long* 
Than  in  this  quarrel,  and  on  fuch  a  hazard. 

Enter  Amiens  in  hafte ;  bis  favor  d  drawn. 

Ami.  What  uproar  is  this  ?  Muft  my  name  here 

be  queftion'd 
In  tavern-brawls,  and  by  affected  ruffians  ? 

Lav,  Not  we  indeed,  Sir. 

Dulois.  Fear  can  not  make  me  ihrink  out  of  your  fury, 
Tho'  you  were  greater  than  your  name  doth  make  you* 
I'm  one,  and  the  oppofer  :  If  your  fwoln  rage 
Have  aught  in  malice  to  enforce,  exprefs  it. 
,    Ami.  I  feek  thee  not ;  nor  malt  thou  ever  gain 
That  credit,  which  a  blow  from  me  would  give  thee.' 
By  my  foul,  I  more  deteft  that  fellow 
Which  took  my  part  than  thee,  that  he  durfl  offer 
To  take  my  honour  in  his  feeble  arms, 
And  fpend  it  in  a  drinking-room.  Which  way  went  he .? 

Lav.  That  way,  Sir. — I  would  you  would  after  ! 
For  I  do  fear  we  mall  have  fome  more  fcuffling. 

Ami.  I'll  follow  him;  and,  if  my  fpeed o'ertake  him. 
I  mall  ill  thank  him  for  his  forwardnefs.  [Exit. 

Lav.  I'm  glad  he's  gone  -,  for  I  don't  love  to  fee 
A  fword  drawn  in  the  hand  of  a  man  that  looks 
So  furious  •,  there's  no  jelling  with  edge  tools : 
How  fay  you,  captain  ? 

La-P.  I  fay,  'tis  better  jefting 
Than  to  be  in  earned  with  them. 

Enter  Orleans. 
Or/.  How  now  ? 

What  is  the  difference  ?  They  fay  there  have  been 
Swords  drawn,  and  in  my  quarrel :  Let  me  know 
That  man,  whofc  love  is  fo  fincere  to  fpend 

D  d  2  His 
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His  blood  for  my  fake  !  I  will  bounteoufly 
Kequite  him. 

Lav.  We  were  all  of  your  fide  ; 
But  there  he  (lands  begun  it. 

Or/.   What's  thy  name  ? 

Dulois.  Dubois. 

Or/.  Give  me  thy  hand!  Thou  haftreceiv'dno  hurt? 

Dubois.  Not  any  ;  nor  were  this  body 
Stuck  full  of  wounds,  I  mould  not  count  them  hurts, 
Being  taken  in  fo  honourable  a  caufe 
As  the  defence  of  my  moil  worthy  lord. 

Or/.  The  dedication  of  thy  love  to  me 
Requires  my  ample  bounty  :  Thou  art  mine  ; 
For  I  do  find  thee  made  unto  my  purpofes. 
Monfieur  Laverdine,  pardon  my  neglect  ! 
I  not  obferved  you.     And  how  runs  rumour  ? 

Lai;.  Why, 

It  runs,  my  lord,  like  a  footman  without  a  cloak, 
To  mew  that  what's  once  rumour'd  it  can't  be  hid% 

Or/.   And  what  lay  the  rabble  ? 
Am  not  I  the  fubject  of  their  talk  ? 

Lav.  Trothj  my  lord, 
The  common  mouth  ipeaks  foul  words. 
.    Or/.  Of  me, 
For  turning  away  my  wife,  do  they  not  ? 

Lav.  Faith, 

The  men  do  a  little  murmur  at  it,  and  fay, 
'Tis  an  ill  precedent  in  ib  great  a  man. 
Marry,  the  women,  they  rail  outright. 

Or/.  Out  upon  them,  rampailions  *'  !   I  will  keep 


z*  To  ^dfw  that  <wbaCs  once  rumour*  d  it  cinr.ot  bs  bid.]  Several 
piges  together  here  have  been  hitherto  printed  as  profe  ;  even  Lon~ 
Miieviile's  fpeech  at  his  exit,  which  ends  in  rhyme.  Here  the  reader 
\vilJ  fee  that  what  contributed  to  fpoil  the  meafure,  hurt  the  fenfe  alfo, 
and  both  are  reftored  together, 

'To  Jbe<w  that  ivhafs  tnee  rumour"1  d  can't  lg  hid.     Seivard. 

Neither  the  fenfe  or  n^eafure  would  be  injured  by  the  old  text  : 
The  nominative  abfolute  is  common  in  our  old  writers.  A  few  Hnes 
lo'.ver  v\e  find,  Tbs  ^luomsn^  THEY  rail. 

11  Ranpallions.']  The  meaning  of  thi"  word  is  pretty  obvious.  It 
is  >i\ed  by  Sir  John  FaiilafF,  fpea\ing  to  the  Boiteis,  in  the  Seco:?l 
Pau  of  ileiij/iV.  ai>.  ii.  fceiie  i.  R-- 

Myfelf 
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Myfelf  fafe  enough  out  of  their  fingers. 
But  what  fay  my  pretty  jolly  compos  Jd  gallants, 
That  cenfure  every  thing  more  defperate 
Than  it  is  dangerous  ?  what  fay  they  ? 

Lav.  Marry, 

They're  laying  wagers  what  death  you  mall  die : 
One  offers  to  lay  five  hundred  pounds  (and  yet 
H'had  but  a  groat  about  him,  and  that  was  in 
Two  two-pences  too)  to  any  man  that  would 
Make't  up  a  milling,  that  you  were  kill'd  with  a  piftol 
Charged  with  white  powder  "  ;  another  offer'd 
To  pawn  his  foul  for  five  millings,  (and  yet 
Nobody  would  take  him)  thatyou  were  ftabb'd  to  death, 
And  mould  die  with  more  wounds  than  Caviar. 

Or/.  And  who  fhould  be  the  butchers  that  ihould 

do  it  ? 
Montague,  and  his  affociates  ? 

Lav.  So 
It  is  conjeclur'd. 

La-P.  And,  believe  ir,  fweet  prince, 
It  is  to  be  fear'd,  and  therefore  prevented. 

Or/.  By  turning 
His  purpofe  on  himfelf  ?  were  .not  that  the  way  ? 

Lav.  The  moil  direct  path  for  your  fafety  : 
For  where  dorh  Danger  fit  more  furious 
Than  in  a  defperate  man  r 

La-P.  And  being  you  have 
Declin'd  his  means*5,  you  have  encreas'd  his  malice, 

Lav.  Befi.des  the  general  report  that  iteams 
In  every  man's  breath,  and  ftain.s  you  all  o'er 
With  infamy,  that  Time,  the  d^vqurer  of  all  things, 
Cannot  eat  out. 

La-P.  Ay,  for  that  former  familiarity 
."Which  he  bad  with  your  lady. 

Lav,.  Men  fpeak't  as  boldly  as  words  of  compliment^ 

-  *s  White  powder.]  //- bite  powder  was  generally  imagined  to  o»\ 
cafion  no  found  when  ufed  in  difcbargirg  a  piftol  Some  of  the 
confpirators  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  conftffed,  that  their  inten 
tion  was  to  have  murdered 'the  Queen  with  fire-arms  charged  in  this 
Banner.  $. 

Zi  Dftfirfdiiii  means ;]  i.  e.  Been  the  catife  of  their  declenfion,. 

D  d  3.  Good 
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Good  morrow ,  good  even,  or  Godfave  you,  Sir, 
Are  not  more  ufual :  If  the  word  cuckold  had  been 
Written  upon  your  forehead  in  great  capital  letters, 
It  could  not  have  been  dilated  with  more  confidence* 

Or/.  He  (hall  not  deep  another  night  -,  I'll  have 
His  blood,  tho't  be  requir'd  at  my  hands  again  ! 

Lav.  Your  lordfhip  may,  and  without  hazarding 
Your  own  perfon  :  Here's  a  gentleman  in  whofe  looks 
I  fee  a  refolntion  to  perform  it. 

Dubois.  Let  his  lordfhip 
Give  me  but:  his  honourable  word  for  my  life, 
I'll  kill  him  as  he  walks. 

Lav.  Or  piftol  him 
As  he  fits  at  meat 

La- P.  Or  at  game 

Lav.  Or  as  he's  drinking — ~ 

Dubofc.  Any  way. 

Or/.  Wou't  thou  ? 

Call  what  is  mine  thine  own!  Thy  reputation  fhall  not 
Be  brought  in  queftion  for't,  much  lefs  thy  life  j 
It  fhall  be  nam'd  a  deed  of  valour  in  thee, 
Not  murde.r  ;  Farewell !  \Exit. 

Dubois.  I  need  no  more  encouragement  j 
Jt  is  a  work  I  will  perfuade  myfelf 
That  I  was  born  to. 

£av.  And  you  may  perfuade 
Yonrfelf  too  that  you  fhall  be  fav'd  by  it, 
peing  that  it  is  for  his  honourable  lordfhip. 

J)ubois.  But  you  muft  yield  me  means,  how,  when 
and  where, 

Lav.  That  fhali  be  our  tafks  ;  nay,  more,  we  will 
Be  agents  with  thee :  This  hour  we  are  to  meet  him, 
0n  the  receipt  of  certain  monies,  which 
Indeed  we  purpofe  honeftly  to  cheat  him  of, 
And  that's  the  main  caufe  I  would  have  him  flain  : 
Who  works  with  fafety  makes  a  double  gain.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Longuevilley  dmiens  following  him. 
Ami.  Stay,  Sir!  I've  took  fome  pains  to  overtake  you* 
name  is  Longueville  ? 

Long. 


THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE.  423 

Long.  I  have  the  word 
Of  many  honeft  men  for't. — I  crave  your  lordihip's 

pardon  ! 

Your  fudden  apprehenfion  on  my  fteps 
Made  me  to  frame  an  aniwer  unwitting,  and 
Unworthy  your  refpedt. 

Ami.  D'  you  know  me  ? 

Long.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Ami.  I  know  not  you  -,  nor  am  I  well  pleas'd  to  make 
This  time,  as  the  affair  novv  (lands,  the  induction 
Of  your  acquaintance.     You're  a  fighting  fellow  ? 

Long.  How,   my  lord  ? 

Ami.  I  think  I  too  much  grace  you  j 
Rather  you  are  a  fellow  dares  not  fight, 
But  fpit  and  puff  and  make  a  nolle,  whilft 
Your  trembling  hand  draws  out  your  fword^tolay  it 
Upon  andirons,  {tools,  or  tables,  rather 
Than  on  a  man. 

Long.  Your  honour  may  beft  fpeak  this  \  yet, 
With  little  fafety,  if  I  thought  it  ferious. 

Ami.  Come,  you're  a  very  braggart; 
And  you  have  given  me  caule  to  tell  you  fo  : 
What  weaknefs  have  you  ever  feen  in  me 
To  prompt  yourielf,  that  I  could  need  your  help  ? 
Or  what  other  reafons  could  induce  you  to  it  ? 
You  ne'er  yet  had  a  meal's  meat  from  my  table. 
Nor,  as  I  remember,  from  my  wardrobe 
Any  caft  iuit. 

Long.  'Tis  true. 

I  ne'er  durft  yet  have  fuch  a  fervile  fpirit 
To  be  the  minion  of  a  full-fwoln  lord, 
But  always  did  deteft  fuch  (lavery  : 
A  meal's  meat  ?  or  a  call  iuit?  I'd  firft  eat  the  ftones, 
And  from  fuch  rags  the  dunghills  cio  afford 
fick  me  a  garment. 

Ami.  I've  miftook  the  man  ! 
His  refolute  fpirit  proclaims  him  generous  \ 
He  has  a  noble  heart,  as  free  to  utter 
Good  dceJs  as  to  aft  them  -,  for  had  he  not  been  right, 
And  of  one  piece,  he  would  have  crumpled,  curl'-d, 

D  d  4  And 
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And  {truck  himfelf  out  of  the  fhape  of  man 

Jntq  a  fiiadqw.  —  But,  prithee  tell  me, 

If  no  fuch  fawning  hope  did  lead  thee  on 

To  hazard  life  for  my  lake, 

What  was  it  that  inched  thee  ?  tell  me;  fpeak  it, 

Without  the  imputation  of  a  fycophant  ! 

Long.  Your  own  defert  ;  and  with  it  was  join'd 
Th*  unfeigned  friendfhip  that  J  judg'd  you  ever 
Held  unto  my  former  lord. 

Ami.  The  noble  Montague  ? 

Long,  Yes  ; 
The  noble  and  much-injur'd  Montague. 

Ami.  To  fuch  a  man  as  thou  art,  my  heart  fhall  be 
A  cafket  :  I  will  lock  thee  up  there,  and 
Efteem  thee  as  a  faithful  friepd, 
'^f  he  rjcheft  jewel  that  a  man  enjoys  : 
And,  being  thou  didft  follow  once  my  friend, 
And  in  thy  heart  ilill  doft,  not  with  his  fortunes 
Calling  him  off,  thou  fnalt  go  hand  in  hand 
With  me,  and  fliare  as.wellin  my 
Ability  as  love  :  'Tis  not  my  end 
To  gain  rpen  for  my  gfc,  but  a  true  friend,  \Exeunt« 

Enter  Duhtis. 

Bxfais.  There's  no  fuch  thriving  way  to  live  in  grace, 
As  to  have  no  fenfe  of  it  ;  his  back  nor  belly 
Shall  not  want  warniing  that  can  practjle  me  mifchief  : 
1  walk  now  with  a  full  purfe,  grow  high  and  wanton, 
Prune  and  brifk  myfelf  in  the  bright  mine, 
Of  his  good  ionlfhip's  favours  ;  and  for  what  virtue?, 
JFor  fafhioning  myfelf  a  murderer. 
Oh,  noble  Montague,  to  whom  I  ov/e 
I^Jy  hp.ari:,  vyith  all  my  beft  thoughts,  tho'  my  tonguq 
Have  proipis'cj  t!  exceed  the,  malice  of  thy  deftiny, 
Never  in  time  of  all  my  fervice  knew  I 
Such  a  fin  tempt  thy  bounty  !  thofe  that  did  feed 
0pon  thy  ciaarg£,   had  merit  or  elfe  peecj. 


Enter  Laverdlne  and  Lii-P.qop,  <witb 
au,  Dubois  !  maft  profpeioufl)  aie 
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s.  How  now  ? 
\Vill  he  come  this  way  ? 

Lav.  This  way,   immediately  ; 
therefore,  thy  affiftance,  dear  Dubois  ! 

Dubois  t  What,  have  you  cheated  him  of  the  money 
you  fpoke  of  ? 

Lav.  Fough  !  as  eafily  as  a  filly  country  wench 
Of  her  maidenhead;  we  had  it  in  a  twinkling. 

Dubois.  'Tis  well.     Captain,  let  me  help  you  ;  you 

mud  be 
Our  leader  in  this  aftion. 

La-P.  Tut!  fear  not; 

I'll  warrant  yon,  if  my  fv/ord  hold,  we'll  make 
No  fweating  ficknefs  of  it 2+. 

Dubois.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 
J3ut  let's  retire  a  little,  that  we  may  come 
Oji  the  more  bravely.     This  way,  this  way !     [Exe. 

.Enter  Montague  in  the  hands  of  T'hree  Officers  >  and 
'Three  Creditors. 

i  Cred.  Officers,  look  to  him;  and  be fure  you  take 
Good  fecurity  before  he  part  from  you  ! 
Mont.  V/hy,  but,  my  friends, 

2*  No  fweating  ficknefs  of  it.]  The  Sweating  Sieknefs,  called 
Sydor  Anglicus,  and  Febris  Ephemera  Britannica,  is  by  foine  fuppofed 
to  have  been  a  diforder  peculiarly  incident  to  the  Engiilh  nation.  It 
firft  appeared  in  the  year  1485,  and  afterwards  in  i  506,  1517,  1528, 
and  155',  and  each  time  made,  a  prodigious  haypck  in  the  human 
{pecies.  Dr.  Mead  fuppofes  it  originally  to  have  been  imported  by 
{he  French  troops,  brought  over  by  Henry  VII.  who  caught  the  in- 
fe&ion  from  others,  about  that  time  returned  from  the  fiege  of  Rhodes. 
The  violence  of  the  difeafe  eluded  every  effort  made  by  the  phyficians 
to  Hop  the  progrefs  of  it.  Thofe  who  were  attacked  by  it  feldom 
lived  more  than  twenty  iour  hours,  and  many  were  carried  off  in 
half  the  time.  The  mod  fmgular  circumitance  attending  it  was 
this?,  which  is  related  by  fever al  writers,  That  the  natives  of  every 
other  Country  but  England  efcaped  jt,  and  that  thofe  natives  who 
fled  into  foreign  climates  were  purfued  fey  it,  and  fell  victims  to  it? 
malignity.  Pr.  Mead  fuppofes  it  to  have  been  a  fpecies  of  the 
feitilence.— -A  very  poepcai  and  accurate  account  of  its  fymptoms 
and  effcfis  may  be  read  in  Dr.  Armttrcng's  Art  of  Prefer vir.g  Health, 
book  iii.  line  532,  &c.  R* 

You 
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You  take  a  ftrange  courfe  with  me !  the  fumsl  owe 
Are  rather  forgetfulnefs,   (they  are  fo  (light) 
Than  want  of  will  or  honefty  to  pay  you. 

l  Cred.  Ay,  Sir,  it  may  be  foj  but  we  mull  be  paid. 
And  we  will  be  paid  before  you  Tcape  : 
We've  wife  and  children,  and  a  charge ;  and  you 
Are  going  down  the  wind,  as  a  man  may  fay  j 
And  therefore  it  behoves  us  to  look  to't 
In  time. 

a  Cred.  Your  cloak  here  would  fatisfy  me  $ 
Mine  is  not  above  a  three-pound  matter, 
Befides  th'  arreft. 

3  Cred.  'Faith,  and  mine  is  much 
About  that  matter  too ;  your  girdle  and  hanger, 
And  your  beaver,  fhall  be  fufficient  bail  for  it. 

i  Cred.  If  you  have  ever  a  plain  black  fuit  at  home^ 
This  filken  one,  with  your  filk  ftockings,  garters,  j 
And  rofes,  fhall  pacify  me  too ;   for  I 
Take  no  delight,  if  I've  a  fufficient  pawn, 
To  caft  any  gentleman  in  prifon  j  therefore 
'Tis  but  an  untrufling  matter,  and  you  are  free. 
We  are  no  unreafonable  creatures,  you  fee : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  protefl  I'm  loth  to  put  you 
To  any  trouble  for  fecurity. 

Mont.  Is  there 
No  more  of  you  ?  he  would  next  demand  my  fkint 

i  Cred.  No,  Sir; 

Here  are  no  more  of  us,  nor  do  any  of  us 
Demand  your  Ikin ;  we  know  not  what  to  do  with  it ; 
But  it  may  be,  if  you  ow'd  your  glover 
Any  money,  he  knew  what  ufe  to  make  of  it. 

Mont.  Ye  dregs  of  bafenefs,  vultures  amongft  men, 
That  tire  **  upon  the  hearts  of  generous  fpirits 

i  Cred.  You  do  us  wrong.  Sir;   we  tire  no  ge* 

nerous  fpirits ; 
We  tire  nothing  but  our  hacknies. 

2*  That  tire  upon,&c."\  So,  in  Decker's  Match  Me  in  London,  163 1, 

•  •  the  vulture  tires 

*  Upon  the  eagle's  heart.'  R. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ma  Mi  corn. 

Mont.  But  here  comes  one  made  of  another  piece  I 
X  man  well  meriting  that  free-born  name 
Of  Citizen.     Welcome,  my  deliverer ! 
I  am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  blood-hounds,  that 
For  a  fum  lefler  than  their  honeilies, 
Which  is  nothing,  would  tear  me  out  of  my  fkiji, 
MaL  Why,  Sir,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
i  Cred.  Why,  Sir, 

The  matter  is,  that  we  muft  have  our  money; 
Which  if  we  can't  have,  we'll  fatisfy  ourfelves 
With  his  carcafe,  and  be  paid  that  ways. 
You  had  as  good,  Sir,  not  have  been  fo  peremptory; 
Officer,   hold  fail! 

i  Officer.  The  ftrenucus  fift 

Of  Vengeance  now  is  clutch'd  \  therefore  fear  no 
thing  ! 

JUal.  What  may  be  the  debt  in  grofs  ? 
Mont.  Some  forty  ,crowns ; 
Nay,  rather  not  fo  much:  'Tis  quickly  cafL 

Mal.'Tis  ftrangetome,that  youreftate  fhouldhavq 
So  low  an  ebb,  to  ftick  at  fuch  flight  fums. 
Why,  my  friends,  you  are  too  ftricl:  in  your  accounts? 
And  call  too  fudden  on  this  gentleman  j 
He  has  hopes  left  yet  to  pay  you  all. 

i  Cred,  Hopes  ? 

Ay,  marry !  bid  him  pay  his  friends  with  hopes, 
And  pay  us  with  current  coin !  I  knew 
A  gallant  once  that  fed  his  creditors 
Still  with  hopes,  and  bid  'em  they  fhould  fear 
Nothing,  for  he  had  'em  tied  in  a  firing; 
And  truft  me,  fo  he  had  indeed,  for  at  laft 
He  and  all  his  hopes  hopt  in  a  halter. 

Mont.  Good  Sir, 

With  what  fpeed  you  may,  free  me 
Out  of  the  company  of  thefe  Haves,  that  have 
Nothing  bu.t  their  names  to  fhew  'em  men. 

Mai.  What  would 
You  wifh  me  do,  Sir  ?  I  proteft  I  ha'  not 

The 
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The  prefent  fum  (fmall  as  it  is)  to  lay  down  for  you  ; 
And  for  giving  my  word,  my  friends  no  later 
7  han  yefternight  madejne  take  bread  and  eat  it, 
That  i  fliould  not  do  it  for  any  man  breathing  i'thu 

world : 
Therefore  I  pray  hold  me  excus'd ! 

Mont.  You  do  not  fpeak 
This  ferioufiy  ? 

Mai.  As  e'er  I  faid  my  prayers, 
I  p  rote  ft  to  you. 

Mont.  What  may  I  think  of  this  ? 

Mai.  Troth,  Sir,  thought's  free  for  any  man ;  we 

abufe 
Our  betters  in  it ;  I  have  done  it  myfelf. 

Mont.  Truft  me,  this  fpeech  of  yours  doth  much 

amaze  me ! 

Pray  leave  this  language;  and  out  of  that 
Same  fum  you  lately  did  receive  of  me, 
Lay  down  as  much  as  may  diicharge  me. 

Mai.  You're 

A  merry  man,  Sir  ;  and  I  am  glad  you  take  your 
£ro{Tes  fo  temperately.     Fare  you  well,  Sir ! 
And  yet  I  have  fomething  more  to  fay  to  you  ; 
A  word  in  your  ear,  I  pray  !.  To  be  plain  with  you, 
1  did  lay  this  plot  to  arreft  you,  to  enjoy 
This  money  I  have  of  yours  with  the  more  fafety. 
J'm    a  fool   to   tell  you    this   now;   but,  in  goocj 

faith, 

I  could  not  keep  it  in;   and  the  money  would 
Ha'  done  me  little  good  elfe.     An  honeft  citizen 
Cannot  wholly  enjoy  his  own  wife  for  you ; 
They  grow  old  before  they  have  true  ufe  of  them. 
Which  is^a.  lamentable  thing,  and  truly 
Much  hardens  the  hearts  of  us  citizens 
Againfh  you.     I  can  fay  no  more,  but  am 
Heartily  forry  for  yourheayinefs$ 
And  fot  I  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

j  Cred.   Officers, 

Take  hold'  on  him  again  !   for  monfieur  Mallicorn 
Will  do  nothing  for  him,  I  perceive. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dubois,  La-Poop  >  and  Laverdine. 

Dubois.  Nay,  come, 

My  mafters,  leave  dancing  of  the  old  meafures, 
And  let's  aflfault  him  bravely  ! 

Lav    By  no  means  ; 

For  it  goes  againft  my  ftomach  to  kill  a  man 
In  an  unjuft  quarrel. 

La-P.  It  muft  needs 
Be  a  clog  to  a  man's  confcience  all  his  life-time. 

Lav.  It  muft  indeed,  captain  :  Befides,  do  you  not 
See  he  has  gotten  a  guard  of  friends  about  him, 
As  if  he  had  fome  knowledge  of  our  purpofe  ? 

Dubois.  Had  he  a  guard  of  devils,  as  I  think  'em 
Little  better,  my  fword  fhould  do  the  meiTage  that 
It  came  for. 

Lav.  If  you  will  be  fo  defperate, 
The  blood  lie  upon  your  own  neck,  for  we'll 
Not  meddle  in't ! 

Dubois.  I  am  your  friend  and  fervant; 
Struggle  with  me,  and  take  my  fword  — 

[Dubois  runs  upon  Montague,,  and  ftruggling  yields 

him  bis  fword',   the  Officers  draw  ;  Lav  er  dine  and 

La- Poop  in  the  Jcuffiing  retire  •.   Montague  cbajetb 

them  off  the  ft  age,,  himfelf  wounded. 

Noble  Sir,  make  your  way  !  Yoi^ve  (lain  an  Officer. 

Mont.  Some  one  of  them  has  certainly  requited  mej 
For  I<k>  lofe  much  blood. 

1  Officer.  Udfprecious ! 

We've  loft  a  brother :  Pin  fue  the  gentleman  ! 

2  Officer.  I'll  not  meddle  with  him  :  You  fee  what 

comes  on't; 
Befides,  I  know  he'll  be  hang'd,  ere  he  be  taken. 

i  Officer.  I  tell  thee,  yeoman,  he  muft  be  taken 
Ere  he  be  hang'd. — He  is  hurt  in  the  guts ; 
Run  afore  therefore,  and  know  how  his  wife 
Will  rate  his  faufages  a-pound. 

3  Officer    Stay,  brother  ! 

I  may  live;  for  fur  el  y  I  find  I  am  but  hurt 
In  the  leg,  a  dangerous  kick  on  thefhin-bone.  [Exr. 

ACT 


.430  THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE, 


ACT      III.        SCENE      L 

Enter  Lamira,  Duchefs,  and  Veramour. 
Lam.  \T  O  U  fee,  lady, 

J[     What  harmlefs  fports  our  country  life 

affords ; 

And  tho'  you  meet  not  here  with  city  dainties, 
Or  courtly  entertainment,  what  you  have 
Is  free  and  hearty. 

Ducb.  Madam,  I  find  here 
What  is  a  ftranger  to  the  court,  content ; 
And  receive  courtefies  done  for  themfelves, 
Without  an  expectation  of  return, 
Which  binds  me  to  your  fervice. 

Lam.  Oh,  your  love  ! 

My  homely  houfe>  built  more  for  ufe  than  fhow, 
Obferves  the  golden  mean,  equally  diftant 
From  glittering  pomp,  and  fordid  avarice : 
For  mafques,  we  will  obferve  the  works  of  Nature  $' 
And  in  the  place  of  vifitation,  read; 
Our  phyfic  fhall  be  wholefome  walks ;  our  viands 
Nourifhing,  not  provoking;  for  I  find 
Pleafures  are  tortures  that  leave  flings  behind, 

Ducb.  You  have  a  great  eftate. 

Lam.  A  competency 
Sufficient  to  maintain  me  and  my  rank ; 
'Nor  am  I,  I  thank  Heav'n,  fo  courtly  bred. 
As  to  employ  the  utmoft  of  my  rents 
In  paying  tailors  for  fantaftic  robes ; 
Or,  rather  than  be  fecond  in  the  fafhion, 
Eat  out  my  officers  and  my  revenues 
With  grating  ufury ;  my  back  fhall  not  be 
The  bafe  on  which  your  foothing  citizen 
Erects  his  fnmmer-houfes  ;  nor,  on  th*  other  fide, 
Will  I  be  fo  penurioufly  wife, 

As 
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As  to  make  money,  that's  my  flave,  my  idol  $ 
Which  yet  to  wrong,  merits  as  much  reproof, 
As  to  abufe  our  fervant. 

Ducb.  Yet,  with  your  pardon, 
I  think  you  want  the  crown  of  all  contentment. 

Lam.  In  what,  good  madam  ? 
.  Ducb.  In  a  worthy  hufband. 

Lam.  God*5  !  it  is  ftrange  the  galley-flave  Ihould 

praife 

His  oar,  or  ftrokes  ;  or  you,  that  have  made  fhipwreck 
Of  all  delight  upon  this  rock  call'd  Marriage, 
Should  fmg  encomiums  on  it. 

Ducb.  Madam,  tho' 

One  fall  from's  horfe  and  break  his  neck,  will  you 
Conclude  from  that  it  is  unfit  to  ride  ? 
Or  muft  it  follow,  becaufe  Orleans 
My  lord  is  pleas'd  to  make  his  paflionate  trial 
Of  my  fufpected  patience,  that  my  brother 
(Were  he  not  fo,  I  might  fay  worthy  Amiens) 
Will  imitate  his  ills,  that  cannot  fancy  z6 
What's  truly  noble  in  him  ? 

Lam.  I  muft  grant 

There's  as  much  worth  in  him  as  can  be  look'd  for 
From  a  young  lord  ;  but  not  enough  to  make 
Me  change  my  golden  liberty,  and  confent 
To  be  a  fervant  to  it,  as  wives  are 
To  the  imperious  humours  of  their  lords. 
Methinks,  I'm  well  :  I  rife  and  go  to  bed, 
When  I  think  fit  j  eat  what  my  appetite 
Defires,  without  control  ;  my  fervants*  ftudy 
Is  my  contentment,  and  to  make  me  merry 


2J  It  is  flrange  the  galley  flaw  Jhould  praife.]   This 

Wants  a  fy  liable  which  the  reader  mult  fupply  by  fome  note  of  ex 
clamation  at  the  beginning.  It  being  common  in  all  the  editions  of 
our  Authors  to  leave  dames  for  exclamatory  particles,  and  for  every 
fpecies  of  leffer  oaths.  Seward. 

We  have  fupplied  the  deficiency  ;  and,  we  do  not  doubt,  with  the 
Author's  own  word. 

*6  T&at  cannot  fancy.]  Seward  Glently  reads, 
That  you  sarftfancjt  &c. 

Their 
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Their  furtheft  aims  ;  my  fleeps  are  enquir'd  after, 
My  rifmg-up  fainted  v/ith  refpect  : 
Command  and  liberty  now  wait  upon 
My  virgin  (late  ;  what  would  I  more  ?  change  all, 
And  for  a  hufband  P   no  !  thefe  freedoms  die, 
In  which  they  live,  v/ith  my  virginity  : 
Tis  in  their  choice,  that's  rich,  to  be  a  wife, 
But  not,  being  yoak'd,  to  chufe  the  fmgle  life.  — 
Veramour  z6  1 
:  Ver.  Madam. 
Lam.  How  like  you  the  country  ? 
Ver.  I  like  the  air  of  it  well,  inadam  ;  and  the  rather, 
Becaufe,  as  on  Irifh  timber  your  fpider  will 
Not  make  his  web,  fo,  for  aught  I  fee  yet, 
Your  cheater,  pandar,  and  informer,  being  in 
Their  difpofitions  too  foggy  for 
This  piercing  climate,  fliun  it,  and  chufe  rather 
To  walk  in  mitts  i'th'  city. 

Lam^  Who  did  you 
Serve  firft,  boy  ? 

Ver.  A  rich  merchant's  widow  ;  and  was 
By  her  preferred  to  a  young  court-lady. 

Duch.  And  what 
Difference  found  you  in  their  fervice  ? 

Ver.  Very  much  ; 

For  look,  how  much  my  old  city  madam  gave 
To  her  young  vifitants,  fo  much  my  lady 
Receiv'd  from  her  hoary  court-fervants. 

Lam.  And  what 
Made  you  to  leave  her  ? 

Ver.  My  father,  madam,  had 
A  defire  to  have  me  a  tail-man,  took  me  from  thence. 

Lam.  Well,  I  perceive  you  inherit  the  wag,  from 
your  father. 


^  Rut  not  beinv  yoali  d  to  chuje  the  jin^ie  life. 

Ver.  Madam.  ~\  By  this  reading  Vecamour  fhoiild  flrft  fpeak  td 
the  lady,  which  from  the  propriety  of  the  thing,  from  :he  fcnfe.of 
the  contex^,  and  from  the  rneaiure,  it  is  plain  he  did  not  ;  but  that 
his  name  fnould  be  infertcd  in  the  enJ  of  the  lady's  fpecch,  and  fhe 
j|»  ft  call  tu  h«m. 
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Ver.  Doves  Beget  doves,  and  eagles  eagles,  ma 
dam  : 

A  citizen  here,  tho'  left  ne'er  fo  rich, 
Seldom  at  the  beft  proves  a  gentleman  ; 
The  Ton  of  an  advocate,  tho'  dubb'd,  like's  father, 
Will  fhew  a  relifli 

Of  his  deicent,  and  the  father's  thriving  practice ; 
As  I've  heard,  fhe  that  of  a  chambermaid 
Is  metamorphofed  into  a  madam. 
Will  yet  remember  how  oft  her  daughter 
By  her  mother  ventured  to  lie  upon  the  rufhes, 
Before  fhe  could  get  in  that  which  makes  many  ladies. 

Duck.  But  what  think  you  of  your  late  matter  ? 

Ver.  Oh,  madam  !  [Sighs. 

Lam.  Why  do  you  figh  ?  you're  forry  that  you  lefc 

him ; 
He  made  a  wanton  of  you. 

Ver.  Not  for  that  \ 

Or  if  he  did,  for  that  my  youth  mud  love  him. 
Oh,  pardon  me,  if  I  fay  liberty 
Is  bondage,  if  compar'd  with  his  kind  fervice ; 
And  but  to  have  power  now  to  fpeak  his  worth 
To  its  defert,  I  fhould  be  well  content 
To  be  an  old  man  when  his  praife  were  ended  : 
And  yet,  if  at  this  inftant  you  were  pleas'd 
I  fhould  begin,  the  livery  of  age 
Would  take  his  lodging  upon  this  head 
Kre  I  fhould  bring  it  to  a  period. 
In  brief,  he  is  a  man  (for  Heav'n  forbid 
That  I  fhould  ever  live  to  fay  he  was) 
Of  fuch  afhape  as  would  make  one  belov'd 
That  never  had  good  thought ;  and  to  his  body 
He  hath  a  mind  of  fuch  a  conftant  temper, 
In  which  all  virtues  throng  to  have  a  room  ; 
Yet  'gainft  this  noble  gentleman,  this  Montague, 
(For  in  that  name  I  comprehend  all  goodnefs) 
Wrong,  and  the  wreiled  law,  falfe  witnefies, 
And  Envy  fent  from  hell,  have  rofc  in  arms, 
And,  tho'  not  pierc'd,  batter'd  his  honour'd  fhield. 

VOL.  X.  EC  What 
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What  fhall  I  fay  ?  I  hope  you  will  forgive  me, 
That  if  you  were  but  pleas'd  to  love, 
I  know  no  Juno  worthy  fuch  a  Jove  *7. 

Enter  Charlotte  with  a  letter. 

Lam.  It  is  well  yet  that  Fve  the  fecond  place 
In  your  affection.     From  whence  ? 

Chart.  From  the  lord  Amiens,  madam. 

Lam.  'Tis  welcome,  tho'  it  bear  his  ufual  language. 
I  thought  fo  much ;  his  love-fuit  fpeaks  his  health. 
What's  he  that  brought  it  ? 

Charl.  A  gentleman  of  good  rank>  it  feems. 

Lam.  Where  is  he  ? 

Charl.  Receiving  entertainment  in  your  hcufe, 
Sorting  with  his  degree. 

Lam.  'Tis  well. 

Charl.  He  waits 
Your  ladyfhip's  pleafure. 

Lam.  He  fhall  not  wait  long.— 
I'll  leave  you  for  a  while. — Nay,  ftay  you,  boy; 
Attend  the  lady.  [Exeunt  Lam,  and  Charl. 

Ver.  'Would  I  might  live  once 
To  wait  on  my  poor  mafter ! 

Duch.  That's  a  good  boy  ! 
This  thankfulnefs  looks  lovely  on  thy  forehead  ; 
And  in  it,  as  a  book,  methinks  I  read 

2  7  That  if  you  were  but  pleased  to  lo-ve, 

I  knoiv  no  Juno  worthy  jucb  a  Jove.}  Both  the  fenfe  and  mea- 
fure  of  the  firit  line  are  fo  lame  that  there  can,  1  think,  be  no  doubt 
of  a  corruption.  That  which  is  moil  natural  for  Veramour  to  iay  as 
a  proper  compliment  to  Lamira,  and  a  proper  wifli  for  reitoring  his 
beloved  mafter  to  wealth  and  profperity  ;  this,  I  fay,  will  exaftly 
fill  up  the  meafure  ;  and  tho'  it  departs  more  than  J  could  vvi(h  from 
the  trace  of  the  letters,  yet  a  few  blots  in  the  original  copy  might 
cafily  caufe  fuch  a  difference ;  i  hope  that  1  {hall  only  reitoie  that 
original  in  reading, 

7 bat  unlefs  you  yourfelf  m-err  pleas' "  d  to  love. 
Lamira's  arifwer  evidently  requires  fome  reading  to  this  purport. 

Se~'«ard. 

The  fenfe  of  the  fir  ft  line  is  clear,  and  the  text  mould  not  be 
violated.  Larmra's  anfwer  refers  to  Veramoar's  affeftion,  net  to 
Montague's. 

Instructions 
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Inftruclions  for  myfelf,  that  am  his  debtor, 
And  would  do  much  that  I  might  be  fo  happy 
To  repair  that  which  to  our  grief  is  ruin'd. 

Ver.  It  were  a  work  a  king  might  glory  in, 
If  he  faw  with  my  eyes.     If  you  pleale,  madam, 
(For  fu re  to  me  you  feem  unapt  to  walk) 
To  fit,  altho'  the  churlifh  birds  deny 
To  give  us  mufic  in  this  grove,  where  they 
Are  prodigal  to  others,  I'll  ftrain  my  voice 
For  a  fad  fong  ;  the  place  is  fare  and  private. 

Duck*  'Twas  my  defire  :  Begin,  good  Veramour ! 

Mufic,  a  fong-,  at  the  end  of  if,  enter  Montague  fainting^ 
bisfword  drawn. 

Ducb.  What's  he,  Veramour  ? 

Ver.  A  goodly  perfonage. 

Mont.  Am  I  yet  fafe  ?  or  is  my  flight  a  dream  ? 
My  wounds  and  hunger  tell  me  that  I  wake : 
Whither  have  my  fears  borne  me  ?  No  matter  where  \ 
Who  hath  no  place  to  go  to,  cannot  err ! 
What  (hall  I  do  ?  Cunning  Calamity, 
That  others'  grofs  wits  ufes  to  refine, 
When  I  mod  need  it,  dulls  the  edge  of  mine. 

Ducb.  Is  not  this  Montague's  voice  ? 

Ver.  My  mailer's  ?   fy  ! 

Mont.  What  found  was  that  P  Pifn  ! 
Fear  makes  the  wretch  think  every  leaf  o'th'  jury. 
What  courfe  to  live  ?  beg  ?  better  men  have  done  it, 
But  in  another  kind  :  Steal  ?  Alexander, 
Tho'  ilil'd  a  conqurror,  was  a  proud  thief, 
Tho'  he  robb'd  with  an  army.     Fy,  how  idle 
Thefe  meditations  are !   tho'  thou  art  worfe 
Than  Sorrow's  tongue  can  fpeak  thee,  thou  art  ftill, 
Or  fhouldft  be,  honed  Montague. 

Ducb.  'Tis  too  true. 

Ver.  'Tis  he ! 

What  villain's  hands  did  this  ?  Oh,  that  my  flefh 
Were  balm  !  in  faith,  Sir,  I  would  pluck  it  off 
As  readily  as  this !   Pray  you  accept 

E  e  2  My 
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My  will  to  do  you  fervice :  I  have  heard 
The  moufe  once  fav'd  the  lion  in  his  need, 
As- the  poor  fcarabiS  fpoiPd  the  eagle's  feed  *9. 

Duch.  How  do  you  ? 

Mont.  As  a  forfaken  man. 

Duch.  Do  not  fay  fo  !   take  comfort ; 
For  your  misfortunes  have  been  kind  in  this, 
To  caft  you  on  a  hofpitable  fhore, 
Where  dwells  a  lady 

Ver*  She  to  whom,  good  matter, 
You  preferr'd  me. 

Duch*  In  whofe  houfe,  whatfoe'er 
Your  dangers  are,  I'll  undertake  your  fafety. 

Mont.  I  fear  that  I'm  purfued  ;  and  doubt  that  I, 
In  my  defence,  have  kill'd  an  Officer. 

Ver.  Is  that  all  ?  There's  no  law  under  the  fun 
But  will,  I  hope,  confefs,  one  drop  of  blood 
Shed  from  this  arm  is  recompence  enough, 
Tho*  you  had  cut  the  throats  of  all  the  catchpoles 
In  France,  nay,  in  the  world. 

Mont.  I  would  be  loth 
To  be  a  burden,  or  feed  like  a  drone 
On  the  induftrious  labour  of  a  bee-, 
And  bafer  far  I  hold  it  to  owe  for 
The  bread  I  eat,  what's  not  in  me  to  pay  : 
Then,  lince  my  full  fortunes  are  declined  ?% 
To  their  low  ebb,  I'll  fafhion  my  high  mind. 
It  was  no  fhame  to  Hecuba,'  to  )erve 
When  Troy  was  fir'd :  If 't  be  in  your  power 
To  be  a  means  to  make  her  entertain  me31, 

z8  Scarab  ]  See  note  49  on  the  EUer  Brother. 

29  Spil'd  the  eagles  feed."]   Former  editions.  Sward. 

30  Then  Jlnce  my  full,  &Y.]  Seward,  for  the  fake  of  meafure,  reads, 

J'hen  Jince  my  ONCE  tu\\  fortunes  are  declined. 

?1  To  be  a  means  to  make  her  entertainment.]  This  miftake  of  the 
fubftantive  entertainment  for  entertain  me,  has  run  through  the  former 
editions.  It  has  been  objected  to  this  paffage — How  could  Montague 
be  perfonally  unknown  or  want  a  recommendation  to  Lamira,  when 
he  had  exprefly  recommended  to  her  both  the  perfons  he  fpeaks  to. 

Had 
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(And  far  from  that  I  was  ;  but  to  fupply 
My  want  with  habit  fit  for  him  that  ferves) 
I  mall  owe  much  to  you. 

Duch.  Leave  that  care  to  me. 

Ver.  Good  Sir,  lean  on  my  moulder.    Help,  good 

madam  ! 

Oh,  that  I  were  a  horfe  for  half  an  hour, 
That  I  might  carry  you  home  on  my  back  ! 
I  hope  you'll  love  me  ill  11  ? 

Mont.  Thou  doft  deferve  it,  boy. 
That  I  mould  live  to  be  thus  troublefome! 
i     Ducb.  Good  Sir,  'tis  none. 

Ver.  Trouble  ?  molt  willingly  I  would  be  chang'd 
Like  Apulcius,  wear  his  afs's  ear  3% 
Provided  I  might  ftill  this  burden  bear. 

Duch.  'Tis  a  kind  boy  ! 

Mont.  I  find  true  proof  of  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Amiens  and  Longueville,  with  a  paper. 

Ami.  You'll  carry  it  ? 

Long.  As  I  live,  altho*  my  packet 
Were  like  Bellerophon's.     What  have  you  feen 
In  me  or  my  behaviour,  fince  your  favours 
So  plentifully  fhower'd  upon  my  wants, 
That  may  beget  diftrnft  of  my  performance  ? 

Ami.  Nay,  be  not  angry  !   if  I  enter tain'd 
But  the  Icall  fcruple  of  your  love,  or  courage, 
I  would  make  choice  of  one  which  my  efbate 
Should  do  me  right  in  this"  :  Nor  can  you  blame  me, 

Hid  the  poets  ferefeen  the  objection,  an  additional  line  might  have 
taken  it  clearly  off.  Since  it  is  very  common,  for  perfons  of  remark 
able  goodnefs  living  at  greatdiftanc.es,  and  perfonally  unknown  to 
each  other,  -to  contract  gre.it  friendships  merely  from  character  and 
the  intercourfe  of  mutual  friends  ;  or  perhaps  what  is  ilill  a  greater 
band  of  friendship,  their  concurrence  in  the  fame  works  of  charity  and 
benevolence.  Seivard* 

Suieiy  the  abfurdity  is  too  grofs  to  be  fo  eafily  removed. 

^  Like  Apulefus,  bV]  See  dpttleiws  Golden  djfc,  tranflated  into 
Er.glifh  by  William  Adiington,    1571.  R. 

3J  I  would  maze  choice  cf  one  which  my  ejlats 

Should  do  me  right  In  //•/*.]  Thus  the  former  editions,  but  I  be- 
E  e 
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If  in  a  matter  of  fuch  confequence 

I  am  fo  importunate.  , 

Long.  Good  my  lord, 
Let  me  prevent  your  further  conjurations 
To  raife  my  fpirit  !   I  know  this  is  a  challenge 
To  be  delivered  unto  Orleans'  hand ; 
And  that  my  undertaking  ends  not  there, 
But  I  mud  be  your  fecond,  and  in  that 
Not  alone  fearch  your  enemy,  meafure  weapons, 
But  (land  in  all  your  hazards,  as  our  bloods 
Ran  in  the  felf-fame  veins  •,  \r\  which  if  I 
Better  not  your  opinion,  as  a  limb 
That's  putrified  and  ufelefs,  cut  me  off, 
And  underneath  the  gallows  bury  it  ! 

Ami.   At  full  you  understand  me,  and  in  this 
Bind  me,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours  : 
I  will  not  fo  much  wrong  you  as  to  add 
One  fyllable  more  -,  let  it  fuffice  I  leave 
My  honour  to  your  guard,  and  in  that  prove 
You  hold  the  firft  place  in  my  heart  and  love !  [Exit. 

Long.  The  firft  place  in  a  lord's  affection  ?  very  good! 
And  how  long  doth  that  laft  ?  perhaps  the  changing 
Of  fomc  three  fhirts  i'  th*  tennis-court.  Well,  it  were 
Very  necefiary  that  an  order  were  taken 
(If  'twere  poffible)  that  younger  brothers 
Might  have  more  wit,  or  more  money  •,  for  now, 
Howe'cr  the  fool  hath  long  been  put  upon  him 
That  inherits,  his  revenue  hath  bought  him 
A  fpunge,  and  wiped  off  the  imputation: 
And  for  the  underilanding  of  the  younger, 
Let  him  get  as  much  rhetorick  as  he  can, 
To  grace  his  language,  they  will  fee  he  mall 

lieve  without  a   poffibility  of  any  rational  interpretation  :   I  read, 

•  with  my  eftnlc, 

i.e.  I  would  have  nfecond  in  this  duel  that  fhould  deliver  my  challenge 
and  join  in  the  fight  with  bolclnefs  and  intrepidity,  though  it  coft  me 
my  whole  cltate  to  procure  one.  Longuevilie's  anfwer  to  this  has 
infinite  beauty  and  energy.  Seward. 

Seward's  reading  is  very  bnld,  and  will  fcarce  convey  the  ienfe  he 
annexes  to  it,  at  leaft  not  in  the  itile  of  cur  Authors.  The  old  read 
ing  would  better  bear  it. 

Enter 


THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE.  439 

Enter  Dubois. 

Have  glofs  little  enough  to  fet  out  his  bark. 
Stand,  Dubois  !  Look  about  !   is  all  fafe  ? 

Dubois.  Approach  not  near  me  but  with  reverence, 
Laurel,  and  adorations  !   I  have  done 
More  than  deferves  a  hundred  thanks. 

Long.  How  now  ? 
What's  the  matter  ? 

Dubois.  With  this  hand,  only  aided  by  this  brain, 
Without  an  Orpheus'  harp,  redeenVd,  from  hell's 
Three-headed  porter,  our  Euridice. 

Long.  Nay,  prithee,  fpeak  fenfe!  this  is  like  the  dale 
Bragart  in  a  play. 

DuMs.  Then,  in  plain  prole,  thus,  and  with  as 
little  action  as  thou  canii;  defire  ;  the  three-headed 
porter  were  three  inexorable  catchpolcs,  out  of  whofe 
jaws,  without  the  help  of  Orpheus'  harp,  bait  or 
bribe  (for  thole  two  firings  make  the  mufick  that 
mollifies  thole  flinty  furies),  I  refeued  our  Euridice  j 
I  mean  my  old  mailer  Montague. 

Long.   And  is  this  all  ? 

A  poor  refcue  !  I  thought  thou  hadft  revers'd 
The  judgment  for  his  overthrow  in  his  fuit  ; 
Or  wrought  upon  his  adverfary  Orleans, 
Taken  the  (hap?  of  a  ghoft,  frighted  his  mind 
Into  diftraction,  and,  for  the  appeafmg  of 
His  conference,  forc'd  him  to  make  restitution 
Of  Montague's  lands,  or  fuch  like.  Refeued  "?  'Slight, 

I  would 
Have  hired  a  chrocheteur  ??  for  two  cardecues, 

34  -  Or  fuch  like  lefcue  ;]   The  old  folio  reads, 

-  or  fuch  like  refeued  ; 

The  late  editions  have  made  it  tolerable  fenfe,  though  I  believe  it  a 
wrong  conjecture,  the  more  natural  and   more  fpirited   reading  may 
be  given  without  changing  a  letter,  only  by  different  points  —  1  read, 
•  -  —  —  or  fuch  like  j   refeued  ?  Slight 
1  would  have  hired,  &c. 


*J  Have  &;Wacrocheture.]  The  true  word  here  not  being  under- 
ilood,  is  printed  wrong  in  all  the  editions,  it  mould  be  a  cbrocbeteur9 
i.  e  a  porter.  Seaward. 

Ee4  To 
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To  have  done  fo  much  with  his  whip  1 

Dubois.  You  would,  Sir  ? 

And  yet  'tis  more  than  three  on  their  foot-cloths  durfl  do 
For  a  fworn  brother,  in  a  coach. 

Long.  Befidcs, 

"What  proofs  of  it  ?  for  aught  I  know,  this  may  be 
A  trick  ;  I  had  rather  have  him  a  pritbner, 
Where  1  might  vifit  him,  and  do  him  fervice, 
Than  not  at  all,  or  I  know  not  where. 

Dubois.  Well,  Sir,  the  end  will  fhew  it.     What's 
that  ?  a  challenge  ? 

Long.  Yes;  where  is  Orleans?  tho'  we  fight  in  jeft, 
He  mud  meet  with  Amiens  in  earned.— Fall  off! 
We^are  difcover'd  ! — My  horfe,  garfon,  ha  ! 

Dubois.  Were  it  not  in  a  houfe,  and  in  his  prefence 
To  whom  I  owe  all  duty 

Long.  What  would  it  do  ? 
Prate,  as  it  does  j  but  be  as  far  from  linking, 
As  he  that  owes  ic,  Orleans. 

Dubois.  How  ? 

Long.  I  think  thou  art  his  porter, 
Set  here  to  anfwer  creditors,  that  his  lordfhip 
Is  not  within,  or  takes  the  diet.     I  am  fen r, 
And  will  grow  here  until  I  have  an  anfwer, 
Not  to  demand  a  debt  of  money,  but 
To  call  him  to  a  ftrict  account  for  wrong 
Pone  to  the  honours  of  a  gentleman, 
Which  nothing  but  his  heart-blood  mall  wafli  off. 

Dubois.  Shall  I  hear  this  ? 

Long.  And  more  -9  that  if  I  may  not 
Have  accefs  to  him,  I  will  fix  this  here, 
To  his  difgrace  and  thine 

Dubois.  And  thy  life  with  it. 

Long.  Then  have  the  copies  of  it  pafted  on  ports, 
Like  pamphlet-titles,  that  fue  to  be  fold  ; 
Have  his  difgrace  talk  for  tobacco-fhops, 
His  picture  baffled 

Dubois.  All  refpect  away  ! 
Were't  in  a  church [Draw  both* 

Long.  This  is  the  book  I  pray  with. 

Enter 
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Enter  Orleans. 

Or/.  Forbear,  upon  your  lives ! 

Long.  What,  are  yon  rous'd  ? 
I  hope  your  lordfhip  can  read  (tho5  he  ftain  not 
His  birth  with  fcholarfhip). — Doth  it  notpleafe  you 

now  ? 

If  you're  a  right  monfieur,  mufter  up 
The  reft  of  your  attendance,  which  is  a  page, 
A  cook,  a  pandar,  coachman,  and  a  footman, 
(In  thefe  days,  a  great  lord's  train)  pretending  I  am 
Unworthy  to  bring  you  a  challenge-,  inftead  of  an- 

fwering  it, 
Have  me  kick'd. 

Dubois.  If  he  does,  thou  deferv'ft  it. 

Long.  I  dare  you  all  to  touch  me !  I'll  not  Hand  {till. 
What  anfwer  you  ? 

Orl.   That  thou  haft  done  to  Amiens 
The  office  of  a  faithful  friend,  which  I 
Would  cherifh  in  thee,  were  he  not  my  foe. 
However,  lince  on  honourable  terms 
He  calls  me  forth,  fay  I  will  meet  with  him-, 
And  by  Dubois,  ere  fun-fet,  make  him  know 
The  time  and  place,  my  fword's  length,  and  whatever 
Scruple  of  circnmftance  he  can  expect. 

JLcwg.This  anfwer  comes  unlook'd-for.  Fareyou  well! 
Finding  your  temper  thus,  'would  I  had  faid  lefs !  [£#. 

Long.  Now  comes  thy  love  to  the  teft. 

Dubois.  My  lord,  'twill  hold, 
And  in  all  dangers  prove  itfelf  true  gold.      [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lav er dine,  La- Poop,  Mallicorn,    and  Servant. 

Serv.  I  will  acquaint  my  lady  with  your  coming. 
Pleafe  you  repofe  yourfelves  here. 

Mai.  There's  a  tefter  ; 
Nay,  now  I  am  a  wooer,  I  muft  be  bountiful. 

Serv.  If  you  would  have  two  three-pences  for  it.  Sir, 
To  give  fome  of  your  kindred  as  you  ride, 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  them  •,  we  ufe  not 
(Tho'  fervants)  to  take  bribes.  [Exit. 

Lav. 
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Lav.  Then  thou'rt  unfit 
To  be  in  office,  either  in  court  or  city. 

La-P.  Indeed  corruption  is  a  tree,  whofe  branches 
Are  of  an  unmeafurable  length  -,  they  fpread  ev'ry 

where, 

And  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence  hath  infefted 
Some  chairs  and  ftools  of  authority. 

Mai.  Ah,  captain, 
Lay  not  all  the  fault  upon  officers  •, 
You  know  you  can  (hark,  tho'  you  be  out  of  action, 
Witnefs  Montague  ! 

Lav.  Hang  him  !  he's  fafe  enough  : 
You  had  a  hand  in't  too,  and  have  gain'd  by  him. 
But  I  wonder  you  citizens,  that  keep 
So  many  books,  and  take  luch  Uriel:  accounts 
For  every  farthing  due  to  you  from  others, 
Keferve  not  fo  much  as  a  memorandum 
For  the  courtefies  you  receive. 

Mai.  Would  you  have 
A  citizen  book  thofe  ?  Thankfulnefs  is 
A  thing  we  are  not  fworn  to  in  our  indentures  v 
You  may  as  well  urge  conference. 

Lav.  To  Ik 

No  more  of  fuch  vanities  !  Montague 
Is  irrecoverably  funk :  I  would 
We  had  twenty  more  to  fend  after  him.     The  fnakc 
That  would  be  a  dragon,  and  have  wings,  mull  eat  5, 
And  what  implieth  that,  but  this,  that  in 
This  cannibal  age,  he  that  would  have 
The  fuit  of  wealth,  muft  not  care  whom  he  feeds  on? 
And,  as  I've  heard,  no  fiefh  battens  better 
Than  that  of  a  profefled  friend-,   and  he 
That  would  mount  to  honour,  muft  not  make  dainty 
To  ufe  the  head  of  his  mother,  back  of  his  father, 
Or  neck  of  his  brother,  for  ladders  to  his  preferment: 
For  but  obferve,  and  you  fhall  find  for  th'  moft  part, 
Cunning  Villainy  fit  at  a  feail  as  principal  gueit, 
And  innocent  Honefty  wait  as  a  contemn'd  fervant 
With  a  trencher. 

La-P.  The  ladies ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Montague,   Lamira,  Ducbefs,  Charlotte,  and 
Veramour. 

Mont.  Do  you  fmell  nothing  ? 

Cbarl.  Not  I,  Sir. 

Mont.  The  carrion  of  knaves  is  very  ftrong  in  my 
noftrils. 

Lav.  We  came  to  admire  ;  and  find  Fame  was  a 

niggard, 

Which  we  thought  prodigal  in  your  report 3(S, 
Before  we  faw  you. 

Lam.  Tufh,  Sir  !  this  courtfhip's  old. 

La-P.  I'll  fight  for  thee,  1'wett  wench  ; 
This  is  my  tongue,  and  wooes  for  me. 

Lam.  Good  man  of  war, 

Hands  off!  if  you  take  me,  it  muft  be  by  liege, 
Not  by  an  onfet :  And  for  your  valour,  I 
Think  that  I  have  delerv'd  few  enemies, 
And  therefore  need  it  not. 

Mai.  Thou  need'ft  nothing,  fweet  lady, 
But  an  obfequious  hufband  -,  and  where  wilt  thou  find 

him, 

If  not  i*  th'  city  ?  We  are  true  Mufcovites 
To  our  wives,  and  are  ne'er  better  pleas'd  than  when 
They  ufe  us  as  (laves,  bridle  and  faddle  us :  Have  me  ! 
Thou  malt  command  all  my  wealth  as  thine  own  ; 
Thou  (halt  fit  like  a  queen  in  my  warehoufe-,  and 
My  factors,  at  the  return  with  my  mips,  fhall  pay  thee 
Tribute  of  all  the  rarities  of  th'  earth ; 
Thou  {halt  wear  gold,  feed  on  dedicates  •,  the  firft 
Peaicods,  ftrawberries,  grapes,  cherries,  fhall 

Lam.  Be  mine  :  I  apprehend  what  you  would  fay. 
Thofe  dainties,  which  the  city  pays  fo  dear  for, 
The  country  yields  for  nothing,  and  as  early  ; 
And,  credit  me,  your  far-fet57  viands  pleafe  not 

*6  Which  ^ve  thought  prodigal  in  our  report.']  Former  editions. 
Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  in  the  correction.  Seivard. 

37  Far-fet.~j  Seward  alters  fet  to  fetched;  butfet  is  right ;  it  was 
the  language  of  the  times.  So,  in  Roger  Afcham's  Works,  p.  13, 

;*  And 
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My  appetite  better  than  thofe  that  are  near  hand. 

Then,  for  your  promis'd  fervice  and  fubjection 

'to  all  my  humours  when  I  am  your  wife, 

(Which,  as  it  feems,  is  frequent  in  the  city) 

I  cannot  find  what  pleafure  they  receive 

In  ufing  their  fond  hufbands  like  their  maids  : 

But,  of  this,  more  hereafter !  I  accept 

Your  proffer  kindly,  and  yours :   My  houfe  Hands 

open 

To  entertain  you  ;  take  your  pleafure  in  it, 
And  eafe  after  your  journey  ! 

Duch.  Do  you  note 
The  boldnefs  of  the  fellows  ? 

Lam.  Alas,  madam  ! 
A  virgin  muft  in  this  be  like  a  lawyer ; 
And  as  he  takes  all  fees,  Ihe  mud  hear  all  fuitors; 
The  one  for  gain,  the  other  for  her  mirth  : 
Stay  with  the  gentlemen  !  we'll  to  the  orchards. 

[£,¥?,  Lamira,  Dttcbefs,  Ver.  and  Charlotte. 

La- P.  Zounds !  what  art  thou  ? 

Mont.  An  honeft  man,  tho'poor: 
And  look  they  like  to  monfters  ?  are  they  To  rare  ? 

Lav.   Rofe  from  the  dead  ? 

MaL  Do  you  hear,  monfieur  Serviteur  ? 
Didil  thou  never  hear  of  one  Montague, 
A  prodigal  gull,  that  liveth  about  Paris  ? 

Mont.  So,  Sir ! 

Lav.  One  that  after  the  lofs  of  his  main  eftate 
In  a  law-fnit,  bought  an  office  in  the  court  ? 

La-P.  And  fhould  have  letters  of  mart,  to  have 
The  Spanifri  treafure  as  it  came  from  the  Indies  ? 
Were  not  thou  and  he  twins  ?  Put  off  thy  hat  -> 
Let  me  fee  thy  forehead. 

Mont.  Tho'  you  take  privilege 
To  ufe  your  tongues,  I  pray  you  hold  your  fingers  ! 
'Twas  your  bafe  coz'nage  made  me  as  I  am  ; 

'  And  therefore,  agaynft  a  defperate  eviil  began  to  feeke  for  a  def- 

•  perate  remedie ;   which  wwfet  from  Rome,  a  (hop  always  open  to 

•  any  mifchicf,  as  you  (hall  perceive  in  thefe  few  leaves,  if  you  marks 

•  them  well.'  R- 

And, 
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And,  were  you  fomewhere  elfe,   I  would  take  off 
This  proud  film  from  your  eyes,  that  will  not  let  you 
Know  I  am  Montague. 

Enter  Lamira  behind  the  arras. 

Lam.  I'll  obferve  this  better. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  he  ?  I'll  do  thee  grace ;   give 

me 

Thy  hand  !  I'm  glad  thou  haft  ta'en  fo  good  a  courfe : 
Serve  God,  and  pleafe  thy  miftrefs ;  if  I  prove 
To  be  thy  mafter,  as  I'm  very  likely, 
J  will  do  for  thee. 

Mai.  Faith,,  the  fellow 

Is  well  made  for  a  fervingman,  and  will  no  doubt 
Carry  a  chine  of  beef  with  a  good  grace. 

La-P.  Prithee  be  careful  of  me  in  my  chamber : 
I  will  remember  thee,  at  my  departure. 

Mont.  All  this  I  can  endure,  under  this  roof; 
And  fo  much  owe  I  her,  whofe  now  I  am, 
That  no  wrong  lhall  incenfe  me  to  moleft 
Her  quiet  houfe.     While  you  continue  here, 
I  will  not  be  afham'd  to  do  you  fervice 
More  than  to  her,  becaufe  fuch  is  her  pleafure. 
But  you  that  have  broke  thrice,  and  fourteen  times 
Compounded  for  two  fhillings  in  the  pound, 
Know  I  dare  kick  you  in  your  fhop !  Do  you  hear  ? 
If  ever  I  fee  Paris,  tho'  an  army 
Of  mufly  murrions  37,  rufty  brown  bills  and  clubs, 
Stand  for  your  guard — I  have  heard  of  your  tricks. 
And  you  that  frnell  of  amber  at  my  charge, 
And  triumph  in  your  cheat — well,  I  may  live 
To  meet  thee  !  be  it  among  a  troop  of  fuch 
That  are  upon  the  fair  face  of  the  court 
Like  running  ulcers,  and  before  thy  whore, 
•Trample  upon  thee  ! 

*?  Of  mufty  murrions,  &'c.]    So  in  Philaiter,  vol.  i.  p.  183. 
We  are  thy  myrmidons,   thy  guard,  thy  roarers  ! 
And  when,  thy  noble  body  is  in  durance, 
Thus  do  we  clap  our  mufty  murrions  ony 
And  trace  the  Jlreett  in  terror.  R. 

La-P. 
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La-P.  This  a  language  for 
A  livery  ?  take  heed  ;  I  am  a  captain. 

Mont.  A  coxcomb,  are  you  not  ?  That  thou  and  I, 
To  give  proof  which  of  us  dares  rnoft,  were  now 
In  midft  of  a  rough  fea,  upon  a  piece 
Of  a  fplit  fhip,  where  only  one  might  ride, 

I  would 

'  But  foolifh  anger  makes  me  talk  like  a  player ! 

\JLamira  from  the  arras. 

Lam.  Indeed,  you  act  a  part  doth  ill  become  you, 
My  fervant*8 ;   is  this  your  duty  ? 

Mont.  I  crave  your  pardon, 
And  will  hereafter  be  more  circumfpecl:. 

Lav.  Oh,  the  power  of  a  woman's  tongue  !  It  hath 

done 

More  than  we  three  with  our  fwords  durft  undertake ; 
Put  a  madman  to  filence. 

Lam.  Why,  firrah,  thefe 

Are  none  of  your  comrades,  to  drink  with  in  the  cellar; 
One  of  them,  for  aught  you  know,  may  live 
To  be  your  mailer. 

La-P.  There  is  fome  comfort  yet. 

Lam.  Here's  choice  of  three :  A  wealthy  merchant— 

Mai  Hem! 

She's  taken ;  fhe  hath  fpied  my  good  calf, 
And  many  ladies  chufe  their  hufbands  by  that. 

Lam.  A  courtier  that's  in  grace ;  a  valiant  captain; 
And  are  thefe  mates  for  you  ?  Away,  begone  ! 

Mont.  I  humbly  pray  you  will  be  pleas'd  to  pardon ! 
And,  to  give  fatisfadlion  to  you,  madam, 
(Altho'  I  break  my  heart)  I  will  confefs 
That  I  have  wrong'd  them  too,  and  make  fubmifiion, 

Lam.  No  •,  I'll  fpare  that.     Go,  bid  the  cook  hafte 
fupper.  [Exit  Mont. 

La-P.  Oh,  brave  lady,   thou 'rt  worthy  to  have 

fervants, 

To  be  cbmmandrefs  of  a  family,   that  know'ft  how 
To  ufe  and  govern  it. 

Lav.  You  fhall  have  many  miftrefTes 

3s  &itbiUJ>ccemtJWt  my  fervant  A  Sc ward  expunge ^ you. 

That 
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That  will  fo  mi  (lake,  as  to  take 

Their   horfe-keepers  and  footmen  inftead  of  their 

hufbands  -, 
Thou  art  none  of  thofe. 

MaL  But  (he  that  can  make 

Diftinftion  of  men,  and  knows  when  fhe  hath  gallants 
And  fellows  of  rank  and  quality  in  her  houfe 

Lam.  Gallants  indeed,  if  rt  be  the  gallants'  faihion 
To  triumph  in  the  mileries  of  a  man. 
Of  which  they  are  the  caufe  !  one  that  tranfcends 
(In  fpite  of  all  that  Fortune  hath,  or  can  be,  done) 
A  million  of  fuch  things  as  you  ! — My  doors 
Stand  open  to  receive  all  fuch  as  wear 
The  fhape  of  gentlemen ;  and  my  gentlier  nature 
(I  might  fay  weaker)  weighs  not  the  expence 
Of  entertainment:  Think  you  I'll  forget  yet 
What's  due  unto  myfelf  ?  do  not  I  know, 
That  you  have  dealt  wi'  poor  Montague,  but  like 
Needy  commanders,  cheating  citizens, 
And  perjur'd  courtiers  ?  I  am  much  mov'd,  elfeufe  not 
To  fay  fo  much :  If  you  will  bear  yourfelves 
As  fits  fuch  you  would  make  me  think  you  are, 
You  may  ftay ;  if  not,  the  way  lies  before  you.  [Exit. 

MaL  What  think  you  of  this,  captain  ? 

La-P.  That  this  is 

A  bawdy-houfe,  with  pinnacles  and  turrets, 
In  which  this  difguis'd  Montague  goes  to  rut  gratis  -, 
And  that  this  is  a  landed  pandrefs,   and  makes 
Her  houfe  a  brothel  for  charity. 

MaL  Come,  that's  no  miracle; 
But  from  whence  derive  you  the  fuppofition  ?     / 

Lav.  Obferve  but  th'  circumftance59!  You  all  know, 
That  in  the  height  of  Montague's  profperity, 
He  did  affect,  and  had  his  love  return'd  by 
This  lady  Orleans  :  Since  her  divorcement, 
And  his  decay  of  eftate  4°,  'tis  known  they've  met ; 

39  The  circumfhnce.]  Seward  reads,   the  circumftances. 

4°  It  is  known  they  bavs  meft  not  fo  much  as  bis  boy  but  //  ^vanthig.] 
Here  again  the  text,  as  hitherto  printed,  would  by  no  means  run  into 
any  fort  of  meafure,  and  the  fenfe  is  almoft  as  much  ir-juied,  Striking 

GUI 
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Not  fo  much  as  his  boy  but  is  wanting ;  and  that  this 
Can  be  arty  thing  elfe  than  a  mere  plot  for 
Their  night- work3  is  above  my  imagination 
To  conceive. 

Mai.  Nay,  it  carries  probability : 
Let's  obferve  it  better;  but  yet  wi'  fuch  caution, 
As  our  prying  be  not  difcover'd  !  here's  all  things 
To  be  had  without  cofl,  and  therefore 
Good  flaying  here. 

La-P.  Nay,  that  is  true ;    I  would 
We  might  wooe  her  twenty  years,  like  Penelope's 

fuitors. 
Come,  Laverdine  !  \Exeunt  Mai.  &?  La-P. 

Lav.  I  follow  inflantly. — 
Yonder  he  is.     The  thought  of  this  boy 

Enter  Veramour. 

Hath  much  cool'd  my  affedlion  to  his  lady; 
And  by  all  conjectures  this  is  a  difguis'd  whore : 
I'll  try  if  I  can  fearch  this  mine. — Page ! 

Ver.  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Lav.  Thou  art  a  pretty  boy. 

Ver.  And  you  a  brave  man : 
Now  I'm  out  of  your  debt. 

Lav.  Nay,  prithee  flay ! 

Ver.  I  am  in  hafle,  Sir. 

Lav.  By  the  faith  of  a  courtier- 

Ver.  Take  heed  what  ye  fay!  you've  taken  a  flrange 
oath. 

out  lut  will  do  but  little,  for  there  want  fame  words  to  conned!  the 
two  fehtences ;  the  firil  evidently  relating  to  the  meeting  of  lady 
Orleans  and  Montague  in  Paris ;  and  the  fecond  to  their  being  at 
Lamira's  country-feat.  The  words  that  firft  occurred,  .is  abfolute)y 
neceffary  to  the  fenfe,  perfectly  fuited  the  meafure,  and  made  the 
whole  fpeech  run  very  eafily  into  it.  I  read,  therefore, 

— •  V/V  known  tbey^we  met  ; 

And  here  they  are  together,  not  fo  much  as 
His  boy  is  wanting.--          --—  Sefward. 

We  think  the  old  text  may  very  probably  and  aptly  fignify,  '  Tis 
'  knonv n  they've  meft  met  alone,  bis  very  boy  abfent :  And  this  mult 
*  be  a  plot  for  their  intrigue .'  The  old  text  alfo  is  here  as  reducible 
to  uieafure,  as  ruar.y  other  parts  of  the  play. 

Lav. 
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Lav.  I  have  not  feen  a  youth  that  hath  pleas'd 

me  better: 

I  would  thou  couldft  like  me,  fo  far  as  to  leave 
Thy  lady  and  wait  on  me  !  I  would  maintain  thee 
I'th'  braveft  cloaths — — 

Ver.  Tho'  you  took  them  up 
On  trufl,  or  bought  'em  at  the  broker's  ? 

Lav.  Or  any  way. 

Then  thy  employments  fhould  be  fo  neat  and  cleanly—* 
Thou  fhouldft  not  touch  a  pair  of  pantables 
In  a  month ;    and  thy  lodging 

Ver.  Should  be  in  a  brotheL 

Lav.  No  -,  but  in  mine  arms. 

Ver.  That  may  be 
The  circle  of  a  bawdy-houfe,  or  worfe. 

Lav.  I  mean  thou  fhouldft  lie  with  me* 

Ver.  Lie  with  you  ? 

I  had  rather  lie  with  my  lady's  monkey  !  'twas  never 
A  good  world,  fmce  our  French  lords  learn'd 
Of  the  Neapolitans,  to  make  their  pages 
Their  bedfellows;  it  doth  more  hurt  to  th*  fuburb 

ladies, 

Than  twenty  dead  vacations.  'Tis  fupper-time,  Sir. 

[Exit. 

Lav.  I  thought  fo ! 

I  know  by  that  'tis  a  woman ;  for  becaufe 
Peradventure  fhe  hath  made  trial  of  the  monkey, 
She  prefers  him  before  me,  as  one  unknown  :  Well, 
Thefe  areftrange  creatures41,  and  have  ftrange  defires; 
And  men  muft  ufe  ftrange  means  to  quench  ftrange 
fires.  [Exit. 

4-1  Tbefe  are  (landing  creatures,  and  have  ftrange  defires  ; 

And  men  muft  uje  ftrange  means  to  quench  firange  fires.]  The 
oM  folio  hid  printed  this  as  profe ;  the  Lire  editors  found  out  that 
thefc  two  lines  rhymed,  and  therefore  ihould  be  printed  as  verfe,  but 
they  did  not  obferve,  that  there  was  a  corrupt  word  in  the  firit  line 
equally  injurious  both  to  fenfe  and  meafure,  for  what  is  ftanding 
creatures?  We  muft  indifputably  read, 

.  ftrange  creatures >  Seivan!. 

VOL.  X,  Ff  ACT 
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ACT     IV.         SCENE     I. 


Enter  Montague  alone,  in  mean  habit. 

Mont.  T^T  O  W,  Montague  !  who  difcerns  thy  fpirit 

JJ%j  now, 

Thy  breeding,  or  thy  blood  ?  here's  a  poor  cloud 
Eclipfeth  all  thy  fplendor  :  Who  can  read 
In  thy  pale  face,  dead  eye,  or  lenten  fuit, 
The  liberty  thy  ever-giving  hand 
Hath  bought  for  others,  manacling  itfelf 
In  gyves  of  parchment  indiffoluble  ? 
The  greateft-hearted  man,  fupplied  with  means, 
Nobility  of  birth,  and  gentleft  parts, 
Ay4*,  tho'the  right-hand  of  his  fovereign, 
If  Virtue  quit  her  feat  in  his  high  foul, 
GJitters  but  like  a  palace  fet  on  fire, 
Whofe  glory  whilft  it  fhines  but  ruins  him  ; 
And  his  bright  (how,  each  hour  to  afhes  tending, 
Shall  at  the  laft  be  rak'd  up  like  a  fparkle, 
Unlefs  mens'  lives  and  fortunes  feed  the  flame. 
Not  for  my  own  wants  tho'  blame  I  my  ftars, 
But  fuffering  others  to  caft  love  on  me, 
When  I  can  neither  take,  nor  thankful  be  : 
My  lady's  woman,  fair  and  virtuous, 
Young  as  the  prefent  month,  folicits  me 
For  love  and  marriage  j  now,  being  nothing  worth  — 

Enter  Veramour. 

Vcr.  Oh,  mafcer!  I  have  fought  you  a  long  hour: 
Good  faith,  I  never  joy'd  out  of  your  fight! 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir,  be  merry,  or  elfe  bear 
The  buffets  of  your  fortunes  with  more  fcorn  ! 
Do  but  begin  to  rail  -,  teach  me  the  way, 


\tbwgb,  &c.]  Folios.     Seward, 

And 
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And  I'll  fit  down,  and  help  your  anger  forth. 
I've  known  you  wear  a  fuit  full  worth  a  lordlhip; 
Give  to  a  man,  whofe  need  ne'er  frighted  you 
From  calling  of  him  friend,  five  hundred  crowns, 
Ere  fleep  had  left  your  fenfes  to  confider 
Your  own  important  prefent  ufcs  :  Yet, 
Since,  I  have  feen  you  with  a  trencher  wait, 
Void  of  all  fcorn  ;  therefore  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Mont.  'Would  Heav'n  thou  wcrt  lefs  honeft  ! 

Ver.  'Would  to  Heav'n 
You  were  lefs  worthy !  I  am  ev'n  wi'  ye,  Sir. 

Mont.  Is  not  thy  mailer  ftrangely  fall'n,  when  thou 
Serv'ft  for  no  wages,  but  for  charity  ? 
Thou  doft  furcharge  me  with  thy  plenteous  love; 
The  goodnefs  of  thy  virtue  fhewn  to  me, 
More  opens  ftill  my  difability 
To  quit  thy  pains  :  Credit  me,  loving  boy, 
A  free  and  honeft  nature  may  be  opprefs'd, 
Tir'd  with  courtefies  from  a  liberal  fpirit, 
When  they  exceed  his  means  of  gratitude. 

Ver.  But  'tis  a  due  in  him  that,  to  that  end, 
Extends  his  love  or  duty. 

Mont.  Little  world 
Of  virtue,  why  doft  love  and  follow  me  ? 

Ver.  I  will  follow  you  thro'  all  countries4^ 
I'll  run  (faft  as  I  can)  by  your  horfe-fide, 
I'll  hold  your  ftirrtip  when  you  do  alight, 
And  without  grudging  wait  'till  you  return  : 
I  will  quit  offer'd  means,  and  expofe  myfclf 
To  cold  and  hunger,  ftill  to  be  with  you ; 
Fearlefs  I'll  travel  thro'  a  wildernefs -, 
And  when  you're  weary,  I  will  lay  me  down 
That  in  my  boforn  you  may  reft  your  head  -, 
Where,  whilft  you  fleep,  I'll  watch,  that  no  wild  bead 
Shall  hurt  or  trouble  you  ;  and  thus  we'll  breed 
A  ftory  to  make  every  hearer  weep, 
When  they  difcourfe  our  fortunes  and  our  loves. 

Mont.  Oh,  what  a  feoff  might  men  of  women  make, 

41  I  will  follow  t  £c.]  There  is  great  rcfemblance  in  this  fcene  to 
Philafter  and  Bellario. 

Ff2  If 
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If  they  did  know  this  boy  ! — But  my  defire 

Is,  that  thou  wouldft  not  (as  thou  ufeil  ftill,  , 

When,  like  a  fervant,  I  'mong  fervants  fit) 

Wait  on  my  trencher,  fill  my  cups  with  wine  : 

Why  fhouldil  thou  do  this,  boy  r  prithee,  confider, 

I  am  not  what  I  was. 

Ver.-  Curs'd  be  the  day 
When  I  forget  that  Montague  was  my  lord, 
Or  not  remember  him  my  mailer  ftill  1- 

Mont.  Rather  curfe  me,  with  whom  thy  youth  hath 

fpent 

So  many  hours,  and  yet  untaught  to  live 
By  any  worldly  quality. 

Ver.  Indeed, 

You  never  taught  me  how  to  handle  cards, 
To  cheat  and  cozen  men  with  oaths  and  lies  j 
Thofe  are  the  worldly  qualities  to  live ; 
Some  of  our  fcarlet  gallants  teach  their  boys 
Thefe  worldly  qualities. 

Since  ftumbling  Fortune  then  leaves  Virtue  thus> 
Let  me  leave  Fortune,  ere  be  vicious  ! 
Mont.  Oh,  lad,  thy  love  will  kill  me  ! 
Ver.  In  truth, 

I  think  in  confcience  I  ftiall  die  for  you. 
Good  mailer,  weep  not !  do  you  want  aught,  Sir  ? 
Will  you  have  any  money  ?  here's  fome  iilver, 
And  here's  a  little  gold;  'twill  ferve  to  play, 
And  put  more  troublefome  thoughts  out  of  your  mind; 
I  pray,  Sir,  take  it !  I'll  get  more  with  finging, 
And  then  I'll  bring  it  you  :  My  lady  ga't  me  •, 
And,  by  my  foul,  it  was  not  covetoufnefs, 
But  I  forgot  to  tell  you  fooner  on't. 

Mont.  Alas,  boy,  thou'rt  not  bound  to  tell  it  me> 
And  lefs  to  give  it ;  buy  thee  fcarfs  and  garters ! 
And  when  I've  money,  I  will  give  thee  a  fword  : 
Nature  made  thee  a  beauteous  cabinet, 
To  lock  up  all  the  goodnefs  of  the  earth. 

Enter  Charlotte. 

Ver.  I've  loil  my  voice  with  the  very  fight  of 

This 
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This  gentlewoman  !  Good  Sir,  fteal  away  !  you 
Were  wont  to  be  a  curious  avoider 
Of  wornens'  company. 

Mont.  Why,  boy,  thou  dar'ft  truft  me 
Any  where,  dar'ft  thou  not  ? 

Ver.  I'd  rather  truft  you  by 
A  roaring  lion,  than  a  ravening  woman. 

Mont.  Why,  boy  ? 

Ver.  Why,  truly,  fhe  devours  more  man's  flefh, 

Mont.  Ay,  but  fhe  roars  not,  boy  ? 

Ver.  No,  Sir  ?  why  fhe 
Is  never  filent  but  when  her  mouth  is  full, 

Charl.  Monfieur  Montague ! 

Mont.  My  fweet  fellow  !  fmce 
You  pleafe  to  call  me  fo. 

Ver.  Ah,  my  confcience,  fhe 
Would  be  pleas'd  well  enough  to  call  you  bed* 

fellow. 

Oh,  mafter,  do  not  hold  her  by  the  hand  fo  ! 
A  woman  is  a  lime-bulb,  that  catcheth  all 
She  toucheth. 

Charl.  I  do  moft  dangeroufly  fufpect 
This  boy  to  be  a  wench  :  Art  thou  not  one  ? 
Come  hither,  let  me  feel  thee. 

Ver.  With  all  my  heart. 

Charl.  Why  doft  thou  pull  off  thy  glove  2 

Ver.  Why,  to  feel  whether 
You  be  a  boy,  or  no. 

CharL  Fy,  boy  !  go  to  ! 
I'll  not  look  your  head,  nor  comb  your  locks 
Any  more,  if  you  talk  thus. 

Ver.  Why,  I'll  fing  to  you 
No  more  then. 

Charl.  Fy  upon't,  how  fad  you  are ! 
A  young  gentleman  that  was  the  very  fun  of  France — 

Mont.  But  I'm 
In  the  eclipfe  now. 

CharL  Suffer  himfejf  to  be  o'er-run  with 
A  lethargy  of  melancholy  and  difcontent ! 

F  f  3  Rouze 
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Rouze  up  thy  fpirit,  man,  and  (hake  it  off: 

A  noble  foul  is  like  a  Ihip  at  fea, 

That  fleeps  at  anchor  when  the  ocean's  calm  ; 

But  when  fhe  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high, 

He  cuts  his  way  with  fkill  and  majefly. 

I  would  turn  a  fool,  or  poet,  or  any  thing, 

Or  marry,  to  make  you  merry :  Prithee  let's  walk  !•— • 

Good  Veramour,  leave  thy  mailer  and  me  -y 

I've  earned  bufmefs  with  him. 

Fer.  Pray  do  you  leave 
My  mailer  and  me !  we  were  very  merry  before  you 

came. 

He  does  not  covet  womens'  company : 
What  have  you  to  do  with  him  ?  Come,  Sir,  will  you 

go? 

And  I'll  fing  to  you  again.     I'faith,  his  mind 
Is  ftronger  than  to  credit  womens'  vows, 
And  too  pure  to  be  capable  of  their  loves. 

Chart.  The  boy  is  jealous.     Sweet  lad,  leave  us  ! 

my  lady 

CalPd  for  you,  I  fwear :  That's  a  good  child  !  there  is 
A  piece  of  gold  for  thee;  go,  buy  a  feather! 

Ver.  There's  two  pieces  for  you  ;  do  you  go  and 

buy  one, 

Or  what  you  will,  or  nothing,  fo  you  go  ! — 
Nay  then,  I  fee  you'd  have  me  go,  Sir  !  why, 
I'faith  I  will,  now  I  perceive  you  love  her 
Better  than  you  do  me  :  But,  Heaven  blefs  you  ! 
Whatever  you  do,  or  intend,  I  know  you  are 
A  very  Honeft  Man  !  [Exit. 

Cbarl.  Still  fhali  I  wooe  thee,  whilft  thy  ears  reply 
/  cannot,  or  /  will  not  marry  thee  ? 
Why  haft  thou  drawn  the  blood  out  of  my  cheeks. 
And  given  a  quicker  motion  to  my  heart  ? 
Oh,  thou  haft  bred  a  fever  in  my  veins, 
Call'd  Love,  which  no  phyfician  can  cure  ! 
Have  mercy  on  a  maid,  whofe  fimple  youth 

Mont.  How  your  example,  fairefc,  teacheth  me 
A  ceremonious  idolatry  !  {Kneels. 

By 
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By  all  the  joy  of  love,  I  love  thee  better 
Than  I  or  any  man  can  tell  another ! 
And  will  exprefs 4J  the  mercy  which  thou  crav'it ; 
I  will  forbear  to  marry  thee.     Confider, 
Thou'rt  Nature's  heir  in  feature,  and  thy  parents' 
In  fair  inheritances  :  Rife  with  thefe  thoughts, 
And  look  on  me ;  but  with  a  woman's  eye  : 
A  decay 'd  fellow,  void  of  means  and  fpirit. 

Cbarl.  Offpirit? 

Mont.  Yes  \  'could  I  elfe  tamely  live  44, 
Forget  my  father's  blood,  wait,  and  make  legs, 
Stain  my  bed  breeches  with  the  fervile  drops 
That  fall  from  others'  draughts  ? 

Cbarl.  This  vizard  wherewith  thou  wouldil  hide 

thy  fpirit 

Is  perfpective,  to  fhew  it  plainlier  : 
This  undervalue  of  thy  life,  is  but 
Becaufe  I  fhould  not  buy  thee.     What  more  fpeaks 
Greatnefs  of  man  than  valiant  patience, 
That  fhrinks  not  under  his  fate's  ftrongeft  ftrokes  ? 
Thefe  Roman  deaths,  as  falling  on  a  fword, 
Opening  of  veins,  with  poifon  quenching  thirft, 
Which  we  erroneoudy  do  flile  the  deeds 
Of  the  heroic  and  magnanimous  man, 
Was  dead-ey'd  Cowardice,  and  white-cheek'd  Fear  i 
Who  doubting  Tyranny,  and  fainting  under 
Fortune's  falfe  lottery,  defperately  run 
To  Death,  for  dread  of  Death ;  that  foul's  moft  flout, 
That,  bearing  all  mifchance,  dares  laft  it  out. 
Will  yon  perform  your  word,  and  marry  me, 
When  1  fhall  call  you  to't  ? 

45  dnd  will  exprefs.~\  Sewaid  reads,  And  to  exprefs. 
44  Offpirit  ? 

Tej,  could  I  tamely  five."]  The  fyllable  wanting  here  to  the 
meafure  is  equally  advantageous  to  the  fenfe.     1  therefore  read, 

Tet,  could  1  file  tamely  li<ve,  &c. 

The  fentiments  of  the  next  fpeech  deferve  to  have  been  plac'd  to  a 
more  conipicuous  charattcr  than  a  lady's  woman. 


Enter 
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Enter  Longueville,  with  a  riding-rod. 

Mont.  ITaith,  I  will. 

Char  I.  Who's  this  alights  here  ? 

Long.  With  leave,  fair  creature, 
Are  you  the  lady-miftrefs  of  the  houfe  ? 

CharL  Her  fervant,  Sir. 

Long.  I  pray  then  favour  me, 
To  inform  your  lady,  and  duke  Orleans'  wife, 
A  bufinefs  of  import  awaits  'em  here, 
And  craves  for  fpeedy  anfwer. 

CharL  Are  you  in  pofb,  Sir  ? 

Long,  No;   I'm  in  fattin,  lady$ 
I  would  you  would  be  in  poft. 

CharL  I  will  return,  fweet.  [Exit,. 

Long.    Honeil    friend,    do   you    belong    to    the 

houfe  ? — I  pray 
Be  covered. 

Mont.  Yes,  Sir,  I  do. 

Long.  Ha  !  dream'ft  thou,  Longueville  ? 
Sure  it  is  not  he ! — Sir,  I  fhould  know  you. 

Mont.  So  fhould  I  you,  but  that  I  am  afham'd : 
But,  rho'  thou  know'ft  me,  prithee,  Longueville, 
Mock  no i  my  poverty  !  Pray  remember  yourfelf : 
fchews  it  not  ilrangely  for  thy  cloaths  to  itand 
Without  a  hat  to  mine  ?  Mock  me  no  more. 

Long.  The  pox  embroider  me  all  over,  Sir, 
If  ever  I  began  to  rnock  you  yet. 
The  plague  upon  me,  why  fhould  I  wear  velvet 
And  filver  lace  ?  'Sdeath,  I  will  tear  it  off. 

Mont.  Why,  madman  ? 

Long.  Put  on  my  hat?  Yes, 
When  I'm  hang'd  I  will !  I  could  break  my  head, 
]por  holding  eyes  that  knew  not  you  at  firft! 
But,  Time  and  Fortune,  run  your  courles  with  him  ; 
He'll  Uugh  and  fcorn  you,  when  you  fhew  moPc  luie*5 ! 

4>  Hill  laugh  and  ftorm  yau.~\  How  eafily  fcorn  was  altered  to 
florm  by  a  milbke  of  the  printer;  but  how  much  a  prcperer  wo;d 
/corn  is  in  the  place,  every  reader  will  fee,  tho'/er/a  has  hitherto  rua 
thro'  Jill  the  former  editions.  £c*ca>a. 

inl 
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Enter  Lamira,  Duchefs,  Lav  er  dine  ^  La-Poop,  Malliforn, 
Ver amour,  and  Charlotte. 

Lam.  You're  a  fair  monfieur. 

Long.  Do  you  mock  me,  lady  ? 

Lam.  Your  bufinefs.  Sir,  I  mean,. 

Ditch.  Regard  yourfelf. 
Good  monfieur  Longueville  ! 

Lam.  You  are 

Too  negligent  of  yourfelf  and  place;  cover 
Your  head,  fweet  monfieur ! 

Long.  Miftake  me  not,  fair  ladies; 
*Tis  not  to  you,  nor  you,  that  I  ftand  bare. 

Lav.  Nay,  fweet  dear  monfieur,  let  it  not  be  tou§ 
then  I 

La-P.  A  pox  of  compliment ! 

Mai.  And  pox  of  manners  ! 
Pray  hide  your  head  ;  your  gallants  ufe  to  do't. 

Long.  And  you  your  foreheads !  Why,  you  needfuj 

accefikry  rafcals, 

That  cannot  live  without  your  mutual  knaveries. 
More  than  a  bawd,  a  pandar,  or  a  whore, 
From  one  another,  how  dare  yoy  fufpedb 
That  I  ftand  bare  to  you  ?  What  make  you  here  ? 
Shift  your  houfe,  ;ady,  of  'em ;  for  I  know  'em  ; 
They  come  to  fecal  your  napkins,  and  your  fpoons  : 
Look  to  your  filver  bodkin,  gentlewoman, 
'Tis  a  dead  utenfil ;  and,  page,  beware  your  pockets ! 
My  reverence  is  unto  this  man,  my  mafter; 
Whom  you,  with  protections  and  oaths, 
As  high  as  Heav'n,  as  deep  as  Hell,  which  wou!4 
Deceive  the  wifefc  man  of  honeft  nature, 
Have  cozen'd  and  abus'd  :  But,  I  may  meet  you, 
And  beat  you  one  with  th'  other  ! 

Mont.  Peace  j   no  more  ! 

Long.  Not  a  word,  Sir. 

Lav.  Pm  fomething  thick  of  hearing; 
What  faid  he  ? 

La-P.  I  hear  him,  but  regard  him  not. 

MaL  Nor  I;   I'm  never  angry  faftipg, 

Long. 


458    THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE. 

Long.  My  love 

Keeps  back  my  duty.     Nobleft  lady,  if 
Hufband  or  brother  merit  love  from  you, 
Prevent  their  dangers  !  this  hour  brings  to  trial 
Their  hereto-fleeping  hates  :  By  this  time.,  each 
Within  a  yard  is  of  the  other's  heart ; 
And  met  to  prove  their  caufes  and  their  fpirits 
With  their  impartial  fwords'  points  :  Hafte  and  fave, 
Or  never  meet  them  more,  but  at  the  grave  ! 

Ducb.  Oh,  my  diftradted  heart !   that  my  wreck'd 

honour 

Should  for  a  brother's,  or  a  hufband's  life, 
Thro'  thy  undoing,  die  ! 

Lam.  Amiens  engag'd  ? 
If  he  mifcarry,  all  my  hopes  and  joys, 
I  now  confefs  it  loudly,  are  undone  : 
Caroch,  and  hafte  !  one  minute  may  betray 
A  life  more  worth  than  all  time  can  repay. 

[Exeunt  Ladies  and  Mont. 

Mai. Humph!  monfieurLaverdine  purfues  this  boy 
Extremely.     Captain,  what  will  you  do  ? 

La-P.  Any  thing 

But  follow  to  this  land-fervice  :  I'm  a  fea-captain, 
You  know,  and  to  offer  to  part  'em,  without 
We  could  do't  like  watermen  with  long  flaves, 
A  quarter  of  a  mile  off,  might  be  dangerous. 

Mai.  Why  then,  let  us  retire  and  pray  for  'em  ! 
I  am  refolv'd  to  Hop  here  -,  your  intent 4*  ? 
Abus'd  more  than  we  have  been  we  can't  be, 
Without  they  fall  to  flat  beating  on's. 

[Exeunt  Mai.  and  La-P. 

Lav.  And  that  were 
Unkindly  done,  i'faith. 

Ver.  Curfe  me,  but  you're 
The  troublefomtft  afs  that  e'er  I  met  with  ! 
Retire  !  you  fmell  like  a  woman's  chamber, 
That's  newly  up,  before  Ihe've  pinch'd  her  vapours 
In  with  her  cloaths. 

Lav.  I  will  haunt  thee  like 

*6  lam  rejGivd  tojioj)  jour  intent.]   Amended  by  be  ward. 

Thy 
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Thy  grand ame's ghoft ;  thou  fhalt  ne'er  reft  for  me- 

Ver.  Well,  I  perceive  'tis  vain  to  conceal  a  fecret 

from  you : 
Believe  it,  Sir,  indeed  I  am  a  woman. 

Lav.  Why,  la  !  I  knew  it ;  this  prophetical  tongue 
Of  mine  never  fail'd  me :  My  mother 
Was  half  a  witch;  ne'er  any  thing  that  fhe 
Forefpake  but  came  to  pafs.   A  woman  !  how  happy 
Am  I  ?  Now  we  may  lawfully  come  together, 
Without  fear  of  hanging  !    Sweet  wench,  be  gra 
cious  ! 
In  honourable  fort  I  wooe,  no  otherwife. 

Ver.  Faith,  the  truth  is,  I've  lov'd  you  long — — 

Lav.  See,  fee  ! 

Ver.  But  durft  not  open  it. 

Lav.  By  Heaven,  I  think  fo  47 ! 

Ver.  But,  briefly,  when  you  bring  it  to  the  teft, 
If  there  be  not  one  gentleman  in  this  houfe 
Will  challenge  more  int'reft  in  me  than  you  can, 
I  am  at  your  difpofure.  [Exit. 

Lav.  Oh,  Fortunatus, 
I  envy  thee  not  for  cap,  or  pouch  !  this  day 
I'll  prove  my  fortune, 
In  which  your  lady  doth  elect  her  hufband, 
Who  will  be  Amiens ;  'twill  fave  my  wedding-dinner. 
,Pauvre  La-Poop  and  Mallicorn  !  If  all  fail, 
I  will  turn  citizen :  A  beauteous  wife 
Is  the  horn-book  to  the  richeft  tradefman's  life.  [Exe. 

Enter  Dubois,  Orleans^  Longueville ',  Amiens  >  two 
Lacquiesy  a  Page  with  two  fiftols. 

Dulois.  Here's  a  good  even  piece  of  ground,  my 

lords  : 
Will  you  fix  here  ? 

Or/.  Yes  ;  any  v/here. — Lacquey, 
Take  off  my  fpurs ! — Upon  a  bridge,  a  rail 
But  my  fword's  breadth,  upon  a  battlement, 

+7  /tbink/o.]  Seward  reads,  /  thought  jo. 

rn 
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I'll  fight  this  quarrel ! 

Dubois.  O'  the  ropes,  my  lord  ? 

OrL  Upon  a  line. 

Dubois.  So  all  our  country  duels 
Are  carried,  like  a  firework  on  a  thread. 

OrL  Go,  now  5  flay  with  the  horfes  !  And,  do  you 

hear  ? 

Upon  your  lives,  till  fome  of  us  come  to  you> 
Dare  not  to  look  this  way  ! 

Dubois.  Except  you  fee 

Strangers  or  others,  that  by  chance  or  purpofe 
Are  like  to  interrupt  us. 

OrL  Then  give  warning. 

Long.  Who  takes  afword  ?  The  advantage  is  fofmall. 
As  he  that  doubts  hath  the  free  leave  to  chufe. 

OrL  Come,  give  me  any,  and  fearch  me :  'Tis  no! 
The  ground,  weapon,  or  feconds,  that  can  make 
Odds  in  thofe  fatal  trials,  but  the  caufe. 

Ami.  Moft  true ;  and,  but  it  is  no  time  to  wifli 
When  men  are  come  to  do,  I  would  defire 
The  caufe  'twixt  us  were  other  than  it  is; 
But  where  the  right  is,  there  prevail  our  fwords  \ 
And  if  my  fifter  have  out-liv'd  her  honour, 
I  do  not  pray  I  may  out-live  her  fhame. 

OrL  Your  fifter,  Amiens,  is  a  whore,  at  once  ! 

Ami.  You  oft  have  fpoke  that  fenfe  to  me  before, 
But  never  in  this  language,  Orleans  ; 
And  when  you  fpoke  it  fair,  and  firft,  I  told  you 
That  it  was  poflible  you  might  be  abus'd  : 
Butnowfinceyou  forget  your  manners,  you.  lhall  find4 
If  I  tranfgrefs  my  cuflom,  you  do  lie  ! 
And  are  a  villain  !  which  I  had  rather  yet 
My  fword  had  prov'd,  than  I  been  forc'd  to  fpeak.— 
Nay,  give  us  leave !  — And  fince  you  fland  fo  haughtily 
And  highly  on  your  caufe,  let  you  and  I, 
Without  engaging  thefe  two  gentlemen, 
Singly  determine  it ! 

Long.  My  lord,  you'll  pardon  us ! 

Rutois.  I  truft  your  lordfhips 

Mayn't 
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Mayn't  do  us  that  affront. 

Ami.  As  how? 

Dubois.  We  kifs 

Your  lordfhip's  hand,  and  come  to  ferve  you  here 
With  fwords. 

Long.  My  lord,  we  underftand  ourfelves. 

Dubois.  We've  had  the  honour  to  be  call'd  unto 
The  bufmefs,  and  we  muft  not  now  quit  it 
On  terms. 

Ami.  Not  terms  of  reafon  ? 

Long.  No ; 
No  reafon  for  the  quitting  of  our  calling; 

Dubois.  True ; 
If  I  be  call'd  to't,  I  muft  afk  no  reafon. 

Long.  Nor  hear  none  neither,  which  is  lefs  : 
It  is  a  favour,  if  my  throat  be  cut, 
Your  lordfhip  does  me ;  which  I  never  can, 

[yf  noife  within^  crying,  Down  with  their  fwords ! 
Nor  muft  have  hope  how  to  requite. — WThat  noife  ? 
What  cry  is  that  ?  My  lord,  upon  your  guard  ! 
Some  treachery  is  afoot. 

Enter  Duchefs,  Lamira^  and  Montague. 

Duck.  Oh,  here  they  are  ! 
My  lord — Dear  lady,  help  me  !  help  me  all  \ 
I  have  fo  woeful  intereft  in  both* 
I  know  not  which  to  fear  for  molt ;  and  yet 
I  muft  prefer  my  lord.     Dear  brother, 
You  are  too  underftanding,  and  too  noble, 
To  be  offended  when  I  know  my  duty, 
Tho'  fcarce  my  tears  will  let  me  fee  to  do  it, 

Or/.  Out,  loathed  {trumpet ! 

Duch.  Oh,  my  deareft  lord, 
If  words  could  on  me  caft  the  name  of  whore, 
I  then  were  worthy  to  be  loathed  :  But, 
Know  your  unkindnefs  cannot  make  me  wicked  ; 
And  therefore  fhould  lefs  ufe  that  power  upon  me. 

Or/.  Was  this  your  art,  to  have  thefe  actors  come, 
To  make  this  interlude  ?  Withdraw,  cold  man  ! 

And, 
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And,  if  thy  fpirit  be  not  frozen  up, 

Give  me  one  ftroke  yet  at  thee  for  my  vengeance  ! 

Ami.  Thou  ihalt  have  ftrokes,   and  ftrokes,  thou 

glorious  man47, 
'Till  thou  breath'ft  thinner  air  than  that  thou  talk'ft. 

Lam.  My  lord  !  count  Amiens  ! 

Ducb.  Princely  hufband ! 

OrL  Whore! 

Lam.  You  wrong  her,  impudent  lord !  Oh,  that  I  had 
The  bulk  of  thofe  dull  men  !  look,  how  they  (land, 
And  no  man  will  revenge  an  innocent  lady ! 

Ami.  You  hinder  it,  madam. 

Lam.  I  would  hinder  you  ; 
Is  there  none  elfe  to  kill  him  ? 

Ducb.  Kill  him,  madam  ? 

Have  you  learn'd  that  bad  language  ?  Oh,  repent, 
And  be  the  motive  rather  both  kill  me 48. 

OrL  Then  die,  my  infamy  ! 

Mont.  Hold,  bloody  man  ! 

OrL  Art  thou  there,  bafilifk  ? 

Mont.  To  ftrike  thee  dead, 
But  that  thy  fate  deferves  fome  weightier  hand. 

Dubois.  Sweet  my  lord  ! 

OrL  Oh,  here's  a  plot ! 

You  bring  your  champions  with  you !  the  adultrefs 
With  the  adulterer !  Out,  howling 

Dubois.  Good  my  lord  ! 

OrL  Are  you  her  Grace's  countenancer,  lady, 
The  receiver  to  the  poor  vicious  couple  ? 

Dubois.  Sweet  my  lord  ! 

OrL  Sweet  rafcal,  didft  not  thou  tell  me,  falfe  fellow, 
This  Montague  here  was  murder'd  ? 

Dubois.  I  did  fo  ; 
But  he  was  falfcr,  and  a  worthlefs  lord, 

4-7  Glorious ;]  i.  e.  Vaint  proud,  in  the  fenfe  of  the  French  glorieux. 

48  Andbe  the  motive,  rather  both  kill  me.]  i.  e.  and  rather  perfuade 
them  both  to  kill  me.  TheexprelTion/or  want  of  that  being  inferted, 
is  (b  obfcure,  that  the  former  editors  did  not  underftand  it,  and  there 
fore  added  a  comma,  which  utterly  deprived  it  of  all  meaning. 

""like 
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Like  thy  foul  felf,  that  would  have  had  it  fo. 

Long.  Orleans,  'tis  true ;  and  fhall  be  prov'd  upon 
thee. 

Mont.  Thy  malice,  duke,  and  this  thy  wicked  nature, 
Are  all  as  vifible  as  thou  ;  but  I, 
Born  to  contemn  thy  injuries,  do  know, 
That  tho'  thy  greatnefs  may  corrupt  a  jury, 
And  make  a  judge  afraid,  and  carry  out 
A  world  of  evils  with  thy  title,  yet 
Thou  art  not  quiet  at  home  ;  thou  bear'ft  about  thee 
That  that  doth  charge  thee,  and  condemn  thee  too. 
The  thing  that  grieves  me  more,  and  doth  indeed 
Difpleafe  me,  is,  to  think  that  fo  much  bafenefs 
Stands  here  to  have  encounter'd  fo  much  honour. 
Pardon  me,  my  lord,  what  late  my  pallion  fpake, 
When  you  provok'd  my  innocence  ! 

Or/.  Yes,  do ! 

Oh,  flattery  becomes  him  better  than 
The  fuit  he  wears  j  give  him  a  new  one,  Amiens ! 

Ami.  Orleans, 

'Tis  here  no  time  nor  place  to  jeft  or  rail 
Poorly  with  you  ;  but  I  will  find  a  time  to 
Whifper  you  forth  to  this,  or  fome  fit  place, 
As  fhall  not  hold  a  fecond  interruption. 

Mont.  I  hope  your  lordfhip's  honour  and  your  life 
Are  deflin'd  unto  higher  hazards  \  this 
Is  of  a  meaner  arm. 

Dubois.  Yes,  faith,  or  none. 

Long.  He  is  not  fit  to  fall  by  an  honeft  fword  : 
A  prince,  and  lie  ? 

Dubois.  And  (lander  ?   and  hire  men 
To  publifh  the  falfe  rumours  he  hath  made  ? 

Long.  And  ftick  'em  on  his  friends,  and  innocents  ? 

Dubois.  And  pradife  'gainft  their  lives  after  their 
fames  ? 

Long.  In  men  that  are  the  matter  of  all  lewdnefs, 
Bawds,  thieves,  and  cheaters,  it  were  monflrous  ! 

Dubois. "But  in  a  man  of  blood  how  more  confpicuous ! 

Ami.  Can  this  be  ? 

Ducb. 
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I)uch:  They  do  flander  him. 

Orl.  Hang  them,  a  pair  of  railing  hangbies  ! 

Long.  How  !  Stand,  Orleans  !  flay  !  Give  me  my 

piftols,  boy ! 
Hinder  me  not !   by  Heavens,  I  will  kill  him  ! 

Duch.  Oh,  flay  his  fury  ! 

Ami.  Longueville,  my  friend  ! 

Long.  Not  for  rnyfelf,  my  lord,  but  for  mankind, 
And  all  that  have  an  intereft  to  virtue, 
Or  title  unto  innocence. 

Ami.  Why,  hear  me  ! 

Long.  For  Juftice*  fake — — 

Ami.  That  cannot  be. 

Long.  To  punifh 

His  wife's,  your  honour's,  and  my  lord's  wrongs  here, 
Whom  I  muft  ever  call  fo  :  For  your  loves, 
I  fwear,  I'll  facrifice > 

Ami.  Longueville, 
I  did  not  think  you  a  murderer  before. 

Long.  I  care  not  what  you  thought  me  ! 

Ami.  By  Heaven,  if  thou  attempt 
His  life,  thy  own  is  forfeit ! 

Mont.  Foolifh  frantick  man, 
The  murder  will  be  of  us,  not  him. 

Duch.  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 

Mont.  We  could  have  kilPd  him,  but  we  would 

not  take 

The  juftice  cut  of  Fate's — Singe  but 
A   hair  of  him,  thou  died  ! 

Long.  No  matter.  [Shoots* 

Ami.  Villain! 

Dubois.  My  lord,  your  filler's  flain. 

Ami.  Biancha  ! 

Mont.  Oh,  haplefs  and  moft  wretched  chance  ! 

Lam.  Stand'ft  thou 

Looking  upon  the  mifchief  thou  haft  made  ? 
Thou  godlefs  man,  feeding  thy  blood-ihot  eyes 
With  the  red  fpeclacle,  and  art  not  turn'd 
To  flone  with  horror  ?  Hence,  and  take  the  wings 

Of 
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Of  thy  black  infamy, ito  carry  thee 
Beyond  the  fhoot  of  looks,  or  found  of  curfes, 
Which  will  purfue  thee49  till  thou  haft  out-fled 
All  but  thy  guilt. 

OrL  Oh,  wifh  it  off  again  ;  for  I  am  crack'd 
Under  the  burden,   and  my  heart  will  break. 
How  heavy  guilt  is,  when  men  come  to  feel ! 
If  you  could  know  the  mountain  I  fuflain 
With  horror50,  you  would  each  take  off  your  part, 
And  more,  to  eafe  me.     I  can't  (land  !  forgive 
Where  I  have  wrong'd,  I  pray  ! 

Ami.  Look  to  him,   Montague. 

Long.  My  lords  and  gentlemen,  the  lady's  well, 
But  for  fear ;  unlefs  that  have  ihot  her : 
I  have  the  worft  of  it,   that  needs  would  venture 
Upon  a  trick  had  like  to  ha'  coil  my  guts. 
Look  to  her  !  fhe'll  be  v/ell :  It  was  but  powder 
I  charg'd  with,  thinking  that  a  guilty  man 
Would  have  been  frighted  fooner  >  but  I'm  glad 
He's  come  at  leaft. 

Lam.  How  is  Biancha  ?  well  ? 

Ami.  Lives  fhe?  See!  Sifter!— Doth  fhe  breathe  ". 

Ducb.  Oh,  gentlemen,  think  you  I  can  breathe, 
That  am  reftored  to  the  hateful  fenfe 
Of  feeling  in  me  my  dear  hufband's  death  ? 
Oh,  no,  I  live  not ;  life  was  that  I  left, 
And  what  you  have  call'd  me  to  is  death  indeed  : 
I  cannot  weep  fo  faft  as  he  doth  bleed  ! 

Dubois.  Pardon  me,  madam  ;  he  is  well. 

Ducb.  Ha !  my  hufband  ? 

49  Which  'will  purfue  thee  ft  ill : 

1  kw  baft  out  fled t  &V.]  Amended  by  Seward. 
5°  ~~. :..  i  .  ,<J~/je  mountain  1  fuflain 

With  horror,  you  would  each,  £c.]  Seward  reads, 

- The  mountain  Ijujiain 

Of  horror^  &c. 

51   Lam.    How  is  Biancha?  well? 

Ami.   LiveiJ&e?  See  fifter,   doth  Jhe  breathe?]  Seward  reads^ 
Lam.  Hoiv  is  Biancha  !  well? 

Lives  fee?  5^— Ami.  Sifter— She  doth  breathe, 
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OrL  I  cannot  fpeak  whether  -my  joy  or  fhame 
Be  greater;  but  I  thank  the  Heav'ns  for  both. 
Oh,  look  not  black  upon  me,  all  my  friends  \ 
To  whom  I  will  be  reconciled,  or  grow 
Unto  this  earth,  till  I  have  wept  a  trench 
That  fhall  be  great  enough  to  be  my  grave ; 
And  I  will  think  them  too  moft  manly  tears, 
If  they  do  move  your  pities.     It  is  true, 
Man  fhould  do  nothing  that  he  fhould  repent; 
But  if  he  have,  and  fay  that  he  is  forry, 
It  is  a  worfe  fault  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Lam.  My  lord,  fuch  forrow  cannot  be  fufpe&ed  : 
Here,  take  your  honour'd  wife,  and  join  your  hands. 
She  hath  married  you  again  ! 
And,  gentlemen,  I  do  invite  you-all 
This  night  to  take  my  houfe;  where,  on  the  morrow, 
To  heighten  more  the  reconciling  feaft, 
ril  make  myfelf  a  hufband  and  a  gueil.        [Exeunt. 


ACT       V.        SCENE      I. 


Enter  Montague  and  Charlotte. 
Chart.  \\  T  ELL,  now,  Pm  fure  you're  mine. 

VV       Mont.  I'm  fure  I'm  glad 
Fve  one  to  own  then:   You  will  find  me  honeft. 
As  thefe  days  go>  enough  ;  poor  without  queflion, 
Which  beggars  hold  a  virtue ;   give  me  meat, 
And  I  fhall  do  my  work,  elfe  knock  my  fhoes  off,. 
And  turn  me  out  again. 

CharL  You  are  a  merry  fellow. 

Mont.  I  have  no  great  caufe. 

CharL  Yes,  thy  love  to  me. 

Mont.  That's  as  we  make  our  game. 

Cbarl.  Why,  you  repent  then  ? 

Mont.  Faith,  no;  worfe  than  I  am  I  cannot  be; 
Much  better  I  expect  not :  I  fhall  love  you, 
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And,  when  you  bid  me  go  to  bed,  obey, 
Lie  fbill  or  move,  as  you  fhall  minifler  ; 
Keep  a  four-nobles  nag,   and  a  Jack-Merlin  JT, 
Learn  to  love  ale,   and  play  at  two-hand  Irilh  •, 
And  there's  then  all  I  aim  at. 

Char.  Nay,   fweet  fellow, 
I'll  make  it  fomething  better. 

Mont.  If  you  do, 
You'll  make  me  worfe  : 
Now  I  am  poor,  and  willing  to  do  well, 
Hold  me  in  that  courfe !  of  all  the  king's  creatures, 
I  hate  his  coin  ;  keep  me  from  that,  and  fave  me  ! 
For  if  you  chance,  out  of  your  houfewifery, 
To  fave  a  hundred  pound  or  two  si,  beftow  it 
In  plumb-broth  ere  I  know  it;  elfe  I  take  it, 
Seek  out  a  hundred  men  that  want  this  money, 
Share  it  among  'em,  they'll  cry  noble  Montague  ! 
And  fo  I  Hand  again  at  livery  ! 

Charl.  You've  pretty  fancies,  Sir  \  but,married  once, 
This  charity  will  fall  home  to  yourfelf. 

Mont.  I  would  it  would  !  I  am  afraid  my  loofenefs 
Is  yet  fcarce  ftopt,  tho'  it  have  nought  to  work  on 
But  the  mere  air  of  what  I  have  had. 

Charl.  Pretty! 

Mont.  I  wonder,  fweetheart,  why  you'll  marry  me ; 
I  can  fee  nothing  in  myfelf  deferves  it, 
Unlefs  the  handfome  wearing  of  a  band, 
For  that's  my  (lock  now,  or  a  pair  of  garters, 
NecefTity  will  not  let  me  lofe. 

Charl.  I  fee,  Sir, 

A  great  deal  more ;   a  handfome  man,  a  hufband, 
To  make  a  right  good  woman  truly  happy. 

Mont.  Lord,  where  are  my  eyes  ?  Either  you  are 
fooliJh, 

1   Keep  a  four -noble s  nagt   and  a  Jack 

Marling.]    /.  e.  turn  falk'ner,    a    Merlin,  being  a    fpecies  of 
hawk.  The  meature  was  all  confus'd  in  the  former  tditions.   Steward. 
The  firft  folio  reads,  BLACK  Marling, 
51  To  leave  a  hundred  fmnd.]  So  former  editions, 

G  g  2  As 
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As  wenches  once  a-year  are,   or  far  worfe, 
Extremely  virtuous  :  Can  you  love  a  poor  man 
That  relies  on  cold  meat,  and  caft  ftockings, 
One  only  fuit  to  his  back,  which  now  is  mewing, 
But  what  will  be  the  next  coat  will  pofe  Trifrram  ? 
If  I  fhould  levy  from  my  friends  a  fortune, 
I  could  not  raife  ten  groats  to  pay  the  priefl  now. 

Chad.  I'll  do  that  duty  :  'Tis  not  means  nor  money 
Makes    me   purfue  ycvur   love  \    were   your    mind 

bankrupt, 
I  would  ne'er  love  you. 

Enter  Lamira. 

Mont.  Peace,   wench !   here's  my  lady. 

Lam.  Nay,  never   Ihrink   i'th'  wetting,    for  my 

prefence  ! 
D'ye  find  her  willing,  Montague  ? 

Mont.  Willing,  madam  ? 

Lam.  How  dainty  you  make  of  it !  Do  not  I  know 
You  two  love  one  another  ? 

Mont.  Certain,   madam, 
I  think  yeVe  revelations  of  thefe  matters  : 
Your  ladyfhip  cannot  tell  me  when  I  kifs'd  her. 

Lam.  But  fhe  can,  Sir. 

Mont.  But  fhe  will  not,  madam  j 
For  when  they  talk  once,  'tis  like  fairy-money, 
They  get  no  more  clofe  kifles. 

Lam.  Thou  art  wanton. 

Mont.  Heav'n  knows  I  need  not ,-  yet  I  would  be 

lufty; 
But,  by  my  foul,  my  provender  fcarce  pricks  me. 

Lam.  It  fhall  be  mended,  Montague  :  I'm  glad 
YouVe  grown  fo  merry. 

Mont.  So  am  I  too,  madam. 

Lam.  You  two  will  make  a  pretty  handfome  confo-rt. 

Mont.  Yes,  madam,  if  my  fiddle  fail  me  not. 

Lam.  Your  fiddle !   why  your  fiddle  ?  I  warrant, 
thou  mean'ft  madly. 

Mont.  Can  you  blame  me  ?  Alas,  I  am  in  love ! 

Chart. 
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Chart.  'Tis  very  well,  Sir  ! 

Lam.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 

Mont.  How  r  thus  in  love  ? 

Lam.  You're  very  quick,  Sir  !  No; 
I  mean. thus  pleafant. 

Mont.  E'er  fmce  I  was  poor. 

Lam.  A  little  wealth  would  change  you  then? 

Mont.  Yes,  lady, 
Into  another  fuit,  but  never  more 
Into  another  man ;  I'll  bar  that  mainly. 
The  wealth  I  get  henceforward  fhall  be  charm  M 
For  ever  hurting  me  ;   I'll  fpend  it  fading. 
As  I  live,  noble  lady,  there  is  nothing, 
I've  found,  directly  cures  the  melancholy, 
But  want  and  wedlock  :  When  I  had  ftore  of  money, 
I  fimper'd  fometime,  and  fpoke  wondrous  wife, 
But  never  laugh'd  out-right  •>  now  I  am  empty, 
My  heart  founds  like  a  bell,  and  flrikes  at  both  fides. 

Lam.  You're  finely  temper'd,  Montague, 

Mont.  Pardon,  lady, 
If  any  way  my  free  mirth  have  offended ! 
'Twas  meant  to  pleafe  you  ;   if  it  prove  too  faucy, 
Give  it  a  frown,  and  I  am  ever  filenc'd. 

Lam.  I  like  it  pafling  well  -,   pray  follow  it ! 
This  is  my  day  of  choice,  and  fhall  be  yours  too ; 
'Twere  pity  to  delay  you.     Call  to  the  fleward, 
And  tell  him  'tis  my  pleafure  he  fhould  give  you 
Five   hundred   crowns;    make  yourfelf  handfome, 

Montague  ; 

Let  none  wear  better  cloaths  -,  'tis  for  my  credit : 
But  pray  be  merry  flill ! 

Mont.  If  I  be  not, 

And  make  a  fool  of  twice  as  many  hundreds, 
Clap  me  in  canvas,  lady  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  La-Poop,  Laveralne,  and  Mallicorn. 

Lav.  I'm  ftrangely  glad  I've  found  the  myftery 
Of  this  difguis'd  boy  out;  I  ever  trufted 
It  was  a  woman,  and  how  happily 

G  g  3  I've 
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I've  found  it  fo  !   and  for  myfelf,  I'm  fure, 
One  that  w'ould  offer  me  a  thoufand  pound  now 
(And  that's  a  pretty  fum  to  make  one  ftagger) 
In  ready  gold  for  this  concealment,  could  not 
Buy  my  hope  of  her.     She's  a  dainty  wench, 
And  fuch  a  one  I  find  1  want  extremely, 
To  bring  me  into  credit :  Beauty  does  it. 

Mai.  Say  we  fhould  all  meach  here 5>,  and  ftay  the 

feaft  now. 

What  can  the  worft  be  ?  We  have  play'd  the  knaves  $ 
That's  without  queition. 

La- P.  True  -,  and,  as  I  take  it, 
This  is  the  firft  truth  we  told  thefe  ten  years,  and 
For  any  thing  I  know,  may  be  the  laft : 
But,  grant   we're    knaves,    both   bafe  and   beaftly 
knaves 

Mai.  Say  fo  then. 

Lav.  Well. 

La-P.  And  like  wife 
Let  it  be  confider'd,  we  have  wrong'd, 
And  moil  malicioufly,  this  gentlewoman 
We  cafl  to  ftay  with,  what  muft  we  expecl  now  ? 

Mai.    Ay,  there's  the  point;   we  would  expecft 
good  eating. 

La-P.  I  know  we  would,  but  we  may  find  good 
beating. 

Lav.  You  fay  true,  gentlemen  ;  and,  by  my  foul, 
Tho'  I  love  meat  as  well  as  any  man, 
I  care  not  what  he  be,  if  a  beat  a  God's  name  54, 
Such  crab-fan ce  to  my  meat  will  turn  my  palate. 

Mtf /.There's  all  the  hazard ;  for  the  frozen  Montague 
Has  now  got  fpring  again  and  warmth  in  him, 
And,  without  doubt,  dares  beat  us  terribly. 
For,  not  to  mince  the  matter>  we  are  cowards, 
And  have,  and  fhall  be  beaten,  when  men  pleafe 

s?  Meacb.~\  See  note  55  on  the  Scornful  Lady.  The  word  is 
varioufly  fpelt. 

^  If  a  eat  a  God's  name.]  The  fenfe  requires  us  to  read,  If  a 
BEAT  a  God's  name. 

To 


THE  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE.  471 
To  call  us  into  cudgeling. 

La-P.  1  feel 

We're  very  prone  that  way, 
Lav.  The  fons  of  Adam. 

La-P.  Now,  here  then  refts  the  ftate  o'th'  queftionj 
Whether  we  yield  our  bodies  for  a  dinner 
To  a  found  dog-whip  (for,  I  promife  ye, 
If  men  be  given  to  correction, 
We  can  expect  no  lefs),  or  quietly 
Take  a  hard  egg  or  two,  and  ten  mile  hence 
Bait  in  a  ditch  ?   this  we  may  do  fecurely ; 
For,  to  ftay  hereabout  will  be  all  one, 
If  once  our  moral  mifchiefs  come  in  memory. 

MaL  Bu|,  pray  ye  hear  me :   Is  not  this  the  day 
The  virgin  lady  doth  elect  her  hufband  ? 
Lav.  The  dinner  is  to  that  end. 
Mai.  Very  well  then; 

Say  we  all  ftay,  and  fay  we  all  'fcape  this  whipping, 
And  be  well  entertain'd,  and  one  of  us 
Carry  the  lady  ! 

La-P.  'Tis  a  feemly  faying, 
I  mud  confefs ;  but  if  we  ftay,  how  fitly 
We  may  apply  it  to  ourfelves  (i'th'  end) 
Will  afk  a  Chriftian  fear :   I  cannot  fee, 
If  I  fay  true,  what  fpecial  ornaments 
Of  art  or  nature  (lay  afide  our  lying, 
Whoring  and  drinking,  which  are  no  great  virtues) 
We  are  endued  withal,  to  win  this  lady. 

Mai.  Yet  women  go  not  by  the  beft  parts  ever ; 
That  I  have  found  di redly. 

Lav.  Why  fhould  we  fear  then  ? 
They  chufe  men  as  they  feed  :  Sometimes  they  fettle 
Upon  a  white-broth'd  face,  a  fweet  fmooth  gallant, 
And  him  they  make  an  end  of  in  a  night ; 
Sometimes  a  goofe  ;   fometimes  a  groffer  meat, 
A  rump  of  beef,  will  ferve  'em  at  fome  feafon, 
And  fill  their  bellies  too,  tho*  without  cloubt 
They're  great  devourers  \  ftock-fifh  is  a  difh, 
If  it  be  well  dreis'd,  for  the  toughnefs'  fake 

G  c  4.  Will 
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Will  make  the  proudeft  of  'em  long  and  leap  for't ; 
They'll  run  mad  for  a  pudding,  ere  they'll  ftarve. 

La-P.  For  my  own  part,  I  care  not,  come  what  cajv 

come ; 

If  I  be  whipt,  why  fo  be  it !  if  cudgell'd, 
I  hope  I  fhall  out-live  it :  I  am  fure 
'Tis  not  the  hundredth  time  I  have  been  ferv'd  fo, 
And  yet,  I  thank  Heav'n,  I'm  here. 

Mai.  Here's  refolution ! 

La-P.  A  little  patience,  and  a  rotten  apple, 
Cures  twenty  worfe  difeafes  :  What  fay  you,  Sir? 

Lav.  Marry,  I  fay,  Sir,  if  I  had  been  acquainted 
With  lamming  5S  in  rny  youth,  as  you  have  been, 
With  whipping,  and  fuch  benefits  of  nature, 
I  fhould  do  better  5  as  I  am,  I'll  venture  : 
And  if  it  be  my  luck  to  have  the  lady, 
I'll  ufe  my  fortune  modeftly;  if  beaten, 
You  fhall  not  hear  a  word ;  one  I  am  fure  of, 
And  if  the  worft  fall,  Ihe  fhall  be  my  phyfick. 
Let's  go  then,   and  a  merry  wind  be  with  us  ! 

Mai.  Captain,  your  {hoes  are  old ;  pray  put  'em  off, 
And  let  one  fling  'em  after  us.     Be  bold,  Sirs  3 
And  howfoe'cr  our  fortune  falls,  let's  bear 
An  equal  burden  !  if  there  be  an  odd  lafh, 
We'll  part  it  afterwards. 

La-P.  I'm  arm'd  at  all  points.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  four  Servants,  with  a  banquet. 

I  Serv.  Then  my  lady  will  have  a  bedfellow  to-night  ? 

2.  Serv.  So  fhe  fays :  Heaven,  what  a  dainty  arm-full 
Shall  he  enjoy,  that  has  the  launching  of  her! 
What  a  fight  fhe  will  make ! 

3  Serv.  Ay,  marry,  boys, 

There  will  be  fport  indeed  !  there  will  be  grappling  I 

She  has  a  murderer  lies  in  her  prow, 

I  am  afraid  will  fright  his  main-marl,  Robin. 

4  Serv.  Who  cloft  thou  think  fhall  have  her,  of  thy 

confcience  ? 

H  Lamming.]   i,  e.  beating.  Sev:ard. 

Thou 
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Thou  art  a  wife  man. 

3  Serv.  If  fhe  go  the  old  way, 
The  way  of  lot,  the  longed  cut  fweeps  all 
Without  queftion. 

1  S&rv.  She  has  loft  a  friend  of  me  elfe. 
What  think  ye  of  the  courtier  ? 

2  Serv.  Hang  him,  hedge-hog ! 

H'has  nothing  in  him  but  apiece  of  Euphues% 
And  twenty  dozen  of  twelvepenny  ribband,  all 
About  him ;  he  is  but  one  pedlar's  fnop 
Of  gloves  and  garters,  pick-teeth  and  pomander. 

3  Serv.  The  courtier!  marry,  God  blefsher,  Steven, 

fhe  is  not 

Mad  yet;  fhe  knows  that  trindle-tail  too  well ; 
He's  creft-fall'n,  and  pin-buttock'd,   with  leaping 

laundreffes. 

4  Serv.  The  merchant  ?  fure  fhe  will  not  be  fo  bafe 
To  have  him. 

i  Serv.  J  hope  fo ;  Robin,  he'll  fell  us  all 
To  th'  Moors  to  make  mummy.     Nor  the  captain  ? 

4 Serv.  Who  ?  potgun  ?  that's  a  fweet  youth,  indeed ! 
Will  he  ftay,  think  ye  ? 

3  Serv.  Yes,  without  queftion, 
And  have  half  din'd  too  ere  the  grace  be  done. 
He's  good  for  nothing  in  the  world  but  eating, 
Lying  and  fleeping ;  what  other  men  devour 
In  drink  he  takes  in  pottage :  They  fay  h'has  been 
At  fea  3  a  herring-fifhing,  for  without  doubt 

57  A  piece  of  Euphues.J  Eup&ues,  or  the  Anatomy  of  Wit,  was 
the  title  of  a  romance  wrote  by  Lilly,  author  of  feveral  plays  in 
queen  Elizabeth's  reign.  His  ftile  was  itiff,  pedantic,  and  affecled, 
but  was  in  fuch  vogue  that  Mr.  Blount,  who  publifhed  fix  of  his  plays, 
fays,  that  Lilly's  Etipbttet  and  his  England  taught  the  court  a  new 
language,  and  the  lady  who  could  not  parle  Eupkuifm  was  as  little 
regarded  as  (he  that  now  there  fpeaks  not  French.  Kere  is  a  banter 
upon  the  court  for  this  pra&ice  ;  but  it  would  much  have  improved 
it  if  Laverdine  had  frequently  made  ufe  of  this  afre&ed  ftile,  and 
Euphuifm  had  made  part  of  his  character  through  the  whole  play. 
The  account  of  Lilly  is  taken  from  Mr.  Bodfley'a  Preface  to  his  Col- 
leftion  of  Old  Plays,  and  Mr,  Symplon  quotes  it  alfo  from  Langbain. 

it* 

He 
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He  dares  not  hail  an  celboat,  i'th'  way  of  war. 

2  Serv.  I  think  fo ;  they  would  beat  him  off  with 

butter. 

3  Serv.  When  he  brings  in  a  prize,  unlefs  it  be 
Cockles,  or  Calais  fand  to  fcour  with, 

I'll  renounce  my  five  mark  a-year, 

And  all  the  hidden  art  I  have  in  carving, 

To  teach  young  birds  to  whittle  Walfingham  58 : 

Leave  him  to  the  lime-boats  !  Now,  what  think  you 

Of  the  brave  Amiens  ? 

1  Serv.  That's  a  thought  indeed. 

2  Serv.  Ay,  marry,  there's  a  pferfon  fit  to  feed 
Upon  adifh  fo  dainty;  and  he'll  do't, 

I  warrant  him,  i'th'  nick,  boys  j  h'has  a  body 
World  without  end. 

4.  Serv.  And  fuch  a  one  my  lady 
Will  make  no  little  of.     But  is  not  Montague 
Married  to-day  ? 

3  Serv.  Yes,  faith,  honeft  Montague 
Mull  have  his  bout  too. 

2  Serv.  He's  as  good  a  lad 

As  ever  turn'd  a  trencher  :  Muft  we  leave  him  ? 

3  Serv.  He's  too  good  for  us,  Steven.     I'll  give 

him  health 

To  his  good  luck  to-night  i'th'  old  beaker, 
And  it  ihall  be  lack  too. 

4  Serv.  I  muft  have  a  garter  •, 

And,  boys,  I  have  befpoke  a  poiTet ;  fomebocly 
Shall  give  me  thanks  for't !  't  has  a  few  toys  in't 
Will  raife  commotions  in  a  bed,  lad. 

I  Serv.  Away  !  my  lady.  [Exeunt + 

Enter  Orleans  and  Duchejs^  arm  in  arm,  Amiens •,  Lamiray 
Charlotte  like  a  bride  >   Montague  brave  y  Lav  er  dine  > 
Longueville,  Duboisy  Mallicorn,  and  La-Poop. 
Lam.  Seat  yourfelves,  noble  lords  and  gentlemen  ; 

**  To  wbijlk  Wailingham.]  Waljingbair^  in  Norfolk,  a  place  for 
merly  famous  for  the  pilgrimages  to  tac  rood,  or  cr ols,  of  Our  Lady- 
there.  #. 

You 
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You  know  your  places.     Many  royal  welcomes 
I  give  your  Grace  !  How  lovely  Ihews  this  change  ! 
My  houfe  is  honour'd  in  this  reconcilement. 

Orl.  Thus,  madam,  muft  you  do ; 
My  lady  now  fhall  fee  you  made  a  woman, 
And  give  you  fome  fhort  leilbns  for  your  voyage. 
Take  her  inflructions,  lady;  fhe  knows  much. 

Lam.  This  becomes  you,  Sir. 

Duel).  My  lord  muft  have  his  will. 

Orl.  'Tis  all  I  can  do  now,  fweetheart.    Fair  lady, 
This  to  your  happy  choice ! — Brother  Amiens, 
You  are  the  man  I  mean  it  t.o. 

Ami.  I'll  pledge  you. 

Orl.  And  with  my  heart. 

Ami.  With  all'iny  love  I  take  it. 

Lam.  Noble  lords, 

I'm  proud  ye've  done  this  day  fo  much  content, 
And  me  fuch  eftimation,  that  this  hour 
(In  this  poor  houfe)  lhall  be  a  league  for  ever : 
jFor  fo  I  know  ye  mean  it. 

Ami.  I  do,  lady. 

Orl.  And  I,  my  lord. 

Omnes.  You've  done  a  work  of  honour. 

Ami.  Give  me  the  cup  !   Where  this  jiealth  flops, 

let  that  man 

Be  either  very  fick  or  very  fimple  ; 
Or  I  arn  very  angry.     Sir,  to  you  ! 
Madam,  methinks  this  gentleman  might  fit  too; 
He  would  become  the  beft  on's. 

Orl.  Pray  fit  down,  Sir : 
I  know  the  lady  of  the  feaft  expects  not 
This  day  fo  much  old  cuftom. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  Montague  ! 
Nay,  never  blufh  for  th'  matter. 

Mont.  Noble  madam, 

I  have  two  reafons  'gainft  it,  and  I  dare  not : 
Duty  to  you  firft,  as  you  are  my  lady, 
And  I  your  pooreft  fervant  $  next,  the  cuftom 
Of  this  day's  ceremony. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  As  you  are  my  fervant, 
I  may  command  you  then  ? 

Mont.  To  my  life,  lady. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  here !  I'll  have  it  fo. 

Ami.  Sit  down,  man  ; 
Never  refufe  fo  fair  a  lady's  offer. 

Mont.  It  is  your  pleaiure,  madam,  not  my  pride, 
And  I  obey.     I'll  pledge  you  now,  my  lord. 
Monfieur  Longueville  ! 

Long.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Mont.  This  to  my  lady, 
And  her  fair  choice  to-day,  and  happinefs  ! 

Long.  'Tis  a  fair  health ;  I'll  pledge  you  tho'  I  fink 
for't. 

Lam.  Montague,  you  are  too  modeft :  Come,  I'll 

add 

A  little  more  wine  t'  you  ;  'twill  make  you  merry. 
This  to  the  good  I  wifh  you  ! 

Alont.  Honour'd  lady, 
I  fhali  forget  myfelf  with  this  great  bounty. 

Lam.  You  fhall  not,  Sir.     Give  him  fome  wine, 

Ami.  ByHcav'n, 

You  are  a  worthy  woman ;  and  that  man 
Is  blcft  can  come  near  fuch  a  lady. 

Lam.  Such  a  blelTing 
Wet  weather  wifhes 59. 

*9  Such  a  bieffing  <wet  weather  waffles.]  1  believe  an  extreme  gentee! 
anfwer  ol  Lamira's  has  been  turned  into  abfolute  nonfenfe  in  all  the 
editions  by  the  odd  connection  of  the  printer's  or  tranfcnber's  ideas 
between  ivet  weather  and  nuafejttg.  Inftead  of  receiving  Amiens's 
compliment  in  the  fenfe  he  meant  it,  of  the  man  being  bleft  who  mould 
come  near,  i.  e.  marry  and  enjoy  Lamira  ;  me  anfwer?,  a  traveller 
caught  in  a  mower  of  rain  might  indeed  wi/h  fuch  a  blelling,  /.  e.  of 
coming  near  me,  as  [  have  a  warm  houfe  to  receive  him.  'Tis  the 
great  excellency  of  poetry  to  exprefs  this  fo  concifely  by  perfonnting 
-wet  weatber,  and  making  that  inftead  of  the  traveller  be  the  <v;ificr 
of  this  b  effing.  But  this  being  probably  above  the  tranfcriber's  reach, 
ire  altered  k  into  the  nonfenficai  reading  of  the  late  text.  Much  the 
greateit  part  of  this  fcene,  as  well  as  the  greateft  part  of  the  play  in 
genera!,  Was  either  printed  as  profe,  or  when  the  meafure  was  at 
tempted,  a;.d  the  lines  ranged  as  verfe,  moil  of  them  were  wrong. 

vard. 

Mont. 
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Mont.  At  all !  I'll  not  go 
A  Hp  lefs,  my  lord. 

Or/.  'Tis  well  caft,  Sir. 

Mai.  If  Montague 
Get  more  wine,  we  are  like  to  hear  of  it. 

Lav.  I  do  not  like  that  fitting  there. 

Mai.  Nor  I ; 
Methinks  he  looks  like  a  judge. 

La-P.  Now  have  I 

A  kind  of  grudging  of  a  beating  on  me ; 
I  fear  my  hot  fit. 

Mai.  Drink  apace ;   there's  nothing 
Allays  a  cudgel  like  it. 

Lam.  Montague,  now 

I'll  put  my  choice  to  you :  Who  do  you  hold, 
In  all  this  honour'd  company,   a  hufband 
Fit  to  enjoy  thy  lady  ?  fpeak  directly. 

Mont.  Shall  I  fpeak,  madam  ? 

Lam.  Montague,  you  fhall. 

Mont.  Then,  as   I   have    a  foul,  I'll  fpeak   my 

confcience. 

Give  me  more  wine  !  in  vino  veritas : 
Here's  to  myfelf 6o,  and 

Lam.  Montague,  have  a  care ! 
Speak  to  the  caufe. 

Mont.  Yes,  madam. 
Firft,  I'll  begin  to  thee  ! 

Lav.  Have  at  us ! 

La- P.  Now  for  a  pfalm  of  mercy ! 

Mont.  You,  good  monfieur, 
You  that  belie  the  noble  name  of  courtier, 
And  think  your  claim  good  here,  hold  up  your  hand! 
Your  worfhip  is  indicted  here  for  a 
Vainglorious  fool 

60  Here's  to  myfelf,  and  Montague  have  a  care,  ]  This  whole 
line  has  been  hitheito  given  to  Montague,  not  fure  with  much  pro 
priety.  It  is  much  more  fo  to  make  Lamira  check  him,  and  this  is 
a  reafon  for  bis  immediately  quitting  his  (elf- recommendation. 

SeivarJ. 

Lav, 
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Lav.  Good !  oh,  Sir  ! 

Mont.  For  one  whofe  wit 
Lies  in  a  ten-pound  waiftcoat,  yet  not  warm. 
You've  travelled  like  a  fidler  to  make  faces, 
And  brought  home  nothing  but  a  cafe  of  toothpicks. 
You  would  be  married,  and  no  lefs  than  ladies, 
And  of  the  beft  fort,  can  ferve  you  !  Thou  filk-worm, 
What  haft  thou  in  thee  to  deferve  this  woman  ? 
Name  but  the  poorefl  piece  of  man,  good  manners, 
There's  nothing  found  about  thee;   faith,  th'  haft 


'o 

none 


It  lies  pawn'd  at  thy  filk-man's,  for  fo  much  lace 

Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot  redeem  it6'  ; 

Thy  cloaths  are  all  the  foul  thou  haft,  for  fo 

Thou  fav'ft  them  handfome  for  the  next  great  tilting, 

Let  who  will  take  the  other;  thou  wert  ne'er  chriften'd 

(Upon  my  confcience)  but  in  barber's  water  ; 

Thou  art  ne'er  out  o'th'  bafon,  thou  art  rotten, 

And,  if  thou  dar'ft  tell  truth,  thou  wilt  confefs  it  ; 

--  Thy  ikin 

Looks  of  a  chefnut  colour,  greaz'd  with  amber; 

All  women  that  on  earth  do  dwell  thou  lov'ft,  ' 

Yet  none  that  underftand  love  thee  again, 

But  thofe  that  love  the  fpital.     Get  thee  home, 

Poor  painted  butterfly  !   thy  fummer's  paft. 

Go,  fweat,   and  eat  dry  mutton  •,  thou  may  'ft  live 

To  do  fo  well  yet,  a  bruis'd  chambermaid 

May  fall  upon  thee,  and  advance  thy  follies. 

You  have  your  fentence  !  —  Now  it  follows,  captain, 

I  treat  of  you. 

La-P.  Pray  Heav'n  I  may  deferve  it  ! 

Or/.  Befhrew  my  heart,  he  fpeaks  plain. 

Ami.  That's  plain  dealing. 

Mont.  You  are  a  rafcal,  captain  ! 

La-P.  A  fine  calling. 

Mont.  A  water-coward  ! 


^l   Thy  credit  with  his  wife  canngt>  &C.]   Firil  folio  exhibits, 
credit  which  is  worfe  cannot  ,  &c. 

Ami. 
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Ami.  He  would  make  a  pretty  Huff. 

Mont.  May  I  fpeak  freely,  madam  I 

Lam.  Here's  none  ties  you. 

Mont.  Why  fhouldft  thou  dare  come  hither  with 

a  thought 

To  find  a  wife  here  fit  for  thee  ?  are  all 
Thy  fingle  money  whores,  that  fed  on  carrots, 
And  filPd  the  high  grafs  with  familiars, 
Fallen  off  to  footmen  ?  Prithee  tell  me  truly, 
(For  now  I  know  thou  dar'ft  not  lie)  couldft  thou 

not 

Wilh  thyfelf  beaten  well  with  all  thy  heart  now, 
And  out  of  pain  ?  fay  that  I  broke  a  rib, 
Or  cut  thy  nofe  off,  were't  not  merciful 
For  this  ambition  ? 

La-P.  Do  your  pleafure,  Sir  -, 
Beggars  muft  not  be  chufers. 

OrL  He  longs  for  beating. 

Mont.  But  that  I  have  nobler  thoughts  poflefs  my 

foul, 

Than  fuch  brown  bifcuit,  fuch  a  piece  of  dog-fifh, 
Such  a  moft  mangy  mackrel-eater  as  thou  art, 
That  dares  do  nothing  that  belongs  to  th'  fea 
But  fpew  and  catch  rats,  and  fear  men  of  war, 
Tho*  thou  haft  nothing  in  the  world  to  lofe 
-Aboard  thee,  but  one  piece  of  beef,  one  mufquet 
Without  a  cock  for  peace-fake,  and  a  pitch-barrel— 
I'll  tell  thee,  if  my  time  were  not  more  precious 
Than  thus  to  lofe  it,  I  would  rattle  thee, 
It  may  be  beat  thee,  and  thy  pure  fellow, 
The  merchant  there  of  catfkins,  till  my  words, 
Or  blows,  or  both,  made  ye  two  branded  wretches 
To  all  the  world  hereafter  !  You  would  fain  toq 
Venture  your  bills  of  lading  for  this  lady; 
What  would  you  give  now  for  her  r  Some  five  frail 
Of  rotten  figs,  good  Godfon,  would  you  not.  Sir  .^ 
Or  a  parrot  that  fpeaks  High-Dutch  ?  Can  all  thou 

ever  faw*ft 
Of  thine  own  frau^hts  from  feaj  or  cozenage 

(At 
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(At  which  thou  art  as  expert  as  the  devil), 

Nay,  fell  thy  foul  for  wealth  too,  as  thou  wilt  do, 

Forfeit  thy  friends,  and  raife  a  mint  of  money, 

Make  thee  dream  all  thefe  double  could  procure 

A  kifs  from  this  good  lady  ?  Canft  thou  hope 

She  would  lie  with  fuch  a  nook  of  hell  as  thou  art, 

And  hatch  young  merchant-furies  ?  Oh,  ye  dog-bolts ! 

That  fear  no  hell  but  Dunkirk,  I  fhall  fee  you 

Serve  in  a  loufy  lime-boat,  ere  I  die, 

For  mouldy  cheeie,  and  butter  Billingfgate 

Would  not  endure,  or  bring  in  rotten  pippins 

To  cure  blue  eyes,  and  fwear  they  came  from  China. 

Lam.  Vex  'em  no  more  -,  alas,  they  lhake  ! 

Mont.  Down  quickly 

Upon  your  marrow-bones,  and  thank  this  ladyj 
I  would  not  leave  you  thus  elfe  !  there  are  blankets, 
And  fuch  delights  for  fuch  knaves  :  But  fear  ftill ! 
'Twill  be  revenge  enough  to  keep  you  waking. 
Ye  have  no  mind  of  marriage,  ha'  ye  ? 

La-P.  Surely  no  great  mind  now. 

Mont.  Nor  you  ? 

Mai.  Nor  I,  I  take  it. 

Mont.  Two  eager  fuitors  ! 

Lav.  Troth,  'tis  wondrous  hot ; 
Heav'n  blefs  us  from  him  ! 

Lam.  You've  told  me,  Montague, 
Who  are  not  fit  to  have  me ;  let  me  know 
The  man  you  would  point  out  for  me. 

Mont.  There  he  fits ; 

My  lord  of  Amiens,  madam,  is  my  choice : 
He's  noble  every  way,  and  worthy  a  wife 
With  all  the  dowries  of 

Ami.  Do  you  fpeak,  Sir, 
Out  of  your  friendfhip  to  me  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  my  lord, 
And  out  of  truth;  for  I  could  never  flatter. 

Ami.  I  would  not  fay  how  much  I  owe  you  for  it, 
For  that  were  but  a  promife  j  but  I'll  thank  you, 
As  now  I  find  you,  in  defpite  of  fortune, 

A  fair 
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A  fair  and  noble  gentleman. 

Lam.  My  lords, 

I  muft  confefs  the  choice  this  man  hath  made 
Is  every  way  a  great  one,  if  not  too  great, 
And  no  way  to  be  flighted :  Yet,  becaufe 
We  love  to  have  our  own  eyes  fometimes,  now 
Give  me  a  little  liberty  to  fee 
How  I  could  fit  myfelf,  if  I  were  put  to't. 

Ami.  Madam,  we  muft. 

Lam.  Are  ye, all  agreed? 

Omnes.  We  be. 

Lam.  Then,  as  I  am  a  maid,  I  ihall  chufe  here  \ 
Montague,  I  muft  have  thee. 

Mont.  Why,  madam,  I  have  learn'd  to  fuffer  more 
Than  you  can  (out  of  pity)  mock  me  with, 
This  way  efpecially. 

Lam.  Thou  think'ft  I  jeft  now; 
But,  by  the  love  I  bear  thee,  I  will  have  thee  ! 

Mont.  If  you  could  be  fo  weak  to  love  a  fall'n  man, 
He  muft  deferve  more  than  I  ever  can, 
Or  ever  fhall !  Dear  lady,  look  but  this  way 
Upon  that  lord,  and  you  will  tell  me  then 
Your  eyes  are  no  true  chufers  of  good  men. 

Ami.  Do  you  love  him  truly  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  my  lord : 

I  will  obey  him  truly,  for  I'll  marry  him ; 
And  juftly  think  he  that  has  fo  well  ferv'd  me 
With  his  obedience,  being  bom  to  greatnefs, 
Muft  ufe  me  nobly  of  necefiity, 
When  I  fhall  ferve  him. 

Ami.  'Twere  a  deep  fin   to   crofs  you.     Noble 

Montague, 

I  wifh  ye  all  content,  and  am  as  happy 
In  my  friend's  good  as  it  were  merely  mine  ! 

Mont.  Your  lordfhip  does  ill  to  give  up  your  right ! 
I  .am  not  capable  of  this  great  goodiiefs  :     - 
There  fits  my  wife,    that  holds  my  troth. 

Cbarl.  I'll  end 'all: 

I  wooe'd  you  for  my  lady,  and  nowsfive  up  my  title. 
X.-  Hh  Alas, 
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Alas,  poor  wench,  my  aims  are  lower  far. 

Mont.  How's  this,  fweetheart  ? 

Lam.  Sweetheart,  'tis  fo  -y  the  drift  was  mine,  to 

hide 
My  purpofe  till  it  ftruck  home. 

Omnes.  Give  you  joy! 

Lam.  Prithee  leave  wondring  !   by  this  kifs,   I'll 
have  thee ! 

Mont.  Then,  by  this  kifs,  and  this,  I'll  ever  ferve 
you  ! 

Long.  This  gentleman  and  I,  Sir,  mufl  needs  hope 
Once  more  to  follow  you. 

Mont.  As  friends  and  fellows  $ 
Never  as  fervants  more. 

Long.  Dub.  You  make  us  happy  ! 

Or/.  Friend  Montague,  you've  taught  me  fo  much 

honour, 

I've  found  a  fault  i'myfelf;   but  thus  I'll  purge 
JMy  confcience  of  it :  The  late  land  I  took 
By  falfe  play  from  you,   with  as  much  contrition 62r 
As  with  entirenefs  of  affection 
To  this  mod  happy  day,  again  I  render: 
Be  mafter  of  your  own  $  forget  my  malice, 
And  make  me  worthy  of  your  love,  lord  Montague  1 

Mont.  You  have  won  me  and  honour  to  your  name. 
Mai.  Since 

Your  lordfliip  has  begun  good  deeds,  we'll  follow. 
Good  Sir,  forgive  us  !  We  are  now  thofe  men 
Fear  you  for  Goodnefs'  fake  :  Thofe  fums  of  money 
Unjuftly  we  detain  from  you,  on  your  pardon 
Shall  be  reftor'd  again,  and  we  your  fervants. 

6i  With  as  much  contrition,  and  entirenefs  <tf 

Affection  to  this  ?noft  happy  day  again,  1  render  ;]  This  being 
all  printed  as  profc,  ran  readily  into  its  true  meafure,  except  in  the 
part — and  entirenefs  of  ajfctfion  ;  and  here  the  reader  will  obferve, 
that  there  is  certainly  one  miftake,  for  without  changing  and  to  as, 
the  comparative  as  in  the  firit  part  wants  its  rt-fponfive  as  in  the 
fecond,  to  make  out  the  comparifon.  The  repetition  of  with  too 
(which  is  all  that  is  wanting  to  complete  the  meafure)  is  an  additional 
beauty  to  the  language,  whether  in  verfe  or  profe.  Seward 

Ld-P. 
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La- P.  You're  very  forward,  Sir!  it  feems  you've 

money : 

I  pray  you  lay  out  ;  I'll  pay  you,  or  pray  for  you, 
As  the  fea  works. 

Z>i>.Theirpenance,Sir,  I'll  undertake,  fopleafe  you 
To  grant  me  one  concealment 6?. 

Long.  A  right  courtier^ 
Still  a-begging. 

Mont.  What  is  it,  Sir  ? 

Lav.  A  gentlewoman. 

Mont.  In  my  gift  ? 

Lav.  Yes,  Sir,  in  yours. 

Mont.Why,  bring  her  forth,  and  take  her.  [Ex. Lav. 

Lam.  What  wench  would  he  have  ? 

Mont.  Any  wench,  I  think. 

Enter  Laverdine,  and  Veramour  like  a  woman. 

Lav.  This  is  the  gentlewoman. 

Mont.  'Tis  my  page,  Sir. 

Ver.  No,  Sir;   I  am  a  poor  difguifed  lady, 
That  like  a  page  have  follow'd  you  full  long 
For  love,  God  wot. 

Omnes.  A  lady ! 

Lav.  Yes,  yes ;   'tis  a  lady. 

Mont.  It  may  be  fo ;  and  yet  we've  lain  together, 
But,  by  my  troth,  I  never  found  her  lady. 

Duch.  Why  wore  you  boys'  cloaths  ? 

Ver.  I  will  tell  you,  madam; 

I  took  example  by  two  or  three  plays,  that  methought 
Conccrn'd  me. 

Mont.  Why  made  you  not  me  acquainted 
With  it? 

Ver.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  knew  it  not  myfelf, 
Until  this  gentleman  open'd  my  dull  eyes, 
And  by  perfuafion  made  me  fee  it. 

Ami.  Could  » 

His  power  in  words  make  fuch  a  change  ? 

Ver.  Yes; 

*J   Concealment.]  See  note  14  on  the  Humorous  Lieutenant. 

Hh2  As 
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As  truly  woman  as  yourfelf,  my  lord. 

Lav.  Why,  but,  hark  you  !  are  not  you  a  woman  ? 

Fer.  If  hands  and  face  make  it  not  evident, 
You  fhall  fee  more. 

Mai.  Breeches,  breeches,  Laverdine ! 

La-P.  'Tis  not  enough  \  women  may  wear  thofe 

cafes ; 
Search  further,  courtier. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

La-P*  Oh,    thou  frefh- water  gudgeon,  wouldft 

thou  come 

To  point  of  marriage  with  an  ignoramus? 
Thou  fhouldfl  have  had  her  urine  to  the  doctor's  ; 
The  fooliiheft  phyfician  could  have  made  plain 
The  liquid  Epiccene 6* ;  a  blind  man  by  the  hand 
Could  have  difcover'd  the  ring  from  the  flone, — 
Boy,  come  to  fea  with  me  ;  I'll  teach  thee  to  climb, 
And  come  down  by  the"  rope,  nay,  to  eat  rats. 

Ver.  I  fhall  devour  my  mafter  before  the  prifon 

then6*; 
Sir,  I've  began  my  trade. 

Mai.  Trade  !  to  the  city,  child ; 
A  fiat  cap  will  become  thee. 

Mont.  Gentlemen, 

6?  The  liquid  Epiccene.]  There  is  great  humour  in  this,  which 
will  efcape  thofe  who  arc  not  acquainted  with  the  technical  words  in 
grammar :  The  Epictene  gender  is  the  doubtful,  or  where  the  fex  is 
not  diflinguiihed.  The  adjective  and  fubftanti?e  are  therefore  jocofely 
inverted,  and  the  liquid  Epiccene t  is  the  fame  as  the  dubious  liquid. 

Seaward. 

We  do  not  remember  meeting  with  a  ftninger  obfervation,  than 
is  contained  in  the  above  note. 

6*  1  Jball  devour  my  majler  before  the  prifon  then.~\  This  is  a 
paflage  that  has  puzzled  Mr.  Symplon  and  myfclf.  He  propofes  to 
tead  poifon  for  prifsn,  but  he  owns  hirnfeif  not  fati'rn'ed  with  the. 
change;  nor,  indeed,  do  I  fee,  what  advance  towards  fenfe  we  can 
make  by  it.  I  am  very'  far  from  being  fatisfied  with  what  I  am  going 
to  propofe.  It  is  very  clear,  that  Veramour  defigns  to  call  La-JPoop 
a  rut,  and  his  natural  anfwef  mould  be,  " — I  (hail  then  devour  my 
**  mafter  the  firft  of  all  his  crew."  1  read  therefore, 

before  his  prifoners  then. 
The  rats  of  the  ihip  may  be  called  iuch,  Seward. 

I  befeech 
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I  befeech  you  moleft  yourfelvcs  no  further 
For  his  preferment ;  'tis  determined. 

Lav.  I'm  much  afliamed  ;  and  if  my  cheek; 
•Giveth  not  fatisfa&ion,  break  my  head. 

Mont.  Your  fhame  is  enough,  Sir. 

Ami.  Montague65, 

Much  joy  attend  thy  marriage-bed  !  By  thy 
Example  of  true  goodnefs,  Envy  is  exil'd  $ 
And  to  all  honeft  men  that  truth  intend, 
I  wifh  good  luck !  fair  Fate  be  ftill  thy  friend  ! 

\_Exennt  omnes, 

***  Montague,  much  joy  attend  thy  marriage  led* 
By  thy  example  of  true  goodnefs,  en*vy  is  exifd. 
And  to  all  honeft  men  that  truth  intend, 

Iwijb  good  luck,  fair  fate  be  ft  ill  thy  friend. .]  The  reader  will 
here  fee  another  inftance,  how  much  corrupted  the  meafure  was  in 
thofe  parts  of  the  play  which  were  rang'd  as  verfe  j  which  generally 
arofe  from  the  printers  making  the  beginning  of  moft  fpeeches  the 
beginning  of  a  verfe,  when  they  are  often  a  conclufion  of  fome  fore 
going  verfe,  as  in  this  inftance.  Hence  they  were  forced  to  curtail 
the  next  lines,  to  bring  two  lines  and  a  half  into  two,  and  I  hope, 
that  the  original  is  only  reftored  in  itretching  them  again  into  due 
dimenfions.  Jn  the  laft  line,  1  believe,  for  thy  friend,  we  mould 
read,  their  friend,  elfe  we  mould  make  a  fuller  point  than  a  comm^ 
before  it.  The  former  feems  moft  natural.  Sewarj. 

Seward  reads, 

Montague,  much  joy 

Attend  thy  marriage-bed',  by  th'  example 
Of  thy  true  doodmfs,  Envy  is  exil'd, 
And,  Sec. 

Scarcely  any  of  Mr.  Seward's  divifion?,  which  he  fp  often  men- 
fions,  are  adopted  in  the  prefent  edition. 
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GRAY'S  INN  AND  THE  INNER-TEMPLE; 


Prefented  before  his  MAJESTY,  the  QUEEN'S 
MAJESTY,  the  PRINCE,  COUNT  PALATINE 
and  the  LADY  ELIZABETH  their  HighnefTes, 
in  the  Banqueting-Houfe  at  Whitehall,  on  Satur 
day  the  2Oth  Day  of -February,  1612, 


Stav,  light  foot  IrU  .'  for  thou  ftrr/ftin  v«in-, 
Mv" wings  are  nimbler  than  thy  feet . 


yih  Mafque  was  undoubtedly  the  production  of  Beaumont  aloni. 
Ihere  is  a  quarto  edition  of  it  'without  a  date  j  and  it  is  alfo  print  id 
in  the  folio  of  1647. 

VOL.  X.  H  h  4 


DEDICATION. 

To  tbc  Wortty  Sir  FRANCIS  BACON,  bis  Majefy's 
Solicit  or -General-^  and  the  Grave  and  Learned  Bench 
of  the  anciently-allied  Houjes  of  GRAY'S  INN  and  the 
INNER-TEMPLE,  the  INNER-TEMPLE  and  GRAY'S 
INN, 


YOU  that  fpared  no  time  nor  travel,  in  the  let 
ting  forth,  ordering,  and  furnifliing  of  this 
Mafque,  (being  the  firft  fruits  of  honour,  in  this  kind, 
which  thefe  two  Societies  have  offered  to  his  majefly), 
will  not  think  much  now  to  look  back  upon  the 
effects  of  your  own  care  and  work:  For  that  whereof 
the  fuccefs  was  then  doubtful,  is  now  happily  per 
formed  and  gracioufly  accepted  -,  and  that  which  you 
were  then  to  think  of  in  flraits  of  time,  you  may 
now  pern fe  at  leifure :  And  you,  Sir  FRANCIS 
BACON,  efpecially,  as  you  did  then  by  your  counte 
nance  and  loving  affection  advance  it,  fo  let  your 
good  word  grace  it  and  defend  it,  which  is  able  to 
add  value  to  the  greateft  and  leaft  matters. 


INTRODUCTION. 

THIS  Mafque  was  appointed  to  have  been 
prefented  the  Shrove-Tuefday  before  ',   at 
which  time  the  mafquers  with  their  attend- 
ants,  and  divers  other  gallant  young  gentlemen  of 
both  houfes,  as  their  convoy,  fet  forth  from  Win- 
<chefter-houfe  (which  was  the  rendezvous)  towards 
the  court,  about  feven  of  the  clock  at  night. 

This  voyage  by  water  was  performed  in  great  tri 
umph:  The  gentlemen  mafquers  being  placed  by 
themfelves  in  the  king's  royal  barge,  with  the  rich 
furniture  of  ftate,  and  adorned  with  a  great  num 
ber  of  lights  placed  in  fuch  order  as  might  make 
beft  fhow. 

They  were  attended  with  a  multitude  of  barges 

1  This  Mafque  <was  appointed,  fcfr.]  The  marriage  of  the  Count 

Palatine  of  the  Rhine  with  the  lady  Elizabeth,  daughter  to  James  I. 

was  celebrated  on  Valentine's  Day,  in  the  year  $613.     The  Mafque 

then  exhibited  by  the  gentlemen  of  Gray's  Inn  and  the  Inner-Temple 

was  performed  with  much  fplendor  and  magnificence,  and  at  a  great 

txpence  to  both  thofe  focietics.     In  Dugdale's  Grigines  Juridiciales, 

'1671,  p.  286,  we  find  the  following  accounts  of  the  charges  attending 

this  reprefentation,  extracted  from  the  records  of  each  fociety.  *  Grays 

Inn.     In  the  icth  of  King  James,  the  gentlemen  of  this  houfe 

were  (together  with  thofe  of  the  other  inns  of  court)  actors  in  that 

great  Mafque  at  Whitehall,  at  the  marriage  of  the  king's  eldeft 

daughter  unto  Frederick  Count  Palatine  of  the  Rhine  ;  the  charge 

in  apparel  for  the  actors  in  which  Mafque,  was  fupported  by  tha 

fociety  :  The  readers  being  each  man  aifefTed  at  4/;   the  ancients, 

and  fuch  as  at  that  time  were  to  be  called  antients,  at  zl.  ics.  apiece ; 

the  barrifters  at  2/.  a  man  ;  and  the  ftudents  at  20s  ;  out  of  which  fo 

much  was  to  be  taken  as  the  Inner-Temple  did  then  allow. 

'  Which  being  performed,  there  was  an  order  rfiade,    18  Mail 

then  next  following,  that  the  gentlemen  who  were  actors  in  that 

Mafque  ihould  bring  in  all  their  mafqueing  apparel,  fo  provided  at 

the  charge  of  the  houfe/ 

Ibid,  p,  346.  '  Lincoln  s  Inn  The  third  upon  a  Mafque  in  1 1  Jac. 
prefented  by  this  fociety  before  the  king,  at  the  marriage  of  the 
lady  Elizabeth  his  daughter,  to  the  prince  Elector  Palatine  of  the 
Rhine,  which  colt  n.o  left  than  mlxxxvi/.  8  s.  1 1  d.  R- 

and 
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and  gallies,  with  all  variety  of  loud  mufick,   and 
feveral  peals  of  ordnance  ;  and  led  by  two  admirals, 

Of  this  ihow  his  majefty  was  gracioufly  pleafed 
to  take  view,  with  the  prince,  the  Count  Palatine 
and  the  lady  Elizabeth  their  highnefies,  at  the 
windows  of  his  privy  gallery,  upon  the  water,  till 
their  landing,  which  was  at  the  privy  flairs  -,  where 
they  were  moft  honourably  received  by  the  lord 
chamberlain,  and  fo  conducted  to  the  veflry. 

The  hall  was  by  that  time  filled  with  company  of 
very  good  fafhion,  but  yet  fo  as  a  very  great  num 
ber  of  principal  ladies,  and  other  noble  perfons, 
were  riot  yet  come  in,  whereby  it  was  fordeen  that 
the  room  would  be  fo  fcanted  as  might  have  been' 
inconvenient ;  and  thereupon  his  majefly  was  moll 
gracioufly  pleafed,  with  the  confent  of  the  gentle-, 
men  mafquers,  to  put  off  the  night  until  Saturday 
following,  with  this  fpecial  favour  and  privilege, 
that  there  fhould  be  no  let,  as  to  the  outward  cere- 
ynony  of  magnificence  until  that  time. 

At  the  day  that  it  was  prefented,  there  was  a  choice 
room  referved  for  the  gentlemen  of  both  their  houfes, 
who  coming  in  troop  about  feven  of  the  clock,  re 
ceived  that  fpecial  honour  and  noble  favour,  as  to 
be  brought  to  their  places  by  the  right  honourable 
the  Earl  of  Northampton,  lord-privy-feal. 
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GRAY'S  INN  AND  THE  INNER-TEMPLE. 


THE   DEVISE   OR   ARGUMENT. 

JUPITER  and  Juno,  willing  to  do  honour  to 
the  marriage  of  the  two  famous  rivers,  Thamefis 
and  Rhine,  employ  their  melTengers  feverally, 
Mercury  and  Iris,  for  that  purpofe.  They  meet 
and  contend :  Then  Mercury,  for  his  part,  brings 
forth  an  anti-mafque  all  of  fpirits  or  divine  natures; 
but  yet  not  of  one  kind  or  livery  (becaufe  that  had 
been  fo  much  in  ufe  heretofore)  but,  as  it  were,  in 
confort,  like  -to  broken  mufic :  And  preferving  the 
propriety  of  the  devife ;  for  that  rivers  in  nature  are 
maintained  either  by  fprings  from  beneath,  or  fhowers 
from  above,  he  raifeth  four  of  the  Naiades  out  of  the 
fountains,  and  bringeth  down  five  of  the  Hyades  out 
of  the  clouds,  to  dance.  Hereupon,  Iris  feoffs  at 
Mercury,  for  that  he  had  devifed  a  dance  but  of  one 
fex,  which  could  have  no  life ;  But  Mercury,  who 

was 
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was  provided  for  that  exception,  and  in  token  that 
the  match  fhould  be  blefled  both  with  love  and 
riches,  calleth  forth  out  of  the  groves  four  Cupids, 
and  brings  down  from  Jupiter's  altar  four  ftatues 
of  gold  and  filver  to  dance  with  the  nymphs  and 
ftars  :  In  which  dance,  the  Cupids  being  blind,  and 
the  ftatues  having  but  half  life  put  into  them,  and 
retaining  ftill  fomewhat  of  their  old  nature,  giveth 
fit  occailon  to  new  and  flrange  varieties  both  in 
the  mufic  and  paces.  This  was  the  firft  anti- 
mafque. 

Then  Iris,  for  her  part,  in  fcorn  of  this  high-flying 
clevifej  and  in  token  that  the  match  fhall  likewife  be 
blefled  with  the  love  of  the  common  people,  calls 
to  Flora,  her  confederate  (for  that  the  months,  of 
flowers  are  likewife  the  months  of  fweet  fhowers 
and  rainbows)  to  bring  in  a  May  dance,  or  rural 
dance,  confifting  likewife  not  of  any  fuited  perfons, 
but  of  a  confufion  or  commixture  of  all  fuch  perfons 
as  are  natural  and  proper  for  country  fports.  This 
is  the  fecond  anti-mafque. 

Then  Mercury  and  Iris,  after  this  vicing  one  upon 
the  other,  feem  to  leave  their  contention ;  and 
Mercury,  by  the  confent  of  Iris,  brings  down  the 
Olympian  knights,  intimating,  that  Jupiter  having, 
after  a  long  difcontinuance,  revived  the  Olympian 
games,  and  fummoned  thereunto  from  all  parts  the 
livelier!:  and  activeft  perfons. that  were,  had  enjoined 
them,  before  they  fell  to  their  games,  to  do  honour 
to  thefe  nuptials.  The  Olympian  games  portend  to 
the  match  celebrity,  yiftory,  and  felicity.  This 
was  the  main  mafque. 

The  fabric  was  a  mountain  with  two  defcents,  and 
fevered  'with  two  traverfes. 

At  the  Entrance  of  the  King,  the  firft  traverfe  was 
drawn,  and  the  lower  defcent  of  the  mountain  dif- 
tovered,  which  was  the  pendant  of  a  hill  to  life,  with 
divers  bofcages  and  grovets  upon  the  fteep  or  hang 
ing  grounds  thereof;  and  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 

four 
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four  delicate  fountains  running  with  water,  and  bor 
dered  with  fedges  and  water  flowers. 

Iris  firft  appeared ;  and  prefenr.ly  after  Mercury, 
ftriving  to  overtake  her. 

Iris  appareled  in  a  robe  of  difcolourecl  taffeta, 
figured  in  variable  colours,  like  the  rainbow,  a 
cloudy  wreath  on  her  head,  and  trelfes. 

Mercury  in  doublet  and  hofe  of  white  taffeta,  a 
white  hat,  wings  on  his  ihoulders  and  feet,  his  cadu- 
ecus  in  his  hand,  ipeaking  to  Iris  as  followeth : 

Mercury.  /^TAY,   flay! 

^^  Stay,  light-foot  Iris!  for  thou  ftriv'ft 
\**-jr  in  vain ; 

My  wings  are  nimbler  than  thy  feet. 

Iris.  Away, 

Diffembling  Mercury !  my  meffages 
Afk  honed  hade ;  not  like  thofe  wanton  ones 
Your  thundring  father  fends. 

Merc.  Stay,  foolifh  maid  ! 
Or  I  will  take  my  rife  upon  a  hill, 
When  I  perceive  thee  feated  in  a  cloud, 
In  all  the  painted  glory  that  thou  haft, 
And  never  ceafe  to  clap  my  willing  wings, 
'Till  I  catch  hold  of  thy  difcolour'd  bow, 
And  fhiver  it,  beyond  the  angry  power 
Of  your  curfl 2  miflrefs  to  make  up  again. 

Iris.  Hermes,  forbear  !  Juno  will  chide  and  flrikc* 
Is  great  Jove  jealous  that  I  am  employ 'd 
On  her  love-errands  ?  She  did  never  yet 
Clafp  weak  mortality  in  her  white  arms, 
As  he  hath  often  done  :  I  only  come 
To  celebrate  the  long-wifh'd  nuptials 
Here  in  Olympia,  which  are  now  performed 
Betwixt  two  goodly  rivers,  which  have  mix'd 
Their  gentle-riling  waves,  and  are  to  grow 
Into  a  thoufand  dreams,,  great  as  themfelves. 
I  need  not  name  them,  for  the  found  is  loud 

4  Curfl  ;]  i.  e.  Cro/s,  peevijfo.    The  woid  occurs  in  fhi!a$er,  and 
feverai  otjier  places. 

In 
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In  Heaven  and  earth ;  and  I  am  lent  from  her. 
The  queen  of  marriage,  that  was  prefent  here, 
And  fmil'd  to  fee  them  join,  and  hath  not  chid 
Since  it  was  done.  Good  Hermes,  let  me  go  ! 

Merc.  Nay,  you  mud  Hay;  Jove's  meflage  is  the 

fame, 

Whofe  eyes  are  lightning,  and  whofe  voice  is  thunder, 
•Whofe  breath  is  any  wind  he  wills  who  knows 
How  to  be  firft  on  earth,  as  well  as  Heaven. 

Ins.  But  what  hath  he  to  do  with  nuptial  rites  ? 
Let  him  keep  (late  upon  his  (larry  throne, 
And  fright  poor  mortals  with  his  thunderbolts. 
Leaving  to  us  the  mutual  darts  of  eyes  ! 

Merc.  Alas,  when  ever  offer'd  he  t'  abridge 
Your  lady's  power,  but  only  now,  in  thefe, 
Whofe  match  concerns  his  general  government  ? 
Hath  not  each  god  a  part  in  thefe  high  joys  ? 
And  fhall  not  he,  the  king  of  gods,  prefume 
Without  proud  Juno's  licence  ?  Let  her  know, 
That  when  enamour'd  Jove  firft  gave  her  power 
To  link  foft  hearts  in  undifTolving  bands, 
He  then  forefaw,  and  to  himfelf  referv'd, 
The  honour  of  this  marriage.     Thou  (halt  (land 
Still  as  a  rock,  while  I,  to  blefs  this  feaft, 
Will  fummon  up,  with  my  all-charming  rod, 
The  nymphs  of  fountains,  from  whofe  watry  locks 
(Hung  with  the  dew  of  bleffing  and  encreafe) 
The  greedy  rivers  take  their  nourifhment. 
Ye  nymphs,  who  bathing  in  your  loved  fprings, 
Beheld  thefe  rivers  in  their  infancy, 
And  joy'd  to  fee  them,  when  their  circled  heads 
Refrefti'd  the  air,  and  fpread  the  ground  with  flowers; 
Rife  from  your  wells,  and  with  your  nimble  feet 
Perform  that  office  to  this  happy  pair, 
Which  in  thefe  plains  you  to  Alpheus  did, 
When  paffmg  hence,  thro'  many  feas  unmix'd, 
He  gain'd  the  favour  of  his  Arethufe  I 

Immediately  upon  which  fpeech,  four  Naiades  arife 

•     gently  out  of  their  feveral  fountains,  and  prefent 

thcmfclves  upon  the  ftage,  attired  in  long  habits' 

of 
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of  fea-green  taffeta,  with  bubbles  of  cryflal  in- 
termixt  with  powdering  of  filver  refembling  drops 
of  water,  blewifli  trefles  on  their  heads,  garlands 
of  water-lilies.  They  fall  into  a  meafure,  dance 
a  little,  then  make  a  fland. 

Iris.  Is  Hermes  grown  a  lover  ?  By  what  power, 
Vnknown  to  us,  calls  he  the  Naiades  ? 

Merc.  Prefumptuons  Iris,  I  could  make  thee  dance, 
'Till  thou  forgot'ft  thy  lady's  mefiages, 
And  ran'ft  back  crying  to  her  !  Thou  {halt  know 
My  power  is  more  ;  only  my  breath,  and  this, 
Shall  move  fix'd  ftars,  and  force  the  firmament 
To  yield  the  Hyades,  who  govern  fhowers, 
And  dewy  clouds,  in  whofe  difperfed  drops 
Thou  form'ft  the  fhape  of  thy  deceitful  bow. 
Ye  maids,  who  yearly  at  appointed  times 
Advance  with  kindly  tears  the  gentle  floods, 
Defcend,  and  pour  your  blefling  on  thefe  ftreams, 
Which  rolling  down  from  Heav'n-afpiring  hill^, 
And  now  united  in  the  fruitful  vales, 
Bear  all  before  them,  ravifh'd  with  their  joy, 
And  fwell  in  glory,  till  they  know  no  bounds  ! 

Five  Hyades  defcend  foftly  in  a  cloud  from  the  firma 
ment,  to  the  middle  part  of  the  hill,  appareled 
in  fky-coloured  taffeta  robes,  fpangled  like  the 
heavens,  golden  trefTes,  and  each  a  fair  ftar  on 
their  head ;  from  thence  defcend  to  the  ftage,  at 
whole  fight  the  Naiades  feeming  to  rejoice,  meet 
and  join  in  a  dance. 

Iris.  Great  wit  and  power  hath  Hermes,  to  contrive 
A  lifelefs  dance,  which  of  one  fex  confifts  ! 

Merc.  Alas,  poor  Iris !  Venus  hath  in  ftore 
A  fecret  ambufh  of  her  winged  boys  ; 
Who  lurking  long  within  thefe  pleafant  groves, 
Firft  ftruck  thefe  lovers  with  their  equal  darts; 
Thofe  Cupids  fhall  come  forth,  and  join  with  thefe, 
honour  that  which  they  themfelves  began. 

Enter 
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Enter  four  Cupids  from  each  fide  of  the  bofcage* 
attired  in  flame-coloured  taffeta  clofe  to  their 
body,  like  naked  boys,  with  bows,  arrows*  and 
wings  of  gold;  chaplets  of  flowers  on  their  heads, 
hoodwinked  with  tiffiny  fcarfs,  who  join  with  the 
nymphs  and  the  Hyades  in  another  dance.  That 
ended,  Mercury  fpeaks, 

Merc.    Behold   the    ftatiies  which    wife  Vulcari 

plac'd 3 

Under  the  altar  of  Olympian  Joy* 
And  gave  to  them  an  artificial  life, 
Shall  dance  for  joy  of  thefe  great  nuptials  *. 
See  how  they  move,  drawn  by  this  heav'nly  joy, 
Like  the  wild  trees,  which  followed  Orpheus' harp  ! 

The  Statues  enter,  fuppofed  to  be  before  defcended 
from  Jove's  altar,  and  to  have  been  prepared  iii 
the  covert  with  the  Cupids,  attending  their  call. 

Thefe  Statues  were  attired  in  cafes  of  gold  and  filvef 
clofe  to  their  body*  faces,  hands,  and  feet,  no 
thing  feen  but  gold  and  filver,  as  if  they  had  been 
folid  images  of  metal,  treiTes  of  hair  as  they  had 
been  of  metal  embofled,  girdles  and  fmall  aprons 
of  oaken  leaves,  as  if  they  likewife  had  been  carv 
ed  or  moulded  out  of  the  metal :  At  their  coming, 
the  mufick  changed  from  violins  to  hautboys,  cor 
nets,  &c.  and  the  air  of  the  mufick  was  utterly 
turned  into  a  f<?ft  time,  with  drawing  notes,  ex 
cellently  exprefTmg  their  natures,  and  the  meafure 
likewife  was  fitted  unto  the  fame,  and  the  Statues 
placed  in  fuch  feveral  poftures,  fometimes  all  to 
gether  in  the  centre  of  the  dance,  and  fometimes 

3  Iris.  Behold^  £sV.]  The  argument,  as  well  as  what  follows, 
proves  beyond  contradiction  that  this  fpeech  belongs  to  Mercury  9 
though  hitherto  erroneo^fly  allotted  to  his. 

*  Shall  dance  for  joy  of  theft  great  nuptials: 

And  gave  to -thfrn-an  artificial  life.]  The  tranfpofidon  of  thefe 
lines  fecms  mdifpenfably  necefliuy.  • 

in 
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in  the  four  utmofl  angles,  as  was  very  graceful, 
befides  the  novelty.  And  fo  concluded  the  firft 
anti-mafque. 

Merc.  And  what  will  Juno's  Iris  do  for  her  ? 

Iris.  Juft  match  this  fhow,  or  my  invention  fails: 
Had  it  been  worthier,  I  would  have  invok'd 
The  blazing  comets,  clouds  and  falling  ftars, 
And  all  my  kindred  meteors  of  the  air, 
To  have  excell'd  it ;  but  I  now  muft  flrive 
To  imitate  confufion  :  Therefore  thou, 
Delightful  Flora,  if  thou  ever  felt'ft 
Encreafe  of  fweetnefs  in  thofe  blooming  plants 
On  which  the  horns  of  my  fair  bow  decline, 
Send  hither  all  the  rural  company 
Which  deck  the  May-games  with  their  country  fports  ! 
Juno  will  have  it  fo. 

The  fecond  anti-mafque  rufh  in,  dance  their  mea- 
fure,  and  as  rudely  depart;  confifting  of,  a  Pedant, 
May  Lord,  May  Lady;  Servingman,  Chambermaid; 
a  Country  Clown,  or  Shepherd,  Country  Wench; 
an  Hoft,  Hoftefs  ;  a  He-Baboon,  She-Baboon  ; 
a  He-Fool,  She-F'ool,  ufhering  them  in. 

All  thefe  perfons,  appareled  to  the  life,  the  men 
ifTuing  out  of  one  fide  of  the  bofcage,  and  the 
women  from  the  other.  The  mufick  was  ex 
tremely  well  fitted,  having  fuch  a  fpirit  of  coun 
try  jollity  as  can  hardly  be  imagined ;  but  the 
perpetual  laughter  and  applaufe  was  above  the 
mufick. 

The  dance  likewife  was  of  the  fame  ftrain ;  and  the 
dancers,  or  rather  actors,  exprefled  every  one  their 
part  fo  naturally  and  aptly,  as  when  a  man's  eye 
was  caught  with  the  one,  and  then  pail  on  to  the 
i)ther,  he  could  not  fatisfy  himfelf  which  did  beft. 
It  pleafed  his  majefty  to  call  for  it  again  at  the 
end,  as  hedid  likewife  for  thefirft  anti-mafque;  but 
one  of  the  Statues  by  that  time  was  undrefTed. 

VOL.  X.  I  i  Merc. 
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Merc.  Iris,  we  ilrive, 

Like  winds  at  liberty,  who  fhould  do  worft3 
Ere  we  return.     If  Juno  be  the  queen 
Of  marriages,  let  her  give  happy  way 
To  what  is  done,  in  honour  of  the  flate 
She  governs ! 

Iris.  Hermes,  fo  it  may  be  done 
Merely  in  honour  of  the  {late,  and  thefe 
That  now  have  prov'd  it ;  not  to  fatisfy 
The  Inft  of  Jupiter,  in  having  thanks 
More  than  his  Juno  ;  if  thy  fnaky  rod 
Have  power  to  fearch  the  Heav'ns,  or  found  the  fea^ 
Or  call  together  all  the  ends  of  earth, 
To  bring  in  any  thing  that  may  do  grace 
To  us,  and  thefe;  do  it,  we  fhall  be  pleas'd. 

Merc.  Then  know,  that  from  the  mouth  of  Jove 

himfelf, 

Whofe  words  have  wings,  and  need  not  to  be  borne, 
I  took  a  mefTage,  and  I  bare  it  thro' 
A  thoufand  yielding  clouds,  and  never  ftay'd 
'Till  his  high  will  was  done  :  The  Olympian  games, 
Which  long  have  flept,  at  thefe  wifrTd  nuptials 
Pie  pleas'd  to  have  renew'd,  and  all  his  knights 
Are  gather'd  hither,  who  within  their  tents 
Reft  on  this  hill ;  upon  whofe  rifmg  head 
Behold  Jove's  altar,  and  his  bleffed  priefts 
Moving  about  it !  Come,  you  holy  men, 
And  with  your  voices  draw  thefe  youths  along, 
That  'till  Jove's  mufic  call  them  to  their  games, 
Their  acYive  fports  may  give  a  bleil  content 
To  thofe,  for  whom  they  are  again  begun. 

The  main  Mafque. — The  fecond  traverfe  is  drawn, 
and  the  higher  afcent  of  the  mountain  is  difcovefed; 
wherein,  upon  a  level,  after  a  great  rife  of  the  hill, 
were  placed  two  pavillions :  Open  in  the  front  of 
them,  the  pavillions  were  to  fight  as  of  cloth  of 

*  Who  jhould do  word.]  The  fenfe  feems  to  require  us  to  read  moft 
for  worft  i  unkfc  it  means,  which  fhould  worfl  theoiher. 

gold, 
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gold,  and  they  were  trimmed  on  the  infide  with 
rich  armour  and  military  furniture,  hanged  up  as 
upon  the  walls ;  and  behind  the  tents  there  were 
reprefented,  in  profpe&ive,  the  tops  of  divers  other 
tents,  as  if  it  had  been. a  camp.  In  thefe  pavillions 
were  placed  fifteen  Olympian  knights,  upon  feats  a 
little  embowed  near  the  form  of  a  crefcent,  and  the 
knights  appeared  firfl,  as  confecrated  perfons,  all 
in  veils,  like  to  copes,  of  filver  tiffiny,  gathered,  and 
falling  a  large  compafs  about  them,  and  over  their 
heads  high  mitres,  with  long  pendants  behind  fall 
ing  from  them ;  the  mitres  were  fo  high,  that  they 
received  their  hats  and  feathers,  that  nothing  was 
feen  but  veil.  In  the  midft  between  both  the  tents, 
upon  the  very  top  of  the  hill,  being  a  higher  level 
than  that  of  the  tents,  was  placed  Jupiter's  altar 
gilt,  with  three  great  tapers  upon  golden  candle- 
ilicks  burning  upon  it ;  and  the  four  ftatues,  two  of 
gold,  and  two  of  filver,  as  fupporters,  and  Jupiter's 
priefls  in  white  robes  about  it.  Upon  the  fight  of 
the  king,  the  veils  of  the  knights  did  fall  eafily 
from  them,  and  they  appeared  in  their  own  habit. 
The  Knights'  attire. — Arming  doublets  of  carnation 
fattin,  embroidered  with  blazing  flars  of  filver 
plate,  with  powderings  of  fmaller  ftars  betwixt ; 
gorgets  of  filver  mail ;  long  hofe  of  the  fame,  with 
the  doublets  laid  with  filver  lace  fpangled,  and 
enriched  with  embroidery  between  the  lace -,  car- 
'  nation  (ilk  (lockings  embroidered  all  over;  garters 
and  rofes  fuitable;  pumps  of  carnation  fattin  em 
broidered,  as  the  doublets  ;  hats  of  the  fame  fluff, 
and  embroidery  cut  like  a  helmet  before,  the  hinder 
part  cut  into  fcallops,  anfwering  the  fkirts  of  their 
doublets ;  the  bands  of  the  hats  were  wreaths  of 
filver  in  form  of  garlands  of  wild  olives,  white 
feathers,  with  one  fall  of  carnation ;  belts  of  the 
fame  (luff  and  embroidered  with  the  doublet; 
filver  fwords ;  little  Italian  bands  and  cuffs  em 
broidered  with  filver  -9  fair  long  treiles  of  hair. 

I  i  2  The 
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The  Priefts'  habits. — Long  robes  of  white  taffeta ; 
long  white  heads  of  hair ;  the  high-pried  a  cap  of 
white  filk  fhag  clofe  to  his  head,  with  two  labels 
at  the  ears,  the  midft  rifing  in  form  of  a  pyrami's, 
in  the  top  thereof  a  branch  of  filver ;  every  prieft 
playing  upon  a  lute;  twelve  in  number. 

The  Priefts  defcend  and  fing  this  fong  following ; 
after  whom  the  Knights  likewife  dtrfcend,  firft 
laying  afide  their  veils,  belts,  and  fwords. 

1  Shake  off  your  heavy  trance, 
And  leap  into  a  dance, 
Such  as  no  mortals  ufe  to  tread, 

Fit  only  for  Apollo 
To  play  to,  for  the  Moon  to  lead. 

And  all  the  Stars  to  follow ! 

The  Knights  by  this  time  are  all  defcended  and 
fallen  into  their  place,  and  then  dance  their  firft 
meafure. 

On,  blefied  youths  !  for  Jove  doth  paufe, 
Laying  afide  his  graver  laws 

For  this  device : 
And  at  the  wedding  fuch  a  pair, 
Each  dance  is  taken  for  a  pray'r, 
Each  fong  a  facrifice. 

The  Knights  dance  their  fecond  meafure. 

\Solo. ~[  More  pleafing  were  thefe  fweet  delights, 
If  ladies  mov'd  as  well  as  knights ; 
Run  every  one  of  you,  and  catch 
A  nymph,  in  honour  of  this  match ; 
And  whifpcr  boldly  in  her  ear, 
Jove  will  but  laugh,  if  you  forfwear ! 

[Chorus.']  And  this  day's  fins,  he  doth  refolve, 
That  we  his  priefts  fhould  all  abfolve. 

The  Knights  take  their  ladies  to  dance  with  them 
galliards,  durets,  corantos,  &c.  and  lead  them  to 
their  places;  then  loud  mufic  founds,  fuppofed 
to  call  them  to  their  Olympian  games. 

Yc 
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Ye  fhould  flay  longer  if  we  durfl: 
Away !   Alas,  that  he  that  firft 
Gave  Time  wild  wings  to  fly  away, 
Hath  now  no  power  to  make  him  flay  ! 
But  tho'  thefe  games  muft  needs  be  play'd, 
I  would  this  pair,  when  they  are  laid, 

And  not  a  creature  nigh  'em, 
Could  catch  his  fcythe  as  he  doth  pafs, 
And  cut  his  wings,  and  break  his  glafs, 

And  keep  him  ever  by  'em. 

The  Knights  dance  their  parting  meafure,  and  afcend, 
put  on  their  fwords  and  belts ;  during  which  time, 
the  Priefls  fing  the  fifth  and  lafl  fong. 

Peace  and  filenee  be  the  guide 
To  the  man,  and  to  the  bride  ! 
If  there  be  a  joy  yet  new 
In  marriage,  let  it  fall  on  you, 

That  all  the  world  may  wonder! 
If  we  fhoukl  flay,  we  fhould  do  worfe, 
And  turn  our  blefTmg  to  a  curie, 

By  keeping  you  afunder. 
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The  Triumph  of  HONOUR. 
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Perolot. 
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Lavall. 

Hellena,  his  fecond  wife. 
Cafta,  daughter  to  Gentille. 
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Gabriella. 


The  Triumph  of  TIME. 

Jupiter.  Vain-Delight. 
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Plutus.  Poverty. 
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Atropos.  Simplicity. 

Defire.  Fame. 


FOUR 


1'OFR     P  I,  ATS,  OH 
MO R  A  I.  R  KPR  T,  SE2T  TA.  'LIONS, 

IN  ONJCY 


,is  tit.- Act  </«>•,•/.(•/•.- 7 '  S/t.-i/.Y/i    .I'm/  14  /-~ 


FOUR     PLAYS,     OR 


MORAL  REPRESENTATIONS, 


IN         ONE. 


Enter  Frigofo.     \_Noife  within.'} 

Fri.     A     WAY  with  thofe  bald-pated  rafcals  there! 

l~\     Their  wits  are  bound  up  in  vellum-,  they  are 

JL    JL  Not  current  here.    Down  with  thofe  city 

gentlemen  !  &c. 

Out  with  thofe  cuckolds,  I  fay,  and  in  with  their  wives 
At  the  back  door !  Worlhip  and  place,  I  am  weary  of  ye  -, 
Ye  lie  on  my  moulders  like  a  load  of  gold 
On  an  alVs  back.     A  man  in  authority 
Is  but  as  a  candle  in  the  wind,  fooner  wafted 
Or  blown  out,  than  under  a  bufhel. — How  now ! 
What's  the  matter  ?  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Rinaldo. 

Rin.  Who  am  I,  Sir  ? 
Why,  do  you  not  know  me? 

Fri.  No,  by  my  faith,  do  I  not. 

Rin.  I  am  fure  we  din'd  together  to-day. 

Fri.  That's  all  one  : 
As  I  din'd  with  you  in  the  city,  and  as  you  paid 

For 
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For  my  dinner  there,  I  do  know  you,  and  am 
Beholding  to  you:  But  as  my  mind  is  fince 
Tranfmigrated  into  my  office,  and  as  you  come 
To  court  to  have  me  pay  you  again,  and  be 
Beholding  to  me,  I  know  you  not, 
I  know  you  not ! 

Rin.  Nay,  but  look  you,  Sir  ! 

Fri.  Pardon  me  ! 

If  you  had  been  my  bedfellow  thefe  feven  years, 
And  lent  me  money  to  buy  my  place,  I  mud 
Not  tranfgrefs  princ;ples  :  This  very  talking 
With  you  is  an  ill  example. 

Rin.  Pirn! 

You  are  too  punctual  a  courtier,  Sir ! 
Why,  I'm  a  courtier  too  ;  yet  never  underftood 
The  place  or  name  to  be  fo  infectious 
To  humanity  and  manners,   as  to  call 
A  man  into  a  burning  pride  and  arrogance, 
For  which  there  is  no  cure,     I  am  a  courtier, 
And  yet  I  will  know  my  friends,  I  tell  you. 

Fri.  And  I  tell  you, 
You  will  thrive  accordingly,  I  warrant  you. 

Rin.  But,  hark  you,  fignor  Frigoib  !  you  fhall  firft 

underftand, 
I  have  no  friends  with  me  to  trouble  you. 

Fri.  Humh  !  that's  a  good  motive. 

Rin.  Nor  to  borrow  money  of  you. 

Fri.  That's  an  excellent  motive. 

Rin.  No,  my  fweet  don, 
Nor  to  afk  what  you  owe  me. 

Fri.  Why,  that 

Is  the  very  motive  of  motives  why  I  ought 
And  will  know  thee :  And  if  I  had  not  wound  thee 
Up  to  this  promife,  I  would  not  have  known  thee 
Thefe  fifteen  years,  no  more  than  the  arranteft 
Or  moft  founder'd  Caftilian  that 
Followed  our  new  queen's  carriages  a-foot. 

Rin.  Nor  for  any  thing,  dear  don,  but  that  you  would 
Place  me  conveniently  to  lee  the  play  to-night. 
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Fri.  That  fhall  I,  fignor  Rinaldo. 
But  would  you  had  come  fooner  :  You  fee 
How  full  the  fcaffblds  are  !   there  is  fcant  room 
For  a  lover's  thought  here. — Gentlewomen, 
Sit  clofe,  for  lhame  !   Has  none  of  ye 
A  little  corner  for  this  gentleman  ? — 
I'll  place  you,  fear  not.  And  how  did  our  brave  king 
Of  Portugal,  Emanuel,  bear  himfelf  to-day  ?  t 
You  law  the  folemnity  of  the  marriage. 

Kin.  Why,  like  a  fit  hufband  for  Ib  gracious 
And  excellent  a  princefs,  as  his  worthy 
Mate  Ifabella,  the  king  of  Caftile's  daughter, 
Doth,  in  her  very  external  lineaments, 
Mixture  of  colours,  and  joining  dove-like  behaviour, 
A  flu  re  herfelf  to  be.     And  I  proteft, 
My  dear  don,  feriouily,  I  can  fing 
Prophetically  nothing  but  blefled  hymns, 
And  happy  occafions  to  this  facred  union 
Of  Portugal  and  Caftile,  which  have  fo  wifely 
And  mutually  conjoined  two  fuch  virtuous 
And  beautiful  princes  as  thefe  are;  and,  in  all  opinion, 
Like  to  multiply  to  their  very  laft  minute. 

Fri.  The  king  is  entering  :   Signer,  hover  here 
about  ; 

And  as  foon  as  the  train  is  fet,  clap  into  me  ; 
We'll  (land  near  the  ftate.    If  you  have 
Any  creditors  here,  they  fhall  renew 
Bonds  a  twelvemonth  on  fuch  a  fight :  But  to  touch 
The  pomel  of  the  king's  chair,  in  the  fight 
Of  a  citizen,  is  better  fecurity 
For  a  thoufaod  double-ducats,  than  three 
Of  the  beft  merchants  in  Lifbon.  Befides,  fignor, 
We  will  cenfure,  not  only  the  king  in  the  play  here, 
That  reigns  his  two  hours,  but  the  king  himlelf, 
That  is  to  rule  his  life-time.     Take  my  counfel  !— - 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  this  noble  aflembly, 
And  I  am  for  you. 

Kin.  Your  method  flaall  govern  me. 

Fri* 
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Fri.  Prologues  are  huifhers  bare  before  the  wife  '  j 
Why  may  not  then  an  hui flier  prologuife  ? 
Here's  a  fair  fight ;  and  were  ye  oftner  feen 
Thus  gather'd  here,  'twould  pleale  our  king  and 

queen. 

Upon  my  confcience,  ye  are  welcome  all 
To  Lifbon,  and  the  court  of  Portugal  ; 
Where  your  fair  eyes  mall  feed  on  no  worfe  fights 
Than  preparations  made  for  kings'  delights. 
We  wifli  to  men  content,  the  rrianlieft  treafure; 
And  to  the  women,  their  own  wifh'd-for  pleafure ! 

\_Flotirifh. 

Enter  Emanuel  and  Ifabella,  Lordsy  and  Attendants* 

Eman.  Fair  fountain  of  my  life,  from  whofe  pure 

il  reams 

The  propagation  of  two  kingdoms  Hows, 
Never  contention  rife  in  cither's  bread, 
But  conteltation  whofe  love  (hall  be  bell ! 

JJab.  Majeflick  ocean,  that  with  plenty  feeds 
Me,  thy  poor  tributary  rivulet  \ 
Sun  of  my  beauty,  that  with  radiant  beams 
Doft  gild  and  dance  upon  thefe  humble  it  reams  •, 
Curs'd  be  my  birth-hour,  and  my  ending  day, 
When  back  your  love-floods  I  forget  to  pay  ! 
Or  if  this  breaft  of  mine,  your  crydal  brook,   • 
Ever  take  other  form  in,  other  look 
But  yours,  or  e'er  produce  unto  your  Grace 
A  ftrange  reflection,  or  another's  face, 
But  be  your  love-book  clafp'd,  open'd  to  none 
But  you,  nor  hold  a  irory,   but  your  own  ; 

T  Prologues  are  bad  huijhers  before  the  wife."]  If  prologues  are  bad 
huifhers,  howjdoes  the  confequerce  follow,  that  therefore  an  hirJher 
or  vjber  fliould  prologuife  ?  I  believe  bad*  corruption,  and  that  we 
fhouid  read  but,  which  renders  the  whole  eafy  and  intelligible. 

Setcan/. 

The  prefent  text  is  from  the  f^-ft  edition.  Bare  feems  uied  in  the 
fenfe  of  butt  or  mere.  It  is  alfo  feiuc,  in  the  accepdon  of  wicwtred>  in 
this  place. 

A  water 
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A  water  fix'd,  that  ebbs  nor  floods  purfue, 
Frozen  to  all,  only  diffolv'd  to  you  ! 

Eman.  Oh,  who  (hall  tell  the  fweetnefs  of  our  love 
To  future  times,  and  not  be  thought  to  lie  ? 
I  look  thro'  this  hour  like  a  perfpedtive, 
And  far  off  fee  millions  of  profperous  ieeds, 
That  our  reciprocal  affection  breeds. 
Thus,  my  white  rib,  clofe  in  my  bread  with  me, 
Which  nought  fhall  tear  hence,  but  mortality  \ 

Lords.  Be  kingdoms  bleft  in  you,  you  bleft  in  them'! 

\Flrtrifi. 

FrL  Whift!  fignor!  My  ftrong  imagination 
Shews  me  Love,  methinks,  bathing  in  milk 
And  wine  in  her  cheeks.     Oh,  how  me  clips  him, 
Like  a  plant  of  ivy  ! 

Rin.  Ay  •,  could  not  you  be  content 
To  be  an  owl  in  fuch  an  ivy-bum, 
Or  one  of  the  oaks  of  the  city,  to  be  fo  dipt  ? 

Fri.  Equivocal  don,  tho'  I  like  the  clipping  well, 
I  could  not  be  content  either  to  be  your  owl, 
Or  your  ox  of  the  city. — The  play  begins.  \_FlouriJb. 

Enter  a  Poet  with  a  garland. 

Poet  Prologue.   Low  at  your  facred  feet  our  poor 

mufe  lays 

Her,  and  her  thunder-fearlefs  verdant  bays. 
Four  feveral  Triumphs  to  your  princely  eyes, 
Of  Honour,  Love,  Death,  and  Time,  do  rife. 
From  our  approaching  fubjecl;  which  we  move 
Tow'rds  you  with  fear,  fince  that  a  fweeter  love, 
A  brighter  honour,  purer  chaftity, 
March  in  your  breaits  this  day  triumphantly, 
Than  our  weak  fcenes  canfhew:  Then  how  dare  we 
Prefent,  like  apes  and  zanies,  things  that  be 
Exemplified  in  you,  but  that  we  know 
We  ne'er  crav'd  grace  which  you  did  not  beftow  ? 


Enter 
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Enter  in  triumph  with  drums,  trumpets,  colours.  Mar- 

tius,  Valerius,  Sophocles  bound,  Ni-codemus,  Cornelius  t 

Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Mar.  What  means  proud  Sophocles  ? 

Soph.  To  go  even  with  Martius, 
And  not  to  follow  him  like  his  officer : 
I  never  waited  yet  on  any  man. 

Mar.  Why,  poor  Athenian  duke,  thou  art  my  flavej 
My  blows  have  conquer'd  thee. 

Soph.  Thy  flave,  proud  Martins  ? 
Cato  thy  countryman  (whofe  conftancy, 
Of  all  the  Romans,  I  did  honour  moft) 
Ripp'd  himfelf  twice  to  avoid  flavery, 
Making  himfelf  his  own  anatomy. 
But  look  thee,  Martins ;  not  a  vein  runs  here 
From  head  to  foot,  but  Sophocles  would  unfeam,  and 
Like  a  fpring-garden  ?  fhoot  his  fcornful  blood 
Into  their  eyes,  durft  come  to  tread  on  him. 
As  for  thy  blows,  they  did  not  conquer  me  : 
Seven  battles  have  I  met  thee  face  to  face, 
And  given  thee  blow  for  blow,  and  wound  for  wound, 
And,  'till  thou  taught'ft  me4,  knew  not  to  retire; 
Thy  fword  was  then  as  bold,  thy  arm  as  ftrong ; 
Thy  blows  then,  Martius,  cannot  conquer  me. 

Val.  What  is  it  then  ? 

Soph.  Fortune. 

Val.  Why,  yet  in  that 
Thou  art  the  worfe  man,  and  muft  follow  him. 

Sopb.  Young  Sir,  you  err :  If  Fortune  could  be 

call'd 

Or  his,  or  yours,  or  mine,  in  good  or  evil, 
For  any  certain  fpace,  thou  hadft  fpoke  truth ; 
But  fhe  but  jells  with  man,   and  in  mifchance 
Abhors  all  conftancy,  flouting  him  ftill 

3  And  like    a   ipring  garden.]     Spring-GARDEN    appears    to    be 
corrupt.     Perhaps  the  line  Ihould  run, 

And  like  a  Spring  cu  ^  fl?oot,  &c. 

4  Thou  tauohfft  me.]   The  context  feems  to  require  FATE  taught 
me,  or  words  to  that  efftfft. 

With 
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With  fome  fmall  touch  of  good,  or  feeming  good, 
Midft  of  his  mifchief ;  which  viciffitude 
Makes  him  ftrait  doff  his  armour,  and  his  fence 
He  had  prepar'd  before,  to  break  her  ftrokes. 
So  from  the  very  zenith  of  her  wheel, 
When  fhe  has  dandled  fome  choice  favourite, 
Giv'n  him  his  boons  in  women,  honour,  wealth, 
And  all  the  various  delicacies  of  earth, 
That  the  fool  fcorns  the  gods  in  his  excefs, 
She  whirls,  and  leaves  him  at  th'  Antipodes. 

Mar.  Artfurewe  have  taken  him?  is  this  Sophocles  ?' 
His  fetter'd  arms  fay  no ;  his  free  foul,  ay. 
This  Athens  nurfeth  arts,  as  well  as  arms. 

Soph.  Nor  glory,  Martius,  in  this  day  of  thine  ! 
'Tis  behind  yefterday,  but  before  tomorrow  ; 
Who  knows  what  Fortune  then  will  do  with  thee  ? 
She  never  yet  could  make  the  better  man, 
The  better  chance  fhe  has :  The  man  that's  bed 
She  ftill  contends  with,  and  doth  favour  leaft. 

Mar.  Methinks,  a  graver  thunder  than  the  fkies 
Breaks  from  his  lips  :  I  am  amazed  to  hear; 
And  Athens'  words,  more  than  her  fwords  do  fear. 

\Afid*. 
Slave  Sophocles 

Soph.  Martius  %  couldft  thou  acquire 
And  did  thy  Roman  gods  fo  love  thy  prayers 
And  folemn  facrifice,  to  grant  thy  fuit 

5  Soph.  Martins,  flaw  Sophocles,  couldft  tbou  acquire.]  A  tranf- 
pofition  here  has  rendered  this  abfolute  darknefs.  Alartius  being 
ilruck  with  admiration  at  Sophocles's  intrepidity,  is  refolved  to  puc 
it  to  a  farther  trial  by  feoffs  and  infulrs ;  he  therefore  begins  with 
calling  \\\mjla~je  as  the  anfwer  evidently  (hews.  There  is  therefore 
fcarce  doubt  of  the  true  reading  being  as  the  text  is  now  reformed, 
making  the  fuft  part  of  the  fpeech  fpoke  afide,  and  then, 

,  Slave  Sophocles. 

Soph.   Martius,  couldft  thou  acquire,  C5V. 

But  there  is,  I  believe,  a  great  corruption  ftill  remaining  in  the  word 
acquire,  to  acquire  to  gathtr  is  bsd  Englifh  ;  befides  as  the  fentence 
Hands,  the  acquifuion  precedes  the  prayers.  'Tis  therefore  mod 
probable  that  the  true  woid  is  afpire,  which  feems  clear  of  all  ob- 
jr  cl  ions.  Seward. 

Ai^ulre  is,  in  our  opinion,  preferable. 

To 
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To  gather  all  the  valour  of  the  Casfars 
Thy  predecefifors,  and  what  is  to  come, 
And  by  their  influence  fling  it  on  thee  now, 
Thou  couldft  hot  make  my  mind  go  lefs,  not  pare 
With  all  their  fwords  one  virtue  from  my  foul : 
How  am  I  vaflal'd  then  ?  make  fuch  thy  flaves, 
As  dare  not  keep  their  goodnefs  paft  their  graves. 
Know,  general,  we  two  are  chances  on 
The  die  of  Fate ;  now  thrown,  thy  fix  is  up, 
And  my  poor  one  beneath  thee;  next,  the  throw 
May  fet  me  upmoft,  and  caft  thee  below. 

Mar.  Yet  will  I  try  thee  more  :  Calamity  [Afide. 
Is  man's  true  touchftone. — Liften,  infolent  prince, 
That  dar'ft  contemn  the  matter  of  thy  life, 
Which  I  will  force  here  Yore  thy  city-walls 
With  barbarous  cruelty,  and  call  thy  wife 
To  fee  it,  and  then  after  fend  her — — 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mar.  And  then  demolifli  Athens  to  the  ground, 
Depopulate  her,  fright  away  her  fame, 
And  leave  fucceffion  neither  ftone  nor  name. 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mar.  Doft  thou  deride  me  ? 

Val.  Kneel !  afk  Martius 
For  mercy,  Sophocles,  and  live  happy  flill ! 

Sopb.  Kneel,  and  afk  mercy  ?  Roman,  art  a  god  ? 
I  never  kneel'd,  or  begg'd,  of  any  elfe. 
Thou  art  a  fool !  and  I  will  lofe  no  more 
Inftructions  on  thee,  now  I  find  thy  ears  [Solemn  mufick. 

Enter  f)origen,  Ladies  bearing  afword. 
Are  fbolifh,  like  thy  tongue. — My  Dorigen  1 
Oh,  mu ft  fhe  fee  me  bound  ? 

1  Caft.  There's  the  firft  figh 

He  breath'd  fince  he  was  born,  I  think, 

2  Caft.  Forbear, 

All  but  the  lady  his  wife  ! 

Sopb.  How  my  heart  chides 
The  manacles  of  my  hands,  that  let  them  not 

Embrace 
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Embrace  my  Dorigen  ! 

VaL  Turn  but  thy  face. 
And  afk  thy  life  of  Martius  thus,  and  thoii, 
With  thy  fair  wife,  lhalt  live  -,  Athens  fhall  ftand, 
And  all  her  privileges  augmented  be. 

Soph.  'Twere  better  Athens  perifh'd,  and  my  wife 
(Which,  Romans,  I  do  know  a  worthy  one), 
Than  Sophocles  fhould  Ihrink  of  Sophocles, 
Commit  profane  idolatry,  by  giving 
The  reverence  due  to  gods  to  thee,  blown  man  ! 

Mar.  Rough,  ftubborn  cynick ! 

Soph.  Thou  art  rougher  far, 
And  of  a  coarfer  wale,  fuller  of  pride, 
Lefs  temperate  to  bear  profperity. 
Thou  feeft  my  mere  neglect  hath  rais'd  in  thee 
A  ilorm  more  boiftrous  than  the  ocean's  j 
My  virtue,  Patience,  makes  thee  vicious. 

Mar.  Why,  fair-ey'd  lady,  do  you  kneel  ? 

Dor.  Great  general, 

Victorious,  godlike  Martius,  your  poor  handmaid 
Kneels,  for  her  hufband  will  not,  cannot  3  fpeaks 
Thus  humbly,  that  he  may  not.     Liften,  Roman  ! 
Thou  whofe  advanced  front  doth  fpeak  thee  Roman 
To  every  nation,  and  whole  deeds  afTure  it ! 
Behold  a  princefs,  whofe  declining  head, 
Like  to  a  drooping  lily  after  florms, 
Bows  to  thy  feet,  and  playing  here  the  flave, 
To  keep  her  hufband's  greatnefs  unabated ; 
All  which  doth  make  thy  conqueft  greater !  For, 
If  he  be  bafe  in  aught  whom  thou  haft  taken, 
Then  Martius  hath  but  taken  a  bafe  prize : 
But  if  this  jewel  hold  luftre  and  value, 
Martius  is  richer  then  in  that  he  hath  wota. 
Oh,  make  him  fuch  a  captive  as  thyfelf 
Unto  another  wouldft,  great  captain,  be  1 
'Till  then,  he  is  no  prifoner  fit  for  thee. 

Mar.  Valerius,  here  is  harmony  would  have  brought 
Old  crabbed  Saturn  to  fweet  fleep,  when  Jove 
Did  firft  incenfe  him  with  rebellion  ! 
Athens  doth  make  women  philofophers ; 

VOL.  X,  '  K  k  And 
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And  fure  their  children  chat  the  talk  of  gods- 

VaL  Rife,   beauteous  Dorigen  ! 

Dor.  Not  until  I  know 
-The  general's  refolution, 

VaL  One  fort  word 

From  Sophocles  would  calm  him  into  tears, 
Like  gentle  fhowers  after  tempefluous  winds. 

Dor*  To  buy  the  world,  he  will  not  give  a  word* 
A  look,  a  tear,  a  knee,  'gainft  his  own  judgment* 
And  the  divine  compofure  of  his  mind  : 
All  wnich  I  therefore  do  ;   and  here  prefent 
This  victor's  wreath,  this  rich  Athenian  fword, 
Trophies  of  conqueil,  which,  great  Martius,  wear^ 
And  be  appeas'd  !  Let  Sophocles  dill  live  ! 

Mar.  He  would  not  live, 

Dor.  He  would  not  beg  to  live  : 
When  he  fhall  fo  forget,  then  I  begin 
To  command,   Martins  -,  and  when  he  kneels, 
Dorigen  {lands  j  when  he  lets  fall  a  tear, 
I  dry  mine  eyes,  and  fcorn  him. 

Mar.  Scorn  him  now  then, 
Here  in  the  face  of  Athens  and  thy  friends  ! 
Self-will'd,  ftiflf  Sophocles,  prepare  to  die, 
And  by  that  fword  thy  lady  honour'd  me, 
With  which  herfelf  fhall  follow.     Romans,  friends* 
Who  dares  but  ftrike  this  flroke,  fhall  part  with  me 
Half  Athens,  and  my  half  of  victory* 
Capt.  By  Heaven,  not  we  ! 

JV/V.  Corn.  We  two  will  do  it,  Sir. 

Sopb*  Away,  ye  fifh-fac'd  rafcals  ! 
Val.  Martius, 

To  eclipfe  tliis  great  eclipfe  labours  thy  fameS 
Valerius  thy  brother  fhall  for  once 
Turn  executioner  :  Give  me  the  fword. 
Sophocles,  Til  ftrike  as  fuddenly 


6  To  eclipfe  this  great  eclipfe  labours  tly  fame."}  This  is  fo  obfcu/e* 

that  many  readers  may  think  it   requires  au  explication.     The  fenfe 

fceras  to  be.  —  Sophocles  whilil  he  litfes  will  be  a  great  eclipfe  to  thy 

funej  and  thy   fame  is  now  hbouring  to  eclipfe  him  in   thy  turn, 

.  therefore  thy  brother  fhall  be  his  executioner.  Sward. 

As 
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As  thoii  dar'fl  die. 

•.     Soph.  Thou  canft  nor !  arid*  Valerius, 
'Tis  lefs  dishonour  to  thee  thus  to  kill  me, 
Than  bid  me  kneel  to  Martius :  JTis  to  murddi* 
The  fame,  of  living  men  1\  which  great  ones  do 
Their  ftudies-  ftrangle ;  poifon  makes  away* 
The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  play* 

Val.  Art  thou  prepar'd  ? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Val.  Bid  thy  wife  farewell ! 

Soph.  No;  I  will  take  no  leave  ! — My  Dorigerii 
Yonder  above,  'bout  Ariadne's  crown, 
My  fpirit  (hall  hover  for  thee  ;  prithee  hafte  ! 

Dor.  Stay,  Sophocles  !  with  this  tie  lip  my  fight  t 
Let  not  foft  Nature  fo  transformed  be 
(And  lofe  her  gentler-fex'd  humanity) 
To  make  me  fee  my  lord  bleed ! — So  !  'tis  \Vell  I 
Never  one  object  underneath  the  furi 
Will  I  behold  before  my  Sophocles. 


to  murder 


fame  of  living  men,  which  great  oftes  do  j 
ir  ftud(t3  fir  angle,  poifon  tnakes  away, 
The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  play.]  Though  falfe  ptimi- 
jngs  have  rendered  this  quite  dark,  yet  if  the  printers  have  not  madfe 
lomc  miftakc  that  I  cannot  difcover,  the  Poet  himfelf  was  very  db- 
fcure,  and  however  proper  the  fentiment,  'tis  certainly  ill  exprefled. 
By  making  the  firit  part  of  the  fentence  end  at  ftrangle,  the  following 
fenfe  may  be  deduced  from  it.  To  make  their  fellow-creatares  kneel 
to  them,  as  great  men  frequently  do,  is  worfe  than  murdering  them  j 
it  renders  them  fervile  and  flavifh,  debafes  them  below  the  dignity  of 
their  nature,  murders  therefore  their  fame  and  fetrers  and  llrangles 
their  y/W/Vj,  *.  e.  the  free  exertions  of  their  rational  faculties. 
V/hereas  poifon  makes  avv?y  or  deilroys  a  man  without  injuring  hia 
fame,  or  diminiming  the  dignity  of  his  foul  ;  and  the  wretched  defpi- 
cable  hangman  only  puts  an  end  to  the  part  we  aft  upon  the  ihge  of 
this  world.  This  fentiment  is  continued  and  improved  in  Sophocies's 
next  fpeech  upon  death,  Sewurd* 

.Probably  we  filould  pointj 

'  which  great  ones  d<3 

Their  ftudies  Jlrangle. 
The  fenfe  is,  «  You  will  dimonour  ttie  lefs  by  killing  me,    thari 

*  bidding  me  kneel  to  Martius.      Great   men   exert   themfelvcs  to 

*  murder  the  fame  of  the  living  ;  which  is  greater  cruelty  than  poifou 

*  or  hanging,  which  but  concludes  our  mifery.'     The    exprefljor^ 
however,  in  any  fenfe,  is  certainly  obfcure. 

K  k  2  Farewell  I 
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Farewell !  Now  teach  the  Romans  how  to  die. 
Mar.  Doft  know  what  'tis  to  die? 

Sofh.  Thou  doft  not,  Martius, 
And  therefore  not  what  'tis  to  live.     To  die 
Is  to  begin  to  live :  It  is  to  end 
An  old  ftale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 
A  newer  and  a  better  :    'Tis  to  leave 
Deceitful  knaves,   for  the  fociety 
Of  gods  and  goodnefs :  Thou  thyfelf  muft  part 
At  laft  from  all  thy  garlands,  pleafures,  triumphs^ 
And  prove  thy  fortitude,  what  then  'twill  do. 

Val.  But  art  not  griev'd  nor  vex'd  to  leave  life  thus  ? 

Soph.  Why  fhould  I  grieve  or  vex  for  being  fent 
To  them  I  ever  lov'd  beft  ?  Now  I'll  kneel ; 
But  with  my  back  toward  thee.     'Tis  the  laft  duty 
Thi's  trunk  can  do  the  gods. 

Mar.  Strike,  ftrike,  Valerius, 
Or  Martins'  heart  will  leap  out  at  his  mouth ! 
This  is  a  man  ;  a  woman  !   Kifs  thy  lord, 
And  live  with  all  the  freedom  you  were  wont. 
Oh,  Love  !  thou  doubly  haft  afflicted  me, 
With  virtue  and  with  beauty.     Treacherous  heart, 
My  hand  ihall  caft  thee  quick  into  my  urn, 
Ere  thou  tranfgrefs  this  knot  of  piety. 

Val.  What  ails  my  brother  ? 

Soph.  Martius,  oh,  Martius ! 
Thou  now  haft  found  a  way  to  conquer  me. 

Dor.  Oh,  ftar  of  Rome,  what  gratitude  can  fpeak 
Fit  words  to  follow  fuch  a  deed  as  this  ? 

Mar.  Doth  Juno  talk,  or  Dorigen  ? 

Val.  You  are  obferv'd. 

Mar.  This  admirable  duke,  Valerius, 
With  his  difdain  of  fortune,  and  of  death, 
Captiv'd  himfelf,  hath  captivated  me  : 
And  tho'  my  arm  hath  ta'en  his  body  here, 
His  foul  hath  fubjugated  Martins'  foul : 
By  Romulus,  he  is  all  foul,  I  think ! 
He  hath  no  flefh,  and  fpirit  can't  be  gy v'd  : 
Then  we  have  vanquifli'd  nothing;  he  is  free, 
And  Martius  walks  now  in  captivity. 

Scfb. 
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Soph.  How  fares  the  noble  Roman  ? 

Mar.  Why? 

Dor.  Your  blood 

Is  funk  down  to  your  heart,  and  your  bright  eyes 
Have  loft  their  fplendor. 

Mar.  Bafer  fires  go  out 
When  the  fun  Ihines  on  'em.  —  I  am  not  well  j 
An  apopleftick  fit  I  ufe  to  have  8, 
After  my  heats  in  war  carelefly  cooPd. 

Soph.  Martius  fhall  reft  in  Athens  with  his  friends, 
'Till  this  diftemper  leave  him.     Oh,  great  Roman! 
See  Sophocles  do  that  for  thee  he  could  not 
Do  for  himfelf,  weep.     Martius,  by  the  gods, 
It  grieves  me  that  fo  brave  a  foul  fhould  fuffer 
Under  the  body's  weak  infirmity. 
Sweet  lady,  take  him  to  thy  loving  charge, 
And  let  thy  care  be  tender. 

Dor.  Kingly  Sir, 
I  am  your  nurfe  and  fervant. 

Mar.  Oh,  dear  lady, 

My  miftrefs,  nay,  my  deity  !   Guide  me,  Heav'n  ! 
Ten  wreaths  triumphant  Martius  will  give, 
To  change  a  Martius  for  a  Sophocles  : 
Can  it  not  be  done,  Valerius,  with  this  boot  9  ? 
Infeparable  affeftiofi*  ever  thus 
Colleague  with  Athens  Rome  ! 

Dor.  Beat  warlike  tunes, 
Whilft  Dorigen  thus  honours  Martius'  brow 
With  one  victorious  wreath  more  ! 

Soph.  And  Sophocles 

Thus  girds  his  fword  of  conqueft  to  his  thigh, 
Which  ne'er  be  drawn,  but  cut  out  victory  ! 

8  An  apople&ickyfr.j  Whether  there  is  any  leffer  degree  of  the 
apoplexy  that  does  not  deprive  a  man  of  his  fenfes,  1  am  not  phyfician 
enough  to  know  ;  but  to  make  a  man  accuflomed  to  apople6tick  fits 
Teems  improper,  fince  the  third  ftroke  is  generally  held  fatal.  I  rather 
believe  the  Poets  wrote  epileptick,  a  diftemper  that  Shakefpeare  from 
hiflory  gives  to  two  very  great  foldiers,  Julius  Caefar  and  Henry  IV. 


With  this  boot.]  /.  e.  With  this  advantage  in  exchange. 

K  k  3  Lords. 


FOUR  PLAYS,   OR  MORAL 

'Lords.  For  ever  be  it  thus !  [Exeunt* 

Corn.  Corporal  Nicodemus, 
A  word  with  you. 

JVzV.  My  worthy  futler 
Cornelius,  it  befits  not  Nicodemus 
The  Roman  officer  to  parley  with 
A  fellow  of  thy  rank  j  th'  affairs  of  the  empire 
Are  to  be  occupied, 

Corn.  Let  the  affairs  of 
The  empire  lie  awhile  unoccupied ! 
Sweet  Nicodemus,  I  do  require  the  money  at 
Thy  hands,  which  thou  doft  owe  me ;  and  if  fair  means 
Cannot  attain,  force  of  arms  fhall  accompliiru 

Nit.  Put  up,  an4  live. 

Corn.  1.  have  put  up  too  much  already, 
Thou  corporal  of  concupifcence  ;  for  I 
Sufpecl  thou  haft  difhonour'd  my  flock-bed, 
And  with  thy  foolifh  eloquence,  and  that 
Bewitching  face  of  thine,  drawn  my  v/ife, 
The  young  harlotry  baggage,  to  proflitute 
Herfelf- unto  thee.     Draw,  therefore ;   for  thou 
Shalt  fir4  thyfelf  a  mortal  corporal ! 

Nic.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  and  hear:  I  will 
Rather  defcend  from  my  honour,  and  argue 
Thefe  contumelies  with  thee,  than  clutch  thee 
(Poor  fiy)  in  thefe  eaglet  claws  of  mine  j  or  draw 
My  fword  of  fate  on  a  peafant,  a  befogniq  I03 
A  cocolochi  as  thou  art.     TJiou  fhalt 
Firft  underflahd  this  fpolifh  eloquence, 
And  intolerable  beauty  of  mine 
(Both  which,  I.proteft,  are  merely  natural) 
Are  the  gifts  of  the  gods,  with  which  I  have 
Neither  fent  bawdy  fonnet,  nor  amorous  glance, 
Or  (as  the  vulgar  call  it)  a  fheep's  eye 
I'o  thy  betrothed  Florence. 

Corn.  Thou  lieil ! 

Nic.  Oh,  gods  of  Rome,  was  Nicodemus  born 
To  be^r  thefe  braveries  from  a  poor  provant  ? 

u,]  See  note  iz  on  the  Martial' Maid. 

-  Yet 
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Yet  when  dogs  bark,  or  when  the  afTcs  bray, 
The  lion  laughs ;  not  roars,  but  goes  his  way. 

Corn.  A  pox  o'  your  poetical  vein  !  this  verifying 
My  wife  has  hornified  me.     Sweet  corporal  Cod's ? 

head, 

No  more  (landing  on  your  punctilio's  and  punkctto's 
Of  honour,  they  are  not  v/orth  aloufej  the  truth  is^ 
Thou  art  the  general's  bigamy,  that  is, 
His  fool,  and  his  knave ;  thou  art  mifcreant 
And  recreant ;  not  an  horfe-boy  in  the  legions, 
But  has  beaten  thee  ;  thy  beginning  was  knap-fack, 
And  thy  ending  will  be  halter-fack  ". 

Nic.  Methinks 

I  am  now  Sophocles  the  wife,  and  thou 
Art  Martins  the  mad. 

Corn.  No  more  of  your  tricks, 
Good  corporal  Leather-chops  !  I  fay,  thou  haft 
Difhonour'd  me ;   and  fmce  honour  now-a-days 
Is  only  repaired  by  money,  pay  me, 
And  I  am  fatisfied  -,  even  reckoning  keeps 
Long  friends. 

Nic.  Let  us  continue  friends  then, 
For  I  have  been  even  with  thee  a  long  time ; 
And  tho'  I  have  not  paid  thee,  I've  paid  thy  wife. 
Corn.  Flow  forth,  my  tears  !  thou  haft  deflower'4 

her,  Tarquin  ! 

The  garden  of  my  delight,  hedged  about, 
In  which  there  was  but  one  bowling-alley 
For  mine  own  private  procreation, 
Thou  haft,  like  a  thief  i'th'  night,  leaped  the  hedge, 
Enter'd  my  alley,  and  without  my  privity 
Play'd  thine  own  rubbers. 

Nic.  How  long  lhall  Patience  thus  fecurely  fnpre .? 
Js  it  my  fault,  if  thefe  attractive  eyes, 
This  budding  chin,  or  rofy-colour'd  cheek, 

11  And  thy  ending  will  be  halter- fack.]  The  junction  of  fack  and 
bolter  here,  is  only  tc  prefer  ve  a  jingle  of  words  without  meaning. 
We  may,  perhaps,  reilore  a  quibbie  with  ibme  little  fenfe  in  it,  if  we 
read  baiter -'fid. 
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This  comely  body.,  and  this  waxen  leg, 

Have  drawn  her  into  a  fool's  paradife  ? 

By  Cupid's  godhead  I  do  fwear  (no  other lz) 

She's  chafter  far  than  Lucrece,  her  grandmother;. 

Pure  as  glafs- window,  ere  the  rider  dalh  it15, 

Whiter  than  lady's  fmock,  when  fhe  did  wafh  it : 

For  well  thou  wot'ft  (tho'now  my  heart's  comman- 

drefs) 
I  once  was  free,  and  fhe  but  the  camp's  laundrefs, 

Corn.  Ay ;  fhe  then  came  fweet  to  me ;  no  part 
About  her  but  fmelt  of  foap-fuds  j  like  a  dryad 
Out  of  a  wafh-bowl  H.     Pray,  or  pay  ! 

Nic.  Hold! 

Corn.  Was  thy  cheefe  mouldy,  or  thy  pennyworths 

fmall  ? 

Was  not  thy  ale  the  mightieft  of  the  earth  irr  malt, 
And  thy  fhipe  fill'd  like  a  tide  ?  was  not  thy  bed  foft, 

and 
Thy  bacon  fatter  than  a  dropfy  ?  Come,  Sir  ! 

Nic.  Mars  then  infpire  me  with  the  fencing  fkill 
Of  our  tragedian  actors  !  Honour  pricks  ; 
And,  futler,  now  I  come  with  thwacks  and  thwicks. 
Grant  us  one  crufh,  one  pafs2  and  no'w  a  highlavalto 

fall; 
Then  up  again,  now  down  again,  yet  do  no  harm  at  all ! 

lz  By  Cupid's 1  do  fwear  (no  other).']   With  this  hiatus  the 

line  has  been  hitherto  printed,  bow  or  arrow  were  probably  the  ori 
ginal,  but  what  is  (no  other)  and  why  in  a  parenthefis  ?  The  paren- 
thefis,  I  believe,  belongs  to  /  do  fii-ear  ;  and  the  infertion  of  the 
prepolition  by  makes  oat  a  comic  hobling  verfe  :  I  read  therefore, 
By  Cupid's  bow  (I  do  fa  ear  by  no  other) .  Se*m;ard. 

A  hiatus  is  not  likely  to  have  been  put  format)  or  arrow,  but  very 
likely  for  the  word  we  have  infcrted,  which  equally  fuits  fenfe,  meafure, 
and  parenthefis. 

IJ  E'er  the  rider  dafh  //.]  Unlefs  dajb  is  here  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of 
Jplajh  with  dirt,  this  pailage  feems  unintelligible.  R, 

14  Like  a  dryad  out  of  a  wajh-bowul.']  This  was  probably  a  defign'd 
mi£ake  QfdrjaJfol  naiad,  and  therefore  Mr.  Synspfon,  who  quarrels 
with  the  printer  for  making  the  author  talk  fb  improperly,  feems  to 
be  angry  without  reaibn.     Jt  is  not  the  Author    but  Cornelius  talks 
nonfenfe.  Seward. 

Enter 
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Enter  Florence. 

Flor.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born  !  why,  gent ! 

Corn.  MefTaline  of  Rome ; 
Away,  difloyal  concubine  !  I  will 
Be  deafer  to  thee  than  thou  art  to  others : 
I  will  have 

My  hundred  drachma's  he  owes  me,  thou  arrant 
whore ! 

Flor.  I  know  he  is  an  hundred  drams  o'th'  fcore I?; 
But  what  o'  that  ?  no  bloodfhed,  fweet  Cornelius  ! 
Oh,  my  heart !  o'  my  confcience,  'tis  fall'n  thorow 
The  bottom  of  my  belly  !  Oh,  my  fweet  Didymus, 
If  either  of  ye  mifkill  one  another, 
What  will  become  of  poor  Florence  ?  Pacify 
Yourfelves,  I  p^ay ! 

Corn.  Go  to> !  my  heart's  not  ftone ; 
I  am  not  marble  :  Dry  your  eyes,  Florence ! — 
The  fcurvy  ape's  face  knows  my  blind  fide  well 

enough. — 
Leave  your  puling :  Will  this  content  you  ?  let  him 

tafle 
Thy  nether  lip ;  which,  in  fign  of  amity,  I  thus  take 

off  again. 
Go  thy  ways,  and  provide  the  cow's  udder l6. 

NIC.  Lily  of  concord  ! — And  now,  honeft  futler, 
Since  I've  had  proof  as  well  of  thy  good  nature, 

15  Drachma's  o'lfr  fcure.]  So  former  copies. 

16  Go  thy  ways,  and  provide  the  coiv^s  udder, .]   As  all  the  reft  of 
the  fpeech  is  a  burlefque  lublirnity  of  ftile,  and  the  whole  was  eafily 
reftored  to  its  droll  meafure,  there  is  reafon  to  fufpedl  this  fudden 
fall  of  ftile  and  lofs  of  metre  to  arife  from  fome  omiffions,  which, 
I  hope,  will  be  reftored.     There  is  no  particular  propriety  in  her 
providing  a  covJs  udder  rather  than  any  other  difh ;  but  as  milk  is 
the  emblem  of  peace,  and  (he  is  immediately  afterwards  called  Lily 
of  concord,  there  is  great  humour  in  celebrating  their  treaty  of  friend- 
fhipby  a  libation  of  milk  to  the  goddefs  of  Peace.     I  read  therefore, 

-  which  in  fign  of  amity 

I  thus  take  off  again,  go  thy  <ways,  and 
Provide  the  friendly  juice  of  the  co^s  udder.         Seward. 
This  is  an  unwarrantable  alteration  ;  and  the  meafure  may  be  pre- 
ferved  without  it.     Juice  of  the  UDDER  is  too  bad. 

As 
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As  of  thy  wife's  before,  I  will  acquaint  thee 
With  a  project  fhall  fully  fatisfy  thee 
For  thy  debt.     Thou  fhalt  underftand, 
I'm  fhortly  to  be  knighted. 

Corn.  The  devil  thou  art ! 

Nic.  Renounce  me  elfe !   For  the  fuftenance  of 

which  worfhip 

(Which  worihip  many  times  wants  fuftenance) 
1  have  here  the  general's  grant  to  have  the  leading  of 
Two  hundred  men. 

Corn.  You  jeft,  you  jeft ! 

Nic.  Refufe  me  elfe  to  the  pit. 

Corn.  Mercy  on  us !  ha*  you  not  forgot  yourfelf  ? 
By  your  fwearing,  you  fhould  be  knighted  already. 

Nic.  Damn  me,  Sir,  here's  his  hand ! 
Read  it. 

Corn.  Alas,  I  cannot. 

Nic.  I  know  that.-.-* 
*T  has  pleas'd  the  general  to  look  upon 
My  fervice.     Now,  Sir,  fhall  you  join  with  me  in 
Petitioning  for  fifty  men  more,  in  regard 
Of  my  arrearages  to  you  ;  which,  if  granted^ 
I  will  beftow  th'  whole  profit  of  thofe  fifty 
Men  on  thee,  and  thine  heirs  for  ever, 
Till  Atropos  do  cut  this  fimple  thread. 

Corn.  No  more,  dear  corporal !  Sir  Nicodemus, 
That  ihail  be  !   \  cry  your  worfhip's  mercy l6 ! 
I  am  your  fervant,  body  and  goods, 
Moyeables  and  immoveables  -,  ufe  my  houfe, 
Ufe  my  wife,  ufe  me,  abufe  me,  do  what  you  lift. 

Nic.  A  figment  is  a  candied  lie  :  This  is  an  old  pafs, 
Mark,  what  follows  *7  \  [Exeunt. 

*6  /  cry  y cur  wifhes  mercy.]  If  this  jbe  genuine,  the  meaning  is, 
T  beg  pardon  of  your  expectations,  in  which  you  are  already  a  knight. 
But  it  will  be  more  intelligible  to  read,  luorjkifi  mercy.  He  callq 
jiim  afterward:  befo-e  '  ar  u>, 

liis  worihip  Sir  i^icodemw.  Seward. 

'7  There  feems  in  this  fcene  to  be  fome  indifferent  imitation  of 

.{ftakefpeare's  Piitcl,  &c, 

Eytgr 
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Enter  Mart'- us  and  fwo  Cap  fains. 
Mar.  Pray  leave  me  !  you  are  Romans,  honeft  men^ 
Keep  ;ne  not  company  j   I  am  turn'd  knave, 
H^ve  loft  my  fame  and  nature.  [Exe.  Caft.~\ — Athens, 

Athens, 

This  Dorigen  is  thy  Palladium  ! 
He  that  will  fack  thee,  muft  betray  her  firft, 
Whofe  words  wound  deeper  than  her  hufband's  fword$ 
Her  eyes  make  captive  ftill  the  conqueror, 
And  here  they  keep  her  only  to  that  end. 
Oh,  fubtle  devil,  what  a  golden  ball 
Did  tempt,  when  thou  didft  caft  her  in  my  way ! 
Why,  foolifh  Sophocles,  brought'ft  thou  not  to  field 
Thy  lady,  that  thou  might'ft  have  overcome  ? 
Martius  had  kneel'd,  and  yielded  all  his  wreaths 
That  hang  like  jewels  on  the  feven-fold  hill, 
And  bid  Rome  fend  him  out  to  fight  with  men, 
(For  that  fli'e  knew  he  durft)  and  not  'gainft  Fate 
Or  deities ;  what  mortal  conquers  them  ? 
Infatiate  Julius,  when  his  victories 
Had  run  o'er  half  the  world,  had  he  met  her, 
There  he  had  ftopp'd  the  legend  of  his  deeds, 
Laid  by  his  arms,  been  overcome  himfelf, 
And  let  her  vanquifh  th'  other  half ;  and  Fame 
Made  beauteous  Dorigen  the  greater  name. 
Shall  I  thus  fall  ?  I  will  not !  no ;  my  tears, 
Caft  on  my  heart,  fhall  quench  thefe  lawlefs  fires : 
He  conquers  beft,  conquers  his  lewd  defires. 

Enter  Dorigen,  with  Ladies. 

Dor.  Great  Sir,  my  lord  commands  me  vifit  yofc* 
And  thinks  your  retir'd  melancholy  proceeds 
From  fome  diftafte  of  worthiefs  entertainment. 
Will't  pleafe  you  take  your  chamber  ?  How  d'ye  dos 
Sir? 

Mar.  Loft,  loft  again  !  the  wild  rage  of  my  blood 
Doth  ocean-like  o'erflow  the  fhallow  fhore 
Of  my  weak  virtue :  My  defire's  a  vane, 
That  the  leaft  breath  from  her  turns  every  way. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Mar.  Difmifs 
Your  women,  pray,  and  I'll  reveal  my  grief. 

Dor.  Leave  me  !  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Mar.  Long  tales  of  love  (whilft  love  itfelf 
Might  be  enjoy'd)  are  languifhing  delays. 
There  is  a  fecret  ftrange  lies  in  my  breaft, 
I  will  partake  with  you,  which  much  concerns 
Your  lord,  yourfelf,  and  me.     Oh ! 

Dor.  Strange  fecrets,  Sir, 
Should  not  be  made  fo  cheap  to  flrangers  ;  yet 
If  your  ftrange  fecret  do  no  lower  lie 
Than  in  your  breail,  difcover  it. 

Mar.  I  will. 
Oh  !  Can  you  not  fee  it,  lady,  in  my  fighs  ? 

Dor.  Sighs  none  can  paint,  and  therefore  who  can 
fee  ? 

Mar.  Scorn  me  not,Dorigen,  with  mocks !  Alcides, 
*That  mafter'd  monfters,  was  by  beauty  tam'd ; 
Omphale  fmil'd  his  club  out  of  his  hand, 
And  made  him  fpin  her  fmocks.     Oh,  fweet,  I  love 

you ; 

And  I  love  Sophocles  :  I  muft  enjoy  you  ; 
And  yet  I  would  not  injure  him. 

Dor.  Let  go ! 

You  hurt  me,  Sir !  Farewell ! — Stay  !  is  this  Martins  r 
I  will  not  tell  my  lord :  He'll  fwear  I  lie  -, 
Doubt  my  fidelity,  before  thy  honour. 
How  haft  thou  vex'd  the  gods,  that  they  would  let 

thee 

Thus  violate  friendfhip,  hofpitality, 
And  all  the  bonds  of  facred  piety  l3  ? 
Sure  thou  but  try'ft  me,  out  of  love  to  him, 
And  wouldft  reject  me  if  I  did  confent. 
Oh,  Martius,  Martius !  wouldft  thou  in  one  minute 
Blaft  all  thy  laurels,  which  fo  many  years 

13  And  aH  the  bounds  of  facred  $iety?}  Tho1  this  be  good  fenfe, 
yet  as  bonds  is  the  more  natural  and  bc.ter  word,  1  believe  it  the 
original.  Sward. 

Thou 
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Thou  hail  been  purchafmg  with  blood  and  fweat  ? 
Hath  Dorigen  never  been  written,  read, 
Without  the  epithet  of  cbafte,  chafte  Dorigen, 
And  wouldft  thou  fall  upon  her  chaftity, 
Like  a  black  drop  of  ink,  to  blot  it  out  ? 
When  men  fhall  read  the  records  of  thy  valour, 
Thy  hitherto-brave  virtue,  and  approach 
(Highly  content  yet)  to  this  foul  affault 
Included  in  this  leaf,  this  ominous  leaf, 
They  ihall  throw  down  the  book,  and  read  no  more, 
Tho'  the  beft  deeds  enfue,  and  all  conclude 
That  raveird  the  whole  ftory  I9,  whofe  found  hearc 
(Which  ihould  have  been)  prov'd  the  moil  leprous 
part. 

Mar.  Oh,  thou  confut'ft  divinely,  and  thy  words 
Do  fall  like  rods  upon  me  !  but  they  have 
Such  filken  lines  and  filver  hooks,  that  I 
Am  fafter  fnar'd  :  My  love  has  ta'en  fuch  hold,, 
That  (like  two  wreftlers)  tho'  thou  ftronger  be, 
And  haft  caft  me,  I  hope  to  pull  thee  after : 
I  mu ft,  or  perifh. 

Dor.  Perifh,  Martius,  then ! 
For  I  here  vow  unto  the  gods,  thefe  rocks, 
Thefe  rocks  we  fee  fo  fix'd,  fhall  be  remov'd, 
Made  champain  field,  ere  I  fo  impious  prove, 
To  ftain  my  lord's  bed  with  adultrous  love. 

Enter  Valerius. 

Val.  The  gods  protect  fair  Dorigen  ! 

Dor.  Amen  ! 
From  all  you  wolvifh  Romans  !  [Exit. 

Val.  Ha !  what's  this  ? 

Still,  brother,  in  your  moods  ? — Oh,  then  my  doubts 
Are  truths.     Have  at  it !  I  muft  try  a  way 
To  be  refolv'd. 

Mar.  How  fbrangely  doft  thou  locjc  ? 
What  ail'ft  thou  ? 

*9  That  ravelled,  &c.~]   We  don't  clearly  underiiajnd  thefe  two  laft 
lines ;  there  feems  to  be  ionic  omiflion. 
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VaL  What  ail'ft  thou  ? 

Mar*  Why,  I  am  mad. 

£W.  Why,  1  am  madder! — Martins,  draw  thy  fword^ 
And  lop  a  villain  from  the  earth ;  for  if 
Thou  wilt  not,  on  fome  tree  about  this  place 
1*11  hangmyfelf!  Valerius  lhall  not  live 
To  wound  his  brother's  honour,  ftain  his  country  ^ 
And  branded  with  ingratitude  to  all  times  *°. 

Mar.  For  what  can  all  this  be  ? 

Val.  I  am  in  love. 

Mar.  Why,  fo  am  I.     With  whom  ?  ha  ? 

VaL  Dofigen. 

Mar.  With  Dorigen  ?  How  ddft  thou  love  her  ? 
fpeak  ! 

Vol.  Even  to  the  height  of  luft ;  and  I  muft  have 

her, 
Orelfeldie. 

Mark  Thou  fhalt,  thou  daring  traitor. 
On  all  the  confines  I  have  rid  my  horfe, 
Was  there  no  other  woman  for  thy  choice 
But  Dorigen  ?  Why,  villain,  fhe  is  mine  : 
She  makes  me  pine  thus,  fallen,  mad,  and  fool  j 
*Tis  I  muft  have  her,  or  I  die* 

VaL  Oh,  all  ye  gods> 
With  mercy  look  on  this  declining  rock 
Of  valour  and  of  virtue  !  breed  not  up, 
From  infancy,  in  honour,  to  full  man, 
As  you  have  done  him,  to  deftroy !  Here,  flrike ! 
For  I  have  only  fearch'd  thy  wound ;  difpatch  ! 
Far,  far  be  fuch  love  from  Valerius  ! 
So  far,  he  fcorns  to  live  to  be  call'd  Irotbcr 
By  him  that  dares  own  fuch  folly  and  fuch  vice. 
Mar.  'Tis  truth  thou  fpeak'fl ;   but  I  do  hate  it  * 

Peace ! 

If  Hcav'n  will  fnatch  my  fword  out  of  my  hand^ 
And  put  a  rattle  in  it,  what  can  I  do  ? 
He  that  is  ddtin'd  to  be  odious 

0  Arid brandsd.]   Former  editions.     I  read,  brand  it.     Seivard* 
is  belt :  Valerius  (hail  not  live  Iran&d,  Ac* 

III 
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In  his  old  age,  muft  undergo  his  fate. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Nicodemus.. 

Corn.  If  you  don't  back  me,  I  lhall  never  do*t* 

Nic.  I  warrant  you. 

Corn.  Humh,  humh!-—Sir!  my  lord  !    my  lord  1 

Mar.  Ha !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Corn.  Humh  ! — Concerning  the  odd  fifty, 
My  lord,  an't  pleafe  your  generality, 
His  worihip  Sir  Nicodemus-- — - 

Mar.  What's  here  ?  a  pafs  ?  you  would  for  Rome  ? 

You  lubbers  ! 

Doth  one  day's  lazinefs  make  you  covet  home  ? 
Away,  ye  boarifh  rogues  !  ye  dogs,  away  ! 

Enter  Florence. 

Corn.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Flor.  How  now,  man1*?  are  you  fatisiied  ? 

Corn.  Ay,  ay,  ay; 

A  pox  o'your  corporal !  I  am  paid  foundly; 
1  was  ne'er  better  paid  in  all  my  life. 

Flor.  Marry,  the  gods'  blcfling  on  his  honour's 

heart ! 

You've  done  a  charitable  deed,  Sir  ;  many  more  fuch 
May  you  live  to  do,  Sir  !   The  gods  keep  you,  Sir, 
The  gods  protect  you  !        [Exit  with  Corn,  and  Nic* 

Mflr.  Thefe  peafants  mock  me  fure  ! — Valerius, 
Forgive  my  dotage,  fee  my  afhes  urn'd, 
And  tell  fair  Dorigen,  (me  that  but  now 
Left  me  with  this  harfh  vow,  fooner  thefe  rocks 
Should  be  remov'd,  than  (he  would  yield)  that  I 
Was  yet  fo  loving,   on  her  gift  to  die  ! 

VaL  Oh,  Jupiter,  forbid  it,  Sir,  and  grant 
This  my  device  may  certify  thy  mind  ! 
You  are  my  brother,  nor  muft  periih 

11  Wife.  Oh!  oh!  oh! 

How  noiu  Man — '• — ]  As  it  is  plain  the  wife,  by  foer  queftion, 
knows  not  of  her  hbfband's  disappointment  or  bearing,  the  ohs  f  are 
improper  to  her,  and  evidently  belong  to  Cornelius.  Seward. 

Be 
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Be  comforted  !   Think  you  fair  Dorigen 
Would  yield  your  wiflies,  if  thefe  envious  rocks 
By  fkill  could  be  remov'd,  or  by  fallacy 
She  made  believe  fo  ? 

Mar.  Why,  me  could  not  chufe ; 
ThJ  Athenians  are  religious  in  their  vows, 
Above  all  nations. 

VaL  Soft !    down  yonder  hill 
The  lady  comes  this  way.     Once  more  to  try  her  j 
If  me  perfift  in  obftinacy,  by  my  fkili, 
Learn'd  from  the  old  Chaldean  was  my  tutor, 
Who  train'd  me  in  the  mathematicks,  I  will 
So  dazzle  and  delude  her  fight,  that  me 
Shall  think  this  great  impoffibility 
Effected  by  fome  fupernatural  means. 
Be  confident-,   this  engine  fliall  at  leaft, 
'Till  the  gods  better  order,  {till  this  breaft.          \1Lxit* 

Mar.  Oh,  my  beft  brother,  go  ;   and  for  reward 
Chufe  any  part  o'  th'  world,  I'll  give  it  thee. 
Oh,  little  Love  ",  men  fay  thou  art  a  god; 
Thou  might'ft  have  got  a  fitter  fool  than  I. 

Enter  Dorigen. 

Dor.  Art  thou  there,  bafilifk  ?  Remove  thine  eyes  j 
For  I  am  fick  to  death  with  thy  infection. 

Mar.  Yet,  yet  have  mercy  on  me  !  fave  him,  Iady4 
Whofe  fingle  arm  defends  all  Rome,  whofe  mercy 
Hath  fav'd  thy  huiband's  and  thy  life  ! 

Dor.  To  fpoil 
Our  fame  and  honours  ?  No  ;  my  vow  is  fix'd, 

**  O  little  Rome,  men  fay  thou  art  a  god,]  Rome  in  this  place  is 
in  every  light  abfurd.  For  why  was  the  miltrefs  of  the  world  to  be 
called  little  ?  Why  a  god  when  fhe  was  always  reprefented  as  a  fe* 
male  and  a  goddefs  ?  And  Jailly,  tho'  he  was  become  a  fool,  it  was 
not  Rome  that  made  him  fo.  For  thefe  reafons  it  is  almoft  felf-evi- 
dent,  that  love  was  the  true  reading.  I  had  wrote  this  before  I  faw, 
that  at  five  lines  below,  all  Rome  is  mentioned  with  a  particular 
emphafis,  this  having  been  marked  for  Italicks,  might  draw  the  Prin 
ter's  eye  to  it,  and  a  fmall  degree  of  abfence  caufe  him  to  infert  it  in 
this  place.  Se^ivard. 

And 
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And  (lands  as  conftant  as  thefe  flones  do,  dill. 

Mar.  Then  pity  me,  ye  gods  !  you  only  may 
Move  her,  by  tearing  thefe  firm  ftones  away* 

[Solemn  mujick* 
[A  mifl  arifetb)  tbe  recks  remove* 

Enter  Valerius  like  Mercury,  finging* 

Val.  Martius4  Rejoice !  Jove  fends  me  from  above, 
His  meiTcnger,  to  cure  thy  defp'rate  love, 
To  fhew  ra(h  vows  cannot  bind  Deltiny. 
Lady,  behold,  the  rocks  tranfplanted  be  ! 
Hard-hearted  Dorigen,  yield  •,  left,  for  contempt^ 
They  fix  thee  here  a  rock,  whence  they're  exempt, 

[Exit. 

Dor.  What  ftrange  delufion's  this  ?  what  forcery 
Affrights  me  with  thefe  apparitions  ? 
My  colder  chaftity's-nigh  turn'd  to  death. 
Hence,  lewd  magician  !   dar'ft  thou  make  the  gods 
Bawds  to  thy  lull  ?  will  they  do  miracles 
To  further  evil  ?  or  do  they  love  it  now  ? 
Know,  if  they  dare  do  fo,  I  dare  hate  them, 
And  will  no  longer  ferve  'em.     Jupiter, 
Thy  golden  fnower,  nOr  thy  fnovv- white  fwan, 
Had  1  been  Leda,  or  bright  Danae, 
Had  bought  mine  honour.     Turn  me  into  ftone  ! 
For  being  good,  and  blufh  when  thou  haft  done ! 

[Exit  Dorigen* 

Enter  Valerius. 

Mar.  Oh,  -my  Valerius,  all  yet  will  not  do  \ 
Unlefs  I  could  fo  draw  mine  honefty 
Down  to  the  lees  to  be  a  ravifher. 
She  calls  me  witch,  and  villain  ! 

Val.  Patience,  Sir  ! 

The  gods  will  punifh  perjury.     Let  her  breathe^ 
And  ruminate  on  this  ftrange  fight ! — Time  decays 
The  ftrongeft,  faireft  buildings  we  can  find  ; 
But  (till,  Diana,  fortify  her  mind  !  [Exeunt* 

VOL.  X.  LI  Enter 
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Enter  Sophocles  and  Dorigen. 

Soph.  Weep  not,  bright  Dorigen ;  for  thou  haft  flood 
Conftant  and  chafte,  it  feems,  'gainft  gods  and  men, 
When  rocks  and  mountains  were  rcmov'd.     Thefc 

wonders 

Do  ftupify  my  feafes !  Martius, 
This  is  inhuman.     Was  thy  ficknefs  luft  ? 
Yet  were  this  truth,  why  weeps  (he  ?  Jealous  foul, 
What  doft  thou  thus  fuggeft?  Vows,  magick,  rocks, 
Fine  tales,  and  tears  ?  She  ne'er  complain'd  before. 
I  bade  her  vifit  him  ^  (he  often  did, 
Had  many  opportunities.     Humh!  'tis  naught :  Oh  ! 
Noway  but  this.    Come,  weep  no  more  -9  I'veponder'd 
This  miracle  ;  the  anger  of  the  gods, 
Thy  vow,  my  love  to  thed  and  Martius : 
He  muft  not  perifh,  nor  thou  be  forfworn, 
Left  worfe  fates  follow  us  :  Go,  keep  thy  oath  ? 
For  chafte,  and  whore,  are  words  of  equal  length. 
But  let  not  Martius  know  that  I  content. — 
Oh,  I  am  pull'd  in  pieces  ! 

Dor.  Ay  ?  fay  you  fo  ? 

I'll  meet  you  in  your  path.     Oh,  wretched  men  ! 
With  all  your  valour  and  your  learning,  bubbles  * 
Forgive  me,  Sophocles — Yet  why  kneel  I 
For  pardon,  having  been  but  over-diligenr, 
Like  an  obedient  fervant,  antedating 
My  lord's  command  ?  Sir,  I  have  often,  and  already 

given 

This  bofom  up  to  his  embraces,  and 
Am  proud  that  my  dear  lord  is  pleas'd  with  it; 
Whofe  gentle  honourable  mind  I  fee 
Participates  even  all,  his  wife  and  all, 
Unto  his  friend.    You're  fad,  Sir !  Martius  loves  me, 
And  I  love  Martius,  with  fuch  ardency 
As  never  married  couple  could  r  1  muft 
Attend  him  now.     My  lord,  when  you  have  need 
To  ufc  your  own  wife,  pray,  Sir,  fend  for  ine  ; 
'Till  then,  make  ufe  of  your  philofophy  !         [Extt. 
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Soph.  Stay,  Dorigen  !  Oh,  me,  inquifitive  fool  I 
Thou  that  didft  order  this  congested  heap 
When  it  was  chaos,  'twixt  thy  fpacious  palm?, 
Forming  it  to  this  vaft  rotundity, 
Difiblve  it  now  ;  fhuffle  the  elements, 
That  no  one  proper  by  itfelf  may  (land  ! 
Let  the  fea  quench  the  fun,  and  in  that  inftaitt 
The  fun  drink,  up  the  fea  !  Day,  ne'er  come  down, 
To  light  me  to  thofe  deeds  that  muft  be  done !  [Exit. 

Enter  Martins,  Valerius,  Captains  and  Soldiers,  with 
drums  and  colours,  at  one  door  j  and  Dorigen  with 
Ladies,  at  another, 

Dor.  Hail,  general  of  Rome !  From  Sophocles^ 
That  honours  Martius,  Dorigen  prefcnts 
Herfelf  to  be  difhonour'd  :  Do  thy  will  j 
For  Sophocles  commands  me  to  obey. 
Come,  violate  all  rules  of  holinefs, 
And  rend  the  confecrated  knot  of  love  ! 

Mar.  Never,  Valerius,  was  I  bleft  'till  now ! 
Behold  the  end  of  all  my  weary  fleps, 
The  prize  of  all  my  battles.     Leave  us,  all ; 
Leave  us  as  quick  as  thought.     Thus  joy  begin  ! 
In  zealous  love  a  minute's  lofs  is  fin. 

Val.  Can  Martius  be  fo  vile  ?  or  Dorigen  ? 

Dor.  Stay,  flay !  and,  monfler,  keep  thou  further  off! 
I  thought  thy  brave  foul  would  have  much,  much 

loath'd 

To  have  gone  on  flill  on  fuch  terms  as  this. 
See,  thou  ungrateful,  fince  thy  defperate  luft 
Nothing  can  cure  but  death,  I'll  die  for  thte, 
While  my  chafte  name  lives  to  pofterity. 

Mar.  Live,  live,  thou  angel  of  thy  fex !   Forgive, 
'Till  by  thofe  golden  trefles  thou  be'ft  fnatch'd 
Alive  to  Heav'n  ;  for  thy  corruption's 
So  little,  that  it  cannot  fuffer  death. 
Was  ever  fuch  a  woman  ?  Oh,  my  mirror  ! 
How  perfectly  thou  fhew'ft  me  all  my  faults, 
Which  now  I  hatej  and  when  I  next  attempt  thec, 

L  1  2  Let 
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Let  all  the  fires  in  the  zodiack 
Drop  on  this  curfed  head  ! 

Omnes.  Oh,  blefs'd  -event ! 

Dor.  Rife  like  the  fun  again  in  all  his  glory, 
After  a  dark  eclipie! 

Mar.  Never,  without  a  pardon* 

Enter  Sophocles,  and  two  or  three  with  him. 

t)or.  Sir,  you  have  forgiven  yourfclf. 

Soph.    Behold    their   impudence  !    are   my   words 

jut!  ? 

Unthankful  man,  viper  to  arms,  and  Rome 
Thy  natural  mother  !   have  I  warm'd'  thee  here 
T,o  corrode  ev'n  my'  heart  ?  Marti  us3  prepare 
To  kill  me,  or  be  kiil'd. 

Mar 4  Why,  Sophocles, 
Then  prithee  kill  me  ;   I  defer  ve  it  highly  ; 
For  I  have  both  tranfgrefs'd  'gainfb  men  and  gods  3 
But  am  repentant  now,  and  in  bcft  cafe 
T'  tincafe  my  foul  of  this  opprefiing  fiefh  ; 
Which,  tho5  (gods  witnefs)  ne'er  was  actually 
Injurious  to  thy  wife  and  thee,  yet  'twas 
Her  goodnefs  that  reftrain'd  and  held  me  now  : 
But  take  my  life,  dear  friend,  for  my  intent, 
Or  elfe  forgive  it ! 
'  ,Val.  By  the  gods  of  Athens, 
Thde  words  are  true,  and  all.  direct  again. 

Soph.  Pardon  me,  Dorigen  ! 

Mar.   Forgive .  mei  Sophocles, 
And  Dorigen  too,  and  every  one  that's  good  ! 

Dor.,  Rife,  noble  Roman.    Briov'd  Sophocles, 
Take  to  thy.  breaft  thy  friend  ! 

Mar.    And  to  thy  heart 

Thy  matchkfs  wife  !   Heav'n  has  not  ftufF  enough 
To  make  another  fuch  ;  for  if  it  could, 
Martins  would  marry  too.     For  thy  bleil  fake, 
(Oh,  thott  infinity  of  excel  knee) 
Henceforth  in  mens'  difcourfe  Rome  (hall  not  take 
The  wall  of  -Athens,  as 'tofore.     But  when 

In 
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In  their  fair  honours  we  to  fptak  do  come, 
We'll  fay  'twas  fo  in  Athens  and  in  Rome. 

[Exeunt  in  pomp. 
Diana  dejcen$s. 

Diana.  Honour,  fet  ope  thy  gates,  and  with  thee  bring? 
My  fervant  and  thy  friend,  fair  Dorigen  ; 
Let  her  triumph  with  him,  her  lord  and  friend, 
"Who,  tlio'  mil-led.  Hill  honour  was  their  end  ! 

\Flourifo. 

'Enter  the  Jliew  of  Honour  s  Triumph;  a  great  flour ijh  of 
trumpets  and  drums  within  ;  thsn  enter  a  noije  aj  of 
trumpets  founding  ch  ear  fully  ;  then  follows  an  armed 
knight  bearing  a  crimjon  banneret  in  hand,  with  the 
infcriptionVsilQUTi  by  h:s  fide  a  lady  bearing  a  watchet 
banneret,  the  infer  iption  Clemency  j  next  ^  Mar  tins  and 
Sophocles  with  coronets ;  next^  two  ladies,  one  bearing 
a  white  banneret,  the  injcriftion  Chaflity,  the  other 
a  blacky  the  injcription  Conllancy  ;  then  Dorigen 
crowned  •>  loft,  a  chariot  drawn  by  two  Moors,  in 
it  a  pcffin  crowned)  with  a  Jcepier  on  the  top,  in 
an  aniick  efcutcbson  is  written  Honour.  As  they  pajs 
ever,  Diar.a  cfccnds. 

Rin.  How  like  you  it  ? 

///.  Rarely  i  fo  well,  I  would  theyvyoulddo  it  again! 
How  many  of  our  wives  noiwa-days 
Would  defcrve  to  triumph. in  fuch  a  chariot  ? 

/&//. That's  all  one;  you  fee  they  triumph  in  carochesf 

Fri.  That  they  do,  by  the  mafs-,  but  not  all  neither; 
Many  of  them  are  content  with  carts.     But,  fignor, 
I  have  now  found  out  a  great  abfurdity,  i'faith. 

Rin.   What  was't  ? 

Fri.  The  Prologue,  prefenting  four  Triumphs, 
Made  but  three  legs  to  the  king  *4  :   A  three-Jegg'd 
Prolop-ue  ! 

\^.j 

.?Twas  monftrous. 


2>   A  noife  of  trumpets ;]   i.  e.  A  concert  of  trumpets.     See  note 
25  on  Wit  at  Several  Weapons. 

^  Three  legs  ;]  i.  e.  Tire?  bo~vs.     See  note  23  on  the  Queen  of 
porinth.  / 

L  1  ?  /^iff. 
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Rin.  'T  had  been  more  monftrous 
To  have  had  a  four-legg'done.  Peace !  the  king  fpeaks, 

Eman.  Here  was  a  woman,  Ifabel ! 

Ifab.  Ay,  my  lord, 

But  that  me  told  a  lie  to  vex  her  hufband ; 
Therein  fhe  fail'd. 

Eman.  She  ferv'd  him  well  enough ; 
He  that  was  fo  much  man,  yet  would  be  caft 
To  jealoufy  fbr  her  integrity. 
This  teacheth  us,  the  paffion  of  love 
Can  fight  with  foldiers,  and  with  fcholars  too. 

Ifab\  In  Martius,  clemency  and  valour  fhewns 
In  the  other,  courage  and  humanity  ; 
And  therefore  in  the  Triumph  they  were  ulher'd 
J3y  Clemency  and  Valour. 

Eman.  Rightly  obferv'd  ; 
As  me  by  Chaftity  and  Conftancy. 
What  hurt's  now  in  a  play,   againft  which  fomp  rail 
So  vehemently  ?  thou  and  I,  my  love, 
Make  excellent  ufe,  methinks  :  1  learn  to  be 
A  lawful  lover  void  of  jealoufy, 
And  thou  a  coriftant  wife.     Sweet  poetry's 
A  flower,  where  men,  like  bees  and  fpiders,  may 
Bear  poifon,  or  elfe  fweets  and  w^ax  away. 
Be  venom-drawing  fpiders  they  that  will  ! 

1  be  the  bee,  and  fuck  the  honey  ftill.       [Flourijh, 

Cupid  defcends. 

Cupid.    Stay,  clouds !    ye   rack  too  faft.    Bright 

Phcebus,  fee, 

Honour  has  triumph'd  with  fair  Chaftity: 
Give  Love  now  leave,  in  purity  to  {hew 
Unchafte  affeclions  fly  not  from  his  bow. 
Produce  the  fweet  example  of  your  youth, 
Whilft  I  provide  a  Triumph  for  your  truth, 

\Fkurijh* 

Enter  Violante  (with-child)  and  Gerrard. 

Viot  Why  does  my  Gerrard  grieve  ? 
&r.  Oh,  my  fwect  miftrefs, 

It 


REPRESENTATIONS,  IN  ONE.  537 

It  is  not  life  (which,  by  our  Milan  law, 

My  fact  hath  forfeited)  makes  me  thus  penfive; 

That  I  would  lofe  to  fave  the  little  finger 

Of  this  your  noble  burden  from  lead  hurt, 

Becaufe  your  blood  is  in't :  But  fince  your  love 

Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent, 

(Being  we  are  not  married)  your  dear  blood 

Falls  under  the  fame  cruel  penalty  ; 

And  can  Heaven  think  fit  you  die  for  me  ? 

For  Heav'n's  fake,  fay  I  ravifh'd  you  !   I'll  fwear  it, 

To  keep  your  life  fafe  and  repute  unftain'd  *5. 

Vio.  Oh,  Gerrard,  thou'rt  my  life  and  faculties, 
(And  if  I  lofe  thee,  I'll  not  keep  mine  own) 
The  thought  of  whom  fweetens  all  miferies. 
Wouldft  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
Unjuftly  fcandal  thee  with  ravifhment  ? 
It  was  Jo  far  from  rape,  that,  Heav'n  doth  know, 
If  ever  the  firft  lovers,  ere  they  fell, 
Knew  limply  in  the  Hate  of  innocence, 
Such  was  this  act,  this,  that  doth  afk  no  blufh ! 

Ger.  Oh,  but,  my  rareft  Violante,  when 
My  lord  Randulpho,  brother  to  your  father, 
Shall  underftand  this,  how  will  he  exclaim, 
That  my  poor  aunt,  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  nurs'd,  fince  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Mantua 
(Who  now  ufurps  it)  was  furpriz'd  !  that  time 
My  father  and  my  mother  were  both  (lain, 
With  my  aunt's  hufband,  as  me  fays,  their  dates 
Defpoil'd  and  feiz'd  ^  'tis  paft  my  memory, 
But  thus  me  told  me  :  Only  this  I  know, 
Since  I  could  underftand,  your  honour'd  uncle 
Hath  given  me  all  the  liberal  education 
That  his  own  fon  might  look  for,  had  he  one ; 
Now  will  he  fay,  Doll  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 
Oh  !   the  thought  kills  me. 

Vio.  Gentle,  gentle  Gerrard, 
Be  cheer'd,  and  hope  the  beft !  My  mother,  father, 

zs  To  keep  jour  life  and  your  repute  unftaind.]  The  text  from  firft 
folio, 

L  1  4  And 
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And  uncle,  love  me  mod  indulgently, 

Being  the  only  branch  of  all  their' (locks  : 

But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldll  not  grieve 

With  this  unwelcome  news,  lhall  ever  hear 

Violante's  tongue  reveal,  much  lefs  accuie, 

Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own  : 

I'll  rather  filent  die,  that  thou  may'ft  live 

To  fee  thy  little  offspring  grow  and  thrive. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Miftivfs,  away !  your  lord  and  father  feeks  you; 
I'll  convey  Gerrard  out  at  the  back-door. 
H'  has  fqund  a  hufband  for  you,  and  infults 
In  his  invention,  little  thinking  you 
Have  made  your  own  choice,  and  pofTds'd  him  too, 

Vio.  A  hufband  ?  it  muft  be  Gerrard,  or  my  death. 
Farewell  !  be  only  true  unto  thylelf, 
And  know,  HeavVs  goodnefs  lhall  prevented  be, 
lire  worthi^ft  Gerrard  fuffer  harm  for  me. 

Ger.  Farewell,   my  life  and  foul !   Aunt^  to  your 

counlcl 

I  flee  for  aid.     Oh,  unexpreffible  Love  !  thou  art 
.An  undigefted  heap  of  mix'd  extremes 
Whole  pangs  are  wakings,  and  whofepleafures  dreams. 

{Exeunt* 

Enter  Benvoglio,  Angel'md,  and  Ferdinand. 

Bcnv.  My  Angelina,  never  didft  thou  yet 
So  pleafe  me,  as  in  this  conlent^  and  yet 
Th'  hail  pleas'd  me  well,  I  fwear,  old  wench!  ha,  ha! 
Ferdinand,  Ihe's  thine  own  -9  thou'ft  have  her,  boy  i 
Afk  thy  gocd  lady  eife. 

Ferd.  Whom  (hall  I  have,  Sir  ? 

Benv.  Whom  do  you  think,  i'  faith  ? 

Ang.  Guefs  ! 

Ferd.  Noble  madam, 

I^may  hope  (prompted  by  my  fhallow  merit) 
Thro5  your  profound  grace,  for  your  chambermaid. 

Bsni\  How's  that  ?   how's  that  ? 

Ferd. 
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Fsrd.  Her  chambermaid,  my  lord  26. 

Benv.  Her  chamber-pot,  my  lord  ! — You  modeft 

ais! 

Thou  never  fhew'dft  thyfelf  an  afs  'till  now  : 
'Fore  Heav'n,  I'm  angry  with  thee !  Sirrah,  firrah, 
This  whitmeat  fpirit's  not  yours  legitimate  zy : 
Advance  your  hope,  an't  pleafe  you  !   guefs  again. 

Ang.  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher ;  aim  them 

right, 
Sir,  you  may  hit ;  you  have  the  faired  white  1S. 

Ferd.  If  I  may  be  ib  bold  then,  my  good  lord, 
Your  favour  doth  encourage  me  to  aipire 
To  catch  my  lady's  gentlewoman. 

Benv.  Where  ? 

Where  would  you  catch  her  ? — 
Do  you  know  my  daughter  Violante,  Sir  ? 

Ang.  Well  faid  •   no  more  about  th£  bum  ! 

Ferd.  My  good  lord,  ? 

I've  gaz'd  on  Violante,  and  theftars, 
Whole  heav'nly  influence  I  admir'd,  not  knew; 
Nor  ever  was  ib  fmful  to  believe 
I  might  attain  Jt. 

o 

Benv.  Now  you're  an  afs  again  •, 
For,  if  thou  ne'er  attain'ft,  'tis  only  Ions; 

16  Ferd.   Her  chambermaid,  my  lord. 

BENV.  Her,  &V]  Thi*  leition,  \vhich  redeems  the  pafTsge  from 
being  the  rankeil  nonfenfe,  is  only  in  lirft  folio.     Other  copies  reaU, 
FERD.  Her  chamber -pot,  my  lord.      You  modeji  afs. 

*7  This  whitmeat fylrit " s  not  yours,  legitimate.']  I  put  a  hyphen 
to  wvinxeat,  it  being  a  compound  word  like  Whit,  Sunday,  i.  e. 
White  Sunday,  alliidiug  to  the  white  garments  the  nevvly-txtptized 
ufed  to  wear.  It  would  be  an  affront  no  the  reader's  underllanding 
to  explain  the  meaning  of  njclit-msat fyirit  ;  he  will  obferve,  tint  I 
(cratch  out  a  comma,  after  yours,  undemanding  legitimate  adverbially, 
as  if  he  had  faid, — This  weak  effeminate  fpirit  is  not  legitimately 
yours,  you  had  it  not  from  your  father.  Seward. 

We  cannot  fee  the  ufe  of  the  hyphen.  Whitmeat  means  fnnply  'white 
meat,  which  is  the  moil  limple  innocent  food.  His  modcity  is  wnac 
Benvcglio  Here  means  to  reprehend. 

28  Sir,  you  may  hit ;  you  have  the  faireft  white.]  To  hit  the  tchitf 
is  a  term  freoueuiiy  ufed  in  our  Authors'  time  :  It  ;s  taken  from 
archery.  ^- 

of 
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Of  that  faint  heart  of  thine,  which  never  did  it. 

She  is  your  lord's  heir,  mine,  Benvoglio's  heir, 

My  brother's  too,  Randulpho's ;  her  defcent 

Not  behind  any  of  the  Millanois. 

And,  Ferdinand,  altho'  thy  parentage 

Be  unknown,  thou  know'ft  that  I've  bred  thee  up 

From  five  years  old ;  and  (do  not  blufli  to  hear  it) 

Have  found  thy  wifdom,  truft,  and  fair  fuccefs 

So  full  in  all  my  affairs,  that  I  am  fitter 

To  call  thee  mafter  than  thou  me  thy  lord  : 

Thou  can'ft  not  be  but  fprung  of  gentleft  blood  $ 

Thy  mind  mines  thro'  thee,  like  the  radiant  fun, 

Altho'  thy  body  be  a  beauteous  cloud. 

Come  !  feriouily  this  is  no  flattery ; 

And  well  thou  know'ft  it,  tho'  thy  modeft  blood 

Jlife  like  the  morning  in  thy  cheek  to  hear't : 

Sir,  I  can  fpeak  in  earnefl.     Virtuous  fervice, 

So  meritorious,  Ferdinand,  as  yours, 

(Yet  bamful  ftill,  and  filent?)  fhould  extract 

A  fuller  price  than  impudence  exa6b  : 

And  this  is  now  the  wages  it  mud  have; 

My  daughter  is  thy  wife,  my  wealth  thy  (lave. 

Ferd.  Good  madam,  pinch !  I  deep !  does  my  lord 

mock, 

And  you  afiift  ?  Cuftom's  inverted  quite ; 
for  old  men  now-a-days  do  flout  the  young. 

Beny.  Fetch  Violante  ! — As  I  intend  this 
Religioufly,  ]et  my  foul  find  joy  or  pain  ! 

[Exit  4ngelint.i 

Ferd.  My  honour'd  lord  and  mafter,  if  I  hold 
That  worth  could  merit  fuch  felicity, 
You  bred  it  in  me,  and  firft  purchased  it; 
It  is  your  own,  and  what  productions 
In  all  my  faculties  my  foul  begets, 
Your  very  mark  is  on ;  you  need  not  add 
Rewards  to  him,  that  is  in  debt  to  you. 
Vou Tav'd  my  life,  Sir,  in  the  maflacre  •, 
There  yon  brgot  me  new,  fince  fofter'd  me : 
Qh  !  can  I  iervc  too  much,  or  pray  for  you^ 

Alas: 
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Alas,  Yis  (lender  payment  to  your  bounty. 
Your  daughter  is  a  Paradife,  and  I 
Unworthy  to  be  fet  there  :  You  may  chufe 
The  royal'd  feeds  of  Milan. 

Eewv.  Prithee,  peace! 

Thy  goodnefs  makes  me  weep.     I  am  refolv'd  ; 
I  am  no  lord  o'  th'  time,  to  tie  my  blood 
To  fordid  muck  ;  1  have  enough  ;  my  name, 
My  date,  and  honours,  I  will  itore  in  thee, 
\Vhofe  wifdom  will  rule  well,  keep  and  encreafe  \ 
A  knave  or  fool,  that  could  confer  the  like, 
Would  bate  each  hour,  diminifh  every  day. 
Thou  art  her  prize-lot  then  *9,  drawn  out  by  fate ; 
An  honeft  wife  man  is  a  prince's  mate. 

Ferd.  Sir,  Heav'n  and  you  have  over-charg'd  my 

breaft 

With  grace  beyond  my  continence ;  I  mall  burft  ! 
The  blefiing  you  have  given  me,  witneis  faints, 
I  would  not  change  for  Milan  ! — But,  my  lord, 
Is  me  prepar'd  ? 

Bern).  What  needs  preparative, 
Where  fuch  a  cordial  is  prefcrib'd  as  thou  ? 
Thy  perfon  and  thy  virtues,  in  one  fcale, 
Shall  poize  hers,  with  her  beauty  and  her  wealth : 
If  not,  I  add  my  will  unto  thy  weight ; 
Thy  mother's  with  her  now.     Son,  take  my  keys ; 
And  let  thy  preparation  for  this  marriage, 
(This  welcome  marriage)  long  determin'd  here, 
Be  cjuick,  and  gorgeous. — Gerrard ! 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  My  good  lord, 

My  lord  your  brother  craves  your  conference 
Jnflantly,  on  affairs  of  high  import. 

Benv    Why,  what  news  ? 

Ger.  The  tyrant,  my  good  lord, 
Js  fick  to  death  of  his  old  apoplexy  j 

jW  price  /»/.]  So  former  copies, 

Whereof 
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Whereon  the  dates  advife,  that  letters  mifilve 
Beftraightdifpatch'd  to  all  the  neighbour-countries, 
And  fchec\ules  too  divulg'd  on  every  poft, 
To  enquire  the  loft  duke  forth  :  Their  purpofe  is 
To  re-inftate  him. 

Benv.  3Tis  a  pious  deed.  —  .- 
Ferdinand,  to  my  daughter  !  This  delay, 
Tho'  to  fo  good  a  purpofe,  angers  me; 
But  I'll  recover  it.     Be  fecret,  fon  ! 
Go  wooe  with  truth  and  expedition.  [Exit. 

Ferd.Q>\\,  my  unfoundedjoy!  How  fares  myGerrard, 
My  noble  twin-friend  r  —  Fy,  thy  look  is  heavy, 
Sullen,  and  four  j  blanch  it!  Didft  thou  know 
My  caufe  of  joy,  thou'dft  never  forrow  more, 
I  know  thou  lov'ft  me  fo.     How  doil  thou  ? 

Ger.  Well; 

Too  well  !  my  fraught  of  health  my  ficknefs  is  ; 
In  life,  I'm  dead;  by  living,  dying  frill. 

Ferd.  What  fublunary  mifchief  can  predominate 
A  wife  man  thus  ?  or  doth  thy  friendfhip  play 
(In  this  antipathous  extreme)  with  mine, 
Left  gladnefs  fuffocate  me  ?  I,  I,  I  do  feel 
My  fpirits  turn'd  to  fire,  my  blood  to  air, 
And  I  am  like  a  purified  effence 
Tried  from  all  droffy  parts  ! 

Ger.  Were't  but  my  life, 
The  lofs  were  facrifice  5°  ;  but  Virtue  muft 
For  me  be  (lain,  and  Innocence  made  duft  ! 

Fsrd.  Farewell,  good  Gerrard  ! 

Ger.  Deareft  friend,  (lay  ! 

FercL  Sad  thouglits  are  no  companions  for  me  now, 


5°  T/:e  lofi  'iwe  iacrific'd,  but  Virtue 

Mug'  for  me'  lejlain*  and  hnccsnce  made  duf.~\  It  is  no  wonder, 
that  the  editors  lljould.not  much  regard  thelcnie,  who  were  fo  totally 
riegligent  of  the  meafurc.  How  can  a  lofs  be  facrifcd?  \  read 
Jactifce^  i.  e.  my  iife  would  t-hen  be  not  fo  much  a  loft  as  a  facrifice 
tor  the  lake  of  the  per  Con  I  love.  The  correction  of  the  'metre  15 
very  obvious 

The  lofs  fiver  e  facrince,  for  Virtue  tnufl 

for  me  bs  jiaint  and  IXMCSHCC  v.ade  dujt.  SrzuarJ. 

Much 


REPRESENTATIONS,  IN  ONE.  543 

Much  lefs  fad  words  :  Thy  bofom  binds  fome  fecret, 
Which  do  not  truft  me  with  !  for  mine  retains 
Another,  which  I  mufi  conceal  from  thee. 

Ger.  I  would  reveal  it ;  'tis  a  heavy  tale  : 
Canft  thou  be  true,  and  fecret  ftill  ? 

Ferd.  Why,  friend, 
If  you  continue  true  unto  yourfe'lf, 
I  have  no  means  of  falfhood.     Lock  this  door  5 
Come,  yet  your  prifoner/s  -fure. 

Ger.  Stay,  Ferdinand ! 

Ferd.  What  is  this  trouble  ?  love  ? 
Why,  thou  art  capable  of  any  woman. 
Doth  want  opprefs  thee  ?  I  will  lighten  thee. 
Haft  thou  offended  lav/  ?  my  lord  and  thine, 
And  I,  will  fave  thy  life.     Does  fervitude 
Upbraid  thy  freedom,  that  fhe  fuffers  it  ? 
Have  patience  but  three  days,  and  I  will  make  the£ 
Thy  lord's  companion.     Can  a  friend  do  more  ? 

Ger.  Lend  me  the  means.     How  can  this  be  ? 

Ferd.  Fir  ft,  let 

This  cabinet  keep  your  pawn,  and  I  will  truft  5 
Yet,  for  the  form  of  fatisfadtion, 
Take  this  my  oath  to  boot :  By  my  prefum'd 
Gentry,  and  facred  known  Chriftianity, 
I'll  die3  ere  I  reveal  thy  truft ! 

Ger.  Then  hear  it ! 

Your  lord's  fair  daughter,  Violante,  is 
My  betroth'd  wife,  goes  great  with-child  by  me ; 
And,  by  this  deed,  L»oth  made  a  prey  to  law. 
How  may  I  faye  her  life  ?  advife  me,  friend. 

Ferd.  What  did  he  fay  ?  Gerrard,  whole  voice  was 

that  ? 

Oh,  death  unto  my  heart,  bane  to  my  foul ! 
My  wealth  is  vanifh'd  like  the  rich  man's  {lore  : 
In  one  poor  minute,  all  my  dainty  fare 
But  juggling  difhes  ;  my  fat  hope,  clefpair. 

Ger.  Is  this  fo  odious  ?  where's  your  mirth  ? 

Ferd.  Why,  thou 
Haft  robb'd  me  of  it !  Gerrard,  draw  ;hy  fword  .? 

And 
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And  if  thou  lov'ft  my  miftrefs'  chaftity, 
Defend  it,  elfe  I'll  cut  it  from  thy  heart, 
Thy  thievifh  heart  that  ftole  it,  and  reftojrc't; 
Do  miracles  to  gain  her ! 

Ger.  Was  flie  thine  ? 

Ferd.  Never*  but  inmywifh,  and  her  father's  vow* 
Which  now  he  left  with  me ;  on  fuch  fure  terms, 
He  caird  me  fon>  and  will'd  me  to  provide 
My  wedding  preparation. 

Ger.  Strange  ! 

Ferd.  Come,  let's 
Kill  one  another  quickly  I 

Ger.  Ferdinand, 

My  love  is  old  to  her*  thine  new-begdt : 
I  have  not  wrong'd  thee ;  think  upon  thine  oath ! 

Ferd.  It  manacles  me,  Gerhard  \  elfe  this  hand 
Should  bear  thee  to  the  law.     Farewell  for  ever ! 
Since  friendship  is  fo  fatal,  never  more 
Will  1  have  friend  :  Th'haft  put  fo  fure  a  plea, 
That  all  my  weal's  litigious  made  by  thee.       [Exit. 

Ger.  I  did  no  crime  to  you. — His  love  transports 

him  ! 

And  yet  I  mourn  that  cruel  defliny 
Should  make  us  two  thus  one  another's  drofs. 
We've  lov'd  fmce  boys ;  for  the  fame  time  caft  him 
On  lord  Benvoglio,  tha;  my  aunt  and  I 
Were  fucconr'd  by  Randulpho  :  Men  have  call'd  us 
The  parallels  of  Milan  ;  and  feme  faid 
We  were  not  much  unlike.     Olr,  Heav'n  divert, 
That  we  fhould  (ever  fmce  that  time)  be  breeding 
Mutual  deftrudtion ! 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Oh,  where  are  you  ? 

You  have  made  a  fair  hand  !  By  Heav'n,  yonder 
Is  your  aunt  with  my  lady :  She  came  in, 
Juft  as  fhe  was  wooing  your  miftrefs  for  another; 
And  what  did  me  Ihe,  but  out  with  her  purfe, 
And  fkew'd  all  the  naked  truth,  i'faith.  Fy  upon  you  ! 

You 
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You  fhould  never  truft  an  old  woman  with  a  fecret ; 
They  can't  hold,  they  cannot  hold  fo  well  as  we, 
An  you'd  hang  'em.     Firft,  there  was  fwearing  and 

{taring ; 

Then  there  was  howling  and  weeping, 
And  Ob)  my  daughter !  and  Ob,  my  mother! 

Ger.  The  effeft,  the  effedt  ? 

Dor.  Marry,  no  way,  but  one  with  you  ! 

Ger.  Why,  welcome ! 
Shall  flic  Tcape  ? 

Dor.  Nay,  fhe  has  made  her  'fcape  already. 

Ger.  Why,  is  Ihe  gone  ? 

Dor.  The  Tcape  of  her  virginity, 
I  mean.     You  men  are  as  dull,  you  can  conceive 
Nothing;  you  think  it  is  enough  to  beget. 

Ger.  Ay; 

But  furely,  Dorothea,  that  'fcap'd  not; 
Her  maidenhead  fuflfer'd. 

Dor.  And  you  were 
The  executioner. 

Ger.  But  what's  the  event  ? 
Lord,  how  thou  ftarv'ft  me,  Doll ! 

Dor.  '  Lord,  how  thou  ftarv'ft  me,  Doll  ?* 
By  Heav'n,  I  would  fain  fee  you  cry  a  little  ! 
Do  you  ftand  now,  as  if  you  could  get  a  child  ? 
Come,  I'll  rack  you  no  more ;  this  is  the  heart  of  the 

bufmefs — 

Always  provided,  fignor,  that  if  it  pleafe 
The  fates  to  make  you  a  lord,  you  be  not  proud, 
Nor  forget  your  poor  handmaid  Doll,  who  was 
Partly  accefTary  to  the  incifion  of 
This  Holofernian  maidenhead. 

Ger.  I  will  forget 
My  name  firft.     Speak  ! 

Dor.  Then  thus :  My  lady  knows  all ; 
Her  forrow  is  reafonably  well  digefted  -, 
Has  vow'd  to  conceal  it  from  my  lord, 
'Till  delay  ripen  things  better;  wills  you 
To  attend  her  this  evening  at  the  back-gate : 
I'll  let  you  in,  where  her  own  confeffor 

Shall 
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Shall  put  you  together  lawfully,  ere 

The  child  be  born ;  which  birth  is  very  near, 

I  can  aiTure  you.    All  your  charge  is  your  vigilance  ; 

And  to  bring  with  you  fome  truity  nurfe,  to  convey 

The  infant  out  of  the  houfe. 

Ger.  Oh,  beam  of  comfort ! 
Take  !  Go,  tell  my  lady 
I  pray  for  her  as  I  walk.     My  joys  fo  flow, 
That  what  I  fpeak  or  do,  I  do  not  know  !      [Exeunt. 

Dumb  Show.    - 

Enter  Violante  at  one  door,  weepingyfupported  by  Cornelia 
nnd  a  Friar ;  at  another  door>  Angelina  weepingy  at 
tended  by  Dorothea.  Violante  km  els  down  for  par  don  < 
Angelina  Jbewing  remorfey  takes  her  up,  and  cheers 
her  y  fo  doth  Cornelia.  Angelina  fends  Dorothea  for 
Gerrard.  Enter  Gerrard  with  Dorothea  ;  Angelina 
and  Cornelia  feem  to  chide  himy  Jhewing  Violante' s 
heavy  flight.  Violante  rejoiceth  in  him  >  he  makes 
fgns  of  forroWy  entreating  pardon :  Angelina  bring? 
Gerrard  and  Violante  to  the  Friar ;  he  joins  them  hand 
in  handy  takes  a  ring  from  Gerrardy  puts  it  on 
Violante' s  finger  y  blejfeth  them  ;  Gerrard  kiffetb  her ; 
the  Friar  takes  his  leave.  Violante  makes  Jbow  of 
great  painy  is  inflanily  conveyed  in  by  the  women, 
Gerrard  is  bid  flay  y  he  walks  in  meditation^  feeraing 
to  pray.  Enter  Dorotheay  whifpers  bimy  fends  him 
cut.  Enter  Gerrard  with  a  ffurje  blindfold ;  gives 
her  a  purfe.  To  them  enter  Angelina  and  Cornelia, 
with  an  infant }  they  prefent  it  to  Gerrard^  he  kijjeth 
and  bleffeth  it,  puts  it  into  the  Nurfc's  armsy  kneels  y 
end  takes  his  leave.  Exeunt  all  J  ever  ally. 

Er.ter-  Benvoglio  and-  Randulpho* 

Bern-.  He's  dead,  you  fay  then  ? 

Rand.  Certainly ;  and  to  hear 
The  people  now  diile6l  him  now  lie's  gone, 
Makes  my  ears  burn,  that  lov'd  him  not :  Such  libels,' 
Such  elegies  and  epigrams  they've  made, 
More  odious  than  he  was  !  —  Brother,  greaMnen 

Had 
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Had  need  to  live  by  love,  meting  their  deeds 
With  Virtue's  rule  3  found  with  the  weight  of  Judg 
ment 

Their  privat'ft  aftion  :  For  tho'  while  they  live, 
Their  power  and  policy  mafque  their  villainies, 
Their  bribes,  their  lufl,  pride,  and  ambition, 
And  make  a  many  Oaves  to  worfhip  'em, 
That  are  their  flatterers,  and  their  bawds  in  thefe ; 
Thefe  very  flaves  fhall,  when  thefe' great  beads  die, 
Publifh  their  bowels  to  the  vulgar  eye. 

Ben.  Tore   Heav'n,   'tis  true.     But  is  Rinaldo, 

brother, 
Our  good  duke,  heard  of  living  ? 

Rand.  Living,  Sir, 

And  will  be  ihortly  with  the  fenate  :  Has 
Been  clofe  conceal'd  at  Mantua,  and  relieved. 
But  what's  become  of  his,  no  tidings  yet ! 
But,  brother,  'till  our  good  duke  fhall  arrive, 
Carry  this  news  here.     Where's  your  Ferdinand  ? 

Benv.  Oh,  bufy.  Sir,  about  this  marriage : 
And  yet  my  girl  o'th'  fudden  is  fall'n  fick. 
You'll  fee  her,  ere  you  go  ? 

Rand.  Yes.     Well  I  love  her; 
And  yet  I  v/ifh  I  had  another  daughter 
To  gratify  my  Gerrard,  who,  by  Heaven, 
Is  all  the  glory  of  my  family, 
But  has  too  much  worth  to  live  fo  obfcure : 
I'll  have  him  fecretary  of  eftate 
Upon  the  duke's  return  •,  for,  credit  me, 
The  value  of  that  gentleman's  not  known: 
His  ftrong  abilities  are  fit  to  guide 
The  whole  republic  :  He  hath  learning,  youth, 
Valour,  difcretion,  honefty  of  a  faint. 
His  aunt  is  wondrous  good  too. 

Violante  discovered  in  a  bed ;    Angelina  and  Dorothea 
fitting  by  her. 

Benv.  You  have  fpoke 
The  very  character  of  Ferdinand  : 

VOL.  X.  M  m  One 
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One  is  the  other's  mirror. — How  now,  daughter  ? 

Rand.  How  fares  my  niece  ? 

Viol.  A  little  better,  uncle,  than  I  was, 
I  thank  you. 

Rand.  Brother,  a  mere  cold  ! 

Ang.  It  was 

A  cold  and  heat,  I  think ;  but,  Heav'n  be  thank'd, 
We've  broken  that  away. 

Benv.  And  yet,  Violante, 
You'll  lie  alone  Hill,  and  you  fee  what's  got. 

Dor.  Sure,  Sir,  when  this  was  got,  fhe  had  a  bed 
fellow. 

Rand.  What,  has  her  cholic  left  her  in  her  belly  ? 

Dor.  'T  has  left  her,  but  fhe  has  had  a  fore  fit. 

RattJ.Ayjfc&t  fame  cholic  and  ftone's  inherent  to  us 
O'th'  woman's  fide  !  our  mothers  had  them  both. 

Dor.  So  has  fhe  had,  Sir. — 
How  thefe  old  fornicators  talk  !  fhe  had 
More  need  of  mace-ale,  and  Rhenifti-wine  caudles, 
Heaven  knov/s,  than  your  aged  difcipline. 

Bern}.  Say, 
\ 

Enter  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  She  will  have  the  man  -,  and,  on  recovery, 
Will  wholly  be  difpos'd  by  you. 

Benv.  That's  my  wench  ! — 

How  now !  what  change  is  this  ?  Why?  Ferdinand, 
Are  thefe  your  robes  of  joy  fhould  be  indu'd  ? 
Doth  Hymen  wear  black  ?  I  did  fend  for  you 
To  have  my  honourable  brother  witnefs 
The  contract  I  will  make  'twixt  you  and  her. 
Put  off  all  doubt;  fhe  loves  you  :  What  d'ye  fay  ? 

Rand.  Speak,  man;  why  look  you  fo  di drafted ly  ? 

Ferd.Thcrt  are  your  keys.  Sir:  I'll  no  contract,  I, — 
Divineft  Violante,  I  will  ferve  you 
Thus  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  you. 
Juno  Lucina,  fer  of  em  ! 
My  inequality  afcends  no  higher  : 
I  dare  not  marry  you. 
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Benv.  How's  this  ? 

Ferd.  Good  night ! 

I  have  a  friend  has  almoft  made  me  mad : 
I  weep  fometimes,  and  inftantly  can  laugh  ; 
Nay,  I  do  dance,  and  fing,  and  fuddenly 
Roar  like  a  ftorm.  Strange  tricks  thefe  !  are  they  not  ? 
And  wherefore  all  this  ?  lhall  I  tell  you  ?  no  ! 
Thorough  mine  ears,  my  heart  a  plague  hath  caught ; 
And  I  have  vow'd  to  keep  it  clofe,  not  fhew 
My  grief  to  any,  for  it  has  no  cure. — 
On,  wandring  fteps,  to  fome  remote  place  move ! 
I'll  keep  my  vow,  tho'  I  have  loft  my  love.       [Exit. 

Benv. 'Fore  Heav'n,  diftraded  for  her!  Fare  ye  well! 
I'll  watch  his  fteps ;  for  I  no  joy  fhall  find, 
'Till  I  have  found  his  caufe,  and  calm'd  his  mind.  [Ex. 

Rand.  He's  overcome  with  joy. 

Ang.  JTis  very  ftrange. 

Jfcft/.WcU,  fifter,  I  muft  leave  you  -,  the  time's  bufy. 
Violante,  chear  you  up  !   And  I  pray  Heav'n 
Reflore  each  to  their  love,  and  health  again.    {Exit. 

Viol.  Amen,  great  uncle  ! — Mother,  what  a  chance 
Unluckily  is  added  to  my  woe, 
In  this  young  gentleman  ! 

Ang.  True,  Violante ; 

It  grieves  me  much. — Doll,  go  you  inftantly, 
And  find  out  Gerrard  !  tell  him  his  friend's  hap, 
And  let  him  ufe  beft  means  to  comfort  him ; 
But,  as  his  life,  preferve  this  fecret  ftill ! 

Viol.  Mother— I'd  not  offend  you — might  not  Ger 
rard 
Steal  in,  and  fee  me  in  the  evening  ? 

Ang.  Well; 
Bid  him  do  fo. 

Viol.  Heav'n's  blefling  o'  your  heart ! — 
Do  you  not  call  child-bearing  travel,  mother  ? 

Ang.  Yes. 

Viol.  It  well  may  be :  The  bare-foot  traveller 
That's  born  a  prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage, 
Whofe  tender  feet  kifs  the  remorfelefs  ftones 

M  m  2  Only, 
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Only,  ne'er  felt  a  travel  like  to  it. 

Alas,  dear  mother,  you  groan'd  thus  for  me ; 

And  yet,  how  difobedient  have  I  been  ! 

Ang.  Peace,  Violante  -,  thou  haft  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

Viol.  Gerrard  is  better,  mother : 
Oh,  if  you  knew  the  implicit  innocency 
Dwells  in  his  breaft,  you'd  love  him  like  your  pray'rs. 
I  fee  no  reafon  but  my  father  might 
Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleas'd  for  Ferdinand 
To  wooe  himfelf ;  and  Gerrard  ever  was 
His  full  comparative  :  My  uncle  loves  him, 
As  he  loves  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  No,  no>;  for  th'  world  ! 
Since  his  intent  is  crofs'd,  lov'd  Ferdinand- 
Thus  ruin'd,  and  a  child  got  out  of  wedlock, 
His  madnefs  would  purfue  ye  both  to  death  ! 

Viol.  As  you  pleafe,  mother.    I  am  now,  methinks, 
Even  in  the  land  of  Eafe;  I'll  fleep. 

Ang.  Draw  in 

The  bed  nearer  the  fire. — Silken  reft, 
Tie  all  thy  cares  up  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  and  Benvoglio  privately  after  him. 

Ferd.  Oh,  blefled  folitude !  Here  my  griefs  may 

fpeak  -, 

And,  Sorrow,  I  will  argue  with  thee  now. 
Nothing  will  keep  me  company  !  the  flowers 
Die  at  my  moan ;  the  gliding  filver  ftreams 
Haften  to  flee  my  lamentations ; 
The  air  rolls  from  'em  •,  and  the  golden  fun 
Is  fmother'd  pale  as  Phcebe  with  my  fighs ; 
Only  the  earth  is  kind,  that  flays  :  Then,  Earth, 
To  thee  will  I  complain.     Why  do  the  Heavens 
Impofe  upon  me  love  what  I  can  ne'er  enjoy3'  ? 

5*  Impofe  upon  me  lo<ve  ^vobat  I  can  nier  ttyoyPj  i-  e.  Force  me 
to  love  <vokat  I  cannot  obtain.  The  editors  of  1750  expunge  the  word 
upon,  lor  which  we  can  fee  no  reafon  ;  and  print  Love  as  aiubftantive, 
though  it  is  To  obvioufly  a  verb. 

Before 
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Before  fruition  was  impoffible, 

I  did  not  third  it  :  Gerrard,  fhe  is  thine, 

Seal'd  and  deliver'd;  but  'twas  ill  to  ftain 

Her  virgin  date,  ere  ye  were  married. 

Poor  infant,  what's  become  of  thee  ?  thou  know'ft 
not 

The  woe  thy  parents  brought  thee  to.    Dear  Earth, 

Bury  this  clofe  in  thy  fterility; 

Be  barren  to  this  feed,  let  it  not  grow  ! 

For  if  it  do,  'twill  bud  no  violet, 

Nor  gilly-flower,  but  wild  brier,  or  rank  rue, 

Unfavoury  and  hurtful. 
Benv.  Ferdinand, 

Thy  fteel  hath  digg'd  the  earth,  thy  words  my  heart. 
Ferd.  Oh,  I  have  violated  faith,  betray  'd 

My  friend  and  innocency  ! 
'Benv.  Defperate  youth, 
Violate  not  thy  foul  too  !  I  have  fhowers 
For  thee,  young  man;  but,  Gerrard,  flames  for  thee! 
Was  thy  bafe  pen  made  to  dafh  out  mine  honour, 
And  proditute  my  daughter?  baftard,  whore  ? 
Come,  turn  thy  female  tears  into  revenge, 
Which  I  will  quench  my  third  with,  ere  I  fee 
Daughter  or  wife,  or  branded  family. 
By  Heaven,  both  die  !  and,  for  amends, 
Fcrdinando,  be  my  heir  !  I'll  to  my  brother, 
Firft  tell  him  all,  then  to  the  duke  for  judice; 
This  morning  he's  receiv'd'*.     Mountains  nor  feas 
Shall  bar  my  flight  to  vengeance  !  the  foul  flain 
Printed  on  me,  thy  blood  lhall  rinfe  again.      [Exit. 

Ferd.  \  have  tranfgrefs'd  all  goodnefs,  witleOy 
Rais'd  mine  own  curies  from  pofterity  ! 
I'll  follow,  to  redrefs  in  what  I  may; 
If  not,  your  heir  can  die  as  well  as  they.  [Exit. 


2>  This  morning  be's  receiv'd.]    Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  arrt<v'dt 
lureiy  recei-v  d  is  infinitely  mote  expreffjve,  as  it  not  only  fpeaks 
niz'd  by  ail  his  fubjedts  as  cuke  of 
Sward. 

M  in  -3  "Dumb 


but 

his  arrival,   bai  his  being  rtcogniz'd  by  ail  his  fubjedts  as  cuke  of 
M;ian.  Sward. 
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Dumb  Show. 

Enter  duke  Rinaldo  with  attendants,  at  one  door  \  States* 

Randulpho,   and  Gerrard,  at  another  :  'They  kneel  to 

the  duke,  he  accepts  their  obedience,  and  raijes  them  up  ; 

(hey  prefer  Gerrard  to  the  duke,  who  entertains  him  ; 

they  Jeat  the  duke  in  ftate.     Enter  Benvoglio    and 

Ferdinand:  Benvoglio  kneels  for  juftice-,  Ferainand 

Jeems  to  reft  rain  him.     Benvoglio  gives  the  duke  a 

paper ;  duke  reads,  frowns  on  Gerrard,  Jhews  the 

paper  to  the  States,  they  Jeemjorry,  confult,  cauje  the 

guard  to  apprehend  him  ;  they  go  off  with  him.     tfhen 

Randulpho  and  Benvoglio  Jeem  to  crave  juftice,  duke 

vows  if,  and  exit  with  his  attendants.     Randulpho, 

Benvoglio,  and  Ferdinand  confer.     Enter  to  them 

Cornelia,  with  twofervants  -,  Jhe  Jeems  to  expoftulate, 

Randulpho  in/corn  caujeth  her  to  be  thruft  out  poorly. 

Exit  Randulpho.   Benvoglio  beckons  Ferdinand  to  him, 

with  much  Jeeming  paj/ion, /wears  him ^  then  ft  amps 

with  his  foot.     Enter  Dorothea  with  a  cup,  weeping, 

Jhe  delivers  it  to  Ferdinand,  who  with  difcontent  exit^ 

and  exeunt  Benvoglio  and  Dorothea. 

Enter  Violante. 

Viol.  Gerrard  not  come  ?  nor  Dorothy  returned  ? 
What  adverfe  ftar  rul'd  my  nativity  ? 
The  time  to-night  hath  been  as  dilatory 
As  languifhing  confumptions.     But  'till  now, 
I  ne'er  durft  fay,  my  Gerrard  was  unkind. 
Heav'n  grant  all  things  go  well !  and  nothing  does, 
If  he  be  ill,  which  I  much  fear  !  My  dreams 
Have  been  portentous  ;  I  did  think  I  law 
My  love  array'd  for  battle  with  a  beaft, 
A  hideous  monfler,  arm'd  with  teeth (and  claws, 
Grinning,  and  venomous,  that  fought  to  make 
Both  us  a  prey ;  on's  tail  was  lafh'd  in  blood 
Law  ;  and  his  forehead  I  did  plainly  fee 
Held  characters  that  fpell'd  authority.- 
This  rent  my  (lumbers  -,  and  my  fearful  foul 

Ran 
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Ran  fearching  up  and  down  my  difmay'd  bread, 
To  find  a  port  t'  efcape.     Good  faith,  I'm  cold  ; 
But  Gerrard's  love  is  colder:  Here  I'll  fit, 
And  think  myfelf  away. 

Enter  Ferdinand^  with  a  cup  and  a  letter. 

Ferd.  The  peace  of  love 
Attend  the  fweet  Violante  !  Read  ; 
Tor  the  fad  news  I  bring  I  do  not  know : 
Only  I  am  fworn  to  give  yon  that,  and  this. 

Viol.  Is  it  from  Gerrard  ?  Gentle  Ferdinand, 
How  glad  am  I  to  fee  you  thus  well  reftor'd  ! 
In  troth  he  never  wrong'd  you  in  his  life, 
Nor  I,  but  always  held  fair  thoughts  of  you  : 
Knew  not  my  father's  meaning  'till  of  late  ; 
Could  never  have  known  it  foon  enough  ^  For,  Sir, 
Gerrard's  and  my  affeclion  began 
In  infancy  :  My  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither;  you  were  fuch  another; 
The  little  boy  would  kifs  me,  being  a  child, 
And  fay  he  lov'd  me,  give  me  all  his  toys, 
Bracelets,  rings,  fweetmeats,  all  his  rofy  fmiles : 
I  then  would  ftand,  and  ftare  upon  his  eyes, 
Play  with  his  locks,  and  fwear  I  lov'd  him  too  ; 
For  fure,  methought,  he  was  a  little  Love  ! 
He  woo'd  fo  prettily  in  innocence, 
That  then  he  warm'd  my  fancy  ;  for  I  felt 
A  glimmering  beam  of  love  kindle  my  blood, 
Both  which,  time  fmce  hath  made  a  flame  and  flood. 

Ferd.  Oh,  gentle  innocent !  methinks  it  talks 
Like  a  child  ftill,  whofe  white  fimplicity 
Never  arriv'd  at  fin.     Forgive  me,  lady  ! 
I  have  deftroy'd  Gerrard  and  thee;  rebell'd 
Againft  Heav'n's  ordinance ;  dif-pair'd  two  doves, 
Made  'em  fit  mourning ;  fiaughter'd  love,  and  cleft 
The  heart  of  all  integrity.     This  breaft 
Was  trailed  with  the  fee  ret  of  your  vow, 
By  Gerrard,  and  reveal'd  it  to  your  father. 

Viol.  Ha! 

M  m  4  Ferd. 
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Ferd.  Read,  and  curfe  me  ! 

Viol.  Neither  :  I  will  never 
Nor  write,  nor  read  again  ! 

Ferd.  My  penance  be  it ! 
f  Your  labyrinth  is  found,  your  luft  proclaimed/ 

[Reeds. 

Viol.  Luft  ?  hum  ! 
My  mother  fure  felt  none  when  I  was  got. 

Ferd.  c  I,  and  the  law,  implacably  offended ;' 
c  Gerrard's  imprifon'd,  and  to  die.' 

Viol.  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 

Ferd.  cAnd  7011  tofuffer,  with  rer"  --h  and  feoffs, 
*  A  public  exception.     I  have  feiii:  you 
c  An  antidote  'gainft  fharne,  poifon,  by  him 
c  You  have  moft  wrong'd  :    Give  him  your  penitent 
tears/ 

Vial.  Hum !  'tis  not  truth. 

Ferd.  c  Drink,  and  farewell  for  ever  ! 
c  And  tho'  thy  whoredom  blemifh  thy  whole  line, 
c  Prevent  the  hangman's  ftroke,  and  die  like  mine/ 

Viol.  Oh,  woe  is  me  for  Gerrard  !  I  have  brought 
Confufion  on  the  nobleil  gentleman 
That  ever  truly  lov'd.     But  we  fliall  meet 
'  Where  our  condemners  fhall  not,  and  enjoy 
A  more  refin'd  affection  than  here : 
No  law  nor  father  hinders  marriage  there 
'Twixt  fouls  divinely  affied  as  (fure)  ours  were ; 
There  we  will  multiply  and  generate  joys, 
Like  fruitful  parents. — Lucklefs  Ferdinand, 
Where's  the  good  old  gentlewoman,  my  hufband's 
aunt  ? 

Ferd.  Thrufl  from  your  uncle,  to  all  poverty. 

Viol.  Alas,  the  pity  !  Reach  me,  Sir,  the  cup  : 
I'll  fay  my  prayers,  and  take  my  father's  phyfic. 

Ferd.  Oh,  villain  that  I  was,  I  had  forgot 
To  fpill  the  reft,  and  am  unable  now 
To  ftir  to  hinder  her  ! 

Viol.  WThat  ail  you,  Sir  ? 

Ferd.  Your  father  is  a  monfter,  I  a  villain, 

This 
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This  tongue  has  kill'd  you  ! — Pardon,  Violante  ! 
Oh,  pardon,  Gerrard  !  and  for  facrifice 
Accept  my  life,  to  expiate  my  fault :' 
I  have  drunk  up  the  poifon. 

Viol.  Thou  art  not  fo 
Uncharitable  !  a  better  fellow  far ; 
Th'haft  left  me  half.     Sure  Death  is  now  a-dry, 
And  calls  for  more  blood  ftill  to  quench  his  thirft, 
I  pledge  thee,  Ferdinand,  to  Gerrard's  health ! 
Dear  Gerrard,  poor  aunt,  and  unfortunate  friend  ! 
Ah  me,  that  love  ihould  breed  true  lovers'  end ! 

Ferd.  Stay,  madam,  flay !  help,  hoa  !  for  Heav  Vs 

fake,  help  ! 

Improvident  man  !  that  good  I  did  intend 
For  fatiifaction,  faving  of  her  life, 
My  equal  cruel  flars  made  me  forget ". 

Enter  Angelina  with  two  Servants. 

Ang.  What  fpe&acie  of  death  aflaults  me?  oh! 

Viol.  My  deareft  mother,  I  am  dead  :  I  leave 
Father,  and  friends,  and  life,  to  follow  Love. 
Good  mother,  love  my  child,  that  did  no  ill. 
Fy,  how  men  lie,  that  fay,  death  is  a  pain  ! 
Or  has  he  chang'd  his  nature  ?  like  foft  fleep 
He  feizes  me.     Your  bleffing  !  Lafl,  I  crave, 
That  I  may  reft  by  Gerrard  in  his  grave. 

Ferd.  There  lay  me  too.     Oh,  noble  miftrefs,  I 
Have  caus'd  all  this,  and  therefore  juftly  die. 
That  key  will  open  all. 

Ang.  Oh,  viperous  father  ! — 

For  Heav'n's  fake,  bear  'em  in  !  Run  for  phyficians, 
And  medicines  quickly  !  Heav'n,  thou  fhalt  not  have 
her 

3*   My  equal  cruel  ft 'ars,  &c.  ]   Mr.  Sympfon  would  read, 

My  unequal  cruel  Jiars 

but  as  equal  is  good  fenfe,  I  don't  change  the  text  ;  I  underftand 
equal  adverbially,  «ZN«,  my  ftars  equally  cruel  in  this  inibince  as  in  all 
other?. 
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Yet ;  'tis  too  foon  :  Alas,  I  have  no  more ; 

And  taking  her  away,  thou  robb'ft  the  poor  !    [Exf* 

\_FlcuriJh. 

Enter  Rinaldo,  States,  Randulpho>  Benvcgtio,  Gerrard> 
Executioner,  and  Guard. 

Rin.  The  law,  as  greedy  as  your  red  defire, 
Benvoglio,  hath  caft  this  man  :  'Tis  pity 
So  many  excellent  parts  are  fwallow'd  up 
In  one  foul  wave.     Is  Violante  fent  for  ? 
Our  juflice  muft  not  lop  a  branch,  and  let 
The  body  grow  ft  ill. 

Benv.  Sir,  me  will  be  here, 
Alive  or  dead,  I  am  fure. 

Ger.  How  chearfully  my  Countenance  comments 

death  ! 

That  which  makes  men  feem  horrid,  I  will  wear 
Like  to  an  ornament.     Oh,  Violante! 
Might  my  life  only  fatisfy  the  law, 
How  jocundly  my  foul  would  enter  Heav'n  ! 
Why  fhouldft  thou  die  ?  thou  wither'ft  in  thy  bud, 
As  I  have  feen  a  rofe,  ere  it  was  blown. — 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  the  ftatute  may 
(In  this  cafe  made)  be  read :  Not  that  I  hope 
T'  extenuate  my  offence  or  penalty, 
But  to  fee  whether  it  lay  hold  on  her. 
And.fmce  my  death  is  more  exemplary 
Than  juft,  this  publick  reading  will  advife 
Caution  to  others, 

Rin.  Read  it. 

Rand.  Brother,  does  not 
Your  foul  groan  under  this  feverity  ? 

Sec.  [reads.']  '  A  ftatute  provided  in  cafe  of  unequal 

*  matches,  marriages  againil  parents'  confent,  dealing 
c  of  heirs,  rapes,  prostitutions,  and  fuch-like:  That  if 
c  any  perfon  meanly  defcended,  or  ignorant  of  his  own 
'  parentage,  which  implies   as  much,   mall,  with  a 

*  foul     intent,    unlawfully  foiicit  the   daughter    of 

*  any  peer  of  the  dukedom,  he  iliall  for  the  fame 

6  offt-nce 
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offence  forfeit  his  right-hand :  But  if  he  further 
proftitute  her  to  his  luft,  he  fhall  firft  have  his 
right-hand  cut  off,  and  then  fuffer  death  by  the 
common  executioner.  After  whom,  the  lady  fo 
offending  fhall  likewife  the  next  day,  in  the  fame 
c  manner,  die  for  the  facV 

Ger.  This  ftatute  has  more  cruelty  than  fenfe  ! 
I  fee  no  ray  of  mercy.     Muft  the  lady 
Suffer  death  too  ?  Suppofe  fhe  were  enforc'd, 
By  fome  confederates  borne  away,  and  ravifh'd  ^ 
Is  fhe  not  guiltlefs  ? 

Rin.  Yes,  if  it  be  prov'd. 
Ger.  This  cafe  is  fo  :  I  ravifh'd  Violante. 
State.  Who  ever  knew  a  rape  produce  a  child  ? 
Benv.  Pifh!  thefeareidle.  Will  your  Grace  command 
The  executioner  proceed  ? 
Rin.  Your  office ! 

Ger.  Farewell  to  thy  enticing  vanity, 
Thou  round  gilt  box,  that  doft  deceive  man's  eye  ! 
The  wife  man  knows,  when  open  thou  art  broke, 
The  treafure  thou  includ'It  is  duft  and  fmoke  ; 
Even  thus,  I  cail  thee  by.     My  lords,  the  law 
Is  but  the  great  man's  mule  ;  he  rides  on  it, 
And  tramples  poorer  men  under  his  feet : 
Yet  when  they  come  to  knock  at  yon  bright  gate, 
One's  rags  fhall  enter  'fore  the  other's  ftate. 
Peace  to  ye  all  ! — Here,  firrah,  ftrike  ! — This  hand 
Hath  Violante  kifs'd  a  thoufand  times ; 
It  fmells  fweet  ever  fince  :  This  was  the  hand 
Plighted  my  faith  to  her ;  do  not  think  thou  canft 
Cut  that  in  funder  with  my  hand.     My  lord, 
As  free  from  fpeck  as  this  arm  is,-  my  heart 
Is  of  foul  lull,   and  every  vein  glides  here 
As  full  of  truth. — Why  does  thy  hand  fhake  fo  ? 
'Tis  mine  muft  be  cut  off,  and  that  is  firm ; 
For  it  was  ever  coniiant. 

'Enter  Cornelia. 

Cor.  Hold!  your  fentence 

Unjuftlr 
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Unjuftly  is  pronounced,  my  lord  !  This  blow 

Cuts  your  hand  off;  for  his  is  none  of  yours, 

But  Violante's,  given  in  holy  marriage 

Before  me  was  deliver'd,  confummated 

With  th}  free  will  of  her  mother,  by  her  confeiTor, 

In  lord  Benvoglio's  houfe. 

Ger.  Alas,  good  aunt, 
That  helps  us  nothing  ;  elfe  I  had  reveal'd  it. 

Rift.  What  woman's  this  ? 

Benv.  A  bafe  confederate 
In  this  proceeding,  kept  of  alms  long  time 
By  him  ;  who  now,  expos'd  to  mifery, 
Talks  thus  diftradedly.      Attach  her,  guard  ! 

Rand.  Your  cruelty,  brother,  will  have  end. 

Cor.  You'd  beft 
Let  them  attach  my  tongue. 

Rin.  Good  woman,  peace ! 

For,  were  this  truth,  it  doth  not  help  thy  nephew : 
The  law's  infring'd  by  their  diiparity  ; 
That  forfeits  both  their  lives. 

Cor.  Sir,  with  your  pardon, 
Had  your  Grace  ever  children  ? 

Rin.  Thou  hail  put 

A  queftion,  whole  (harp  point  toucheth  my  heart ! 
I  had  two  little  fons,  twins,   who  were  both 
(With  my  good  duchefs)  (lain,  as  1  did  hear, 
At  that  time  when  my  dukedom  was  furpriz'd. 

Cor.  I  have  heard  many  fay,  my  gracious  lord, 
That  I  was  wondrous  like  her. 

Qmnes.  Ha ! 

Rin.  By  all  man's  joy,  it  is  Cornelia, 
My  dearelt  wire  ! 

Cor.  To  ratify  me  her, 

Come  clown,  Alphonfo,  one  of  thofe  two  twins,      • 
And  take  thy  father's  blefilng  !   Thou  halt  broke 
No  law,  thy  birth  being  above  thy  wife's  : 
Afcanio  is  the  other,  nam'd  Fernando, 
Who,  by  remote  means,  to  my  lord  Benvoglio 
I  got  preferred  -9  and  in  poor  habits  clad, 

(You 
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(You  fled,  and  th*  innovation  laid  again) 
I  wrought  myielf  into  Randulpho's  lervice, 
With  my  eldeft  boy  i  yet  never  durft  reveal 
What  they  and  I  were,  no,  not  to  themfelves, 
Until  the  tyrant's  death. 

Rin.  My  joy  has  fill'd  me 
Like  a  full-winded  fail  !    I  cannot  fpeak  ! 

Ger.  Fetch  Violante  and  my  brother. 

Benv.  Run, 

Run  like  a  fpout,  you  rogue!  A  pox  o'poifon! 
That  little  whore  I  trufted  will  betray  me. 
Stay,  hangman  !   I  have  work  for  you  :  There's  gold; 
Cut  off  my  head,  or  hang  me,  prefently  ! 

Soft  mufick.  Enter  Angelina,  with  the  bodies  of  Fer 
dinand  and  Violante  on  a  bier-,  Dorothea  carry  ing  the 
cup  and  letter,  which  /he  gives  to  Rinaldo  •>  he  reads  ^ 

Jecms  forrowful-,  /hews  it  to  Cornelia  and  Gerrard, 
they  lament  over  the  bier.  Randulpho  and  Benvoglio 

Jeem  fearful,  andfeem  to  report  to  Angelina  and  Doro 
thea  what  hath  p tiffs d  before. 

Rand.  This  is  your  rafhnefs,  brother ! 

Rin.  Oh,  joy,  thou  wert  too  great  to  lad ; 
This  was  a  cruel  turning  to  our  hopes ! 
Unnatural  father  !   poor  Afcanio  ! 

Ger,  Oh,  mother  !  let  me  be  Gerrard  again, 
And  follow  Violante ! 

Cor.  Oh,  my  Ion 

Rin.  Your  lives  yet,  bloody  men,  (hall  anfwer  this. 

Dor.  I  mud  not  lee  'em  longer  grieve. — My  lord, 
Be  comforted  ;  let  fadnefs  generally 
Forfake  each  eye  and  bofoii  •,  they  both  live  : 
For  poifon,  I  infus'd  mere  opium  ; 
Holding  compulnve  perjury  lefs  fin 
Than  fuch  a  loathed  murder  would  have  been. 

Omnes.  Oh,  blefied  maiden  ! 

Dor.  Mufick,  gently  creep 
Into  their  ears,  and  fright  hence  lazy  fleep  ! 
Morpheus,  command  thy  fervant  Sleep 
In  leaden  chains  no  longer  keep 

This 
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This  prince  and  lady !  Rife,  wake,  rile, 
And  round  about  convey  your  eyes  ! 
Rife,  prince ;  go,  greet  thy  father  and  thy  mother ; 
Rife  thou,  tj  embrace  thy  hufband  and  thy  brother. 

Kin.  Cor.  Son,  daughter  ! 

Ferd.  Father,  mother,  brother  34  ! 

Ger.  Wife! 

Viol.  Are  we  not  all  in  Heav'n  ? 

Ger.  Faith,  very  near  it. 

Ferd.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Rin.  Hear  it  ! 

Dor.  If  I  had  ferv'd  you  right,  I  fhould  have  feen 
Your  old  pate  oft,  ere  I  had  reveal'd. 

Benv.  Oh,  wench  ! 

Oh,  honeft  wench  !   if  my  wife  die,  I'll  marry  thee  : 
There's  my  reward  3S. 

Rin.  SI  is  true. 

Ferd.  'Tis  very  flrange  ?6. 

Ger.  Why  kneel  you,   honeft  mailer  ? 

Ferd.  My  good  lord  ! 

Ger.  Dear  mother ! 

Rin.  Rife,  rife  !  all  are  friends.     I  owe  ye 
For  all  their  boards:  And,  wench,  take  thou  the  man 
Whofe  life  thou  fav'dft  ;    lefs  cannot  pay  thy  merit. 
How  fhall  I  part  my  kifs  ?  I  cannot  !  let 

'+  Ferd.   Father,  mother •,  brother. 

Ger.  Wife.~\  According  to  this  reading  Ferdinand  \vhofe  fenfes 
were  but  juft  recovered,  knows  perfectly  all  that  has  paft  whilft  he 
was  afleep ;  although  he  afterwards  aflis  how  can  this  be.  I  firft 
thought  a  note  of  interrogation  might  folve  it,  by  fuppofing  Cor 
nelia  to  have  informed  him  in  a  whifper  and  then  he  might  aflt  the 
queilion. 

Father  ?  mother  ?  Irotbw  ? 

But  putting  the  whole  intoGerrard's  mouth  takes  away  the  difficulty 
much  more  eafily.  Seward. 

We  think  the  old  reading  beft,  and  don't  underftand  the  objedion. 

35  Thereof  thy  reward.]  Text  from   firft  folio.     It  means,   MY 
rewarding  YOU. 

'6  Ferd.  Tw  true. 

Rin.  'TVj  <very  flrange."\  Here  again  the  fpcakers  were  evidently 
wrong,  and  had  changed  place; .  Seward. 

One 
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One  generally  therefore  join  our  cheeks. 

A  pen  of  iron,  and  a  leaf  of  brafs, 

To  keep  this  itory  to  eternity, 

And  a  Promethean  wit!  —  Oh,  facred  Love, 

Nor  chance,  nor  death,  can  thy  firm  truth  remove, 

\Extunt.     Flour  ijh. 

Eman.  Now,  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  This  can  true  love  do. 
I  joy  they  all  ib  happily  are  pleas'd  ! 
The  ladies  and  the,  brothers  muft  triumph. 

Em  an.  They  do^ 
For  Cupid  fcorns  but  t'  have  his  Triumph  too. 

[Flour  iff  j. 


'Triumph. 

Enter  divers  muftcians,  then  certain  fingers  I  ear  ing  ban 
nerets  infcribedy  Truth,  Loyalty,  Patience,  Concord  ; 
next,  Gerrard  and  Ferdinand  with  garlands  of  rofes  ; 
then  Violante  \  laft,  a  chariot  drawn  hy  two  Cufids9 
and  a  Cupid  fitting  in  it. 

Flour  ijh.    Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  Love,  and  the  (trength  of  fair  affection, 
Moil  royal  Sir,  what  long  feem'd  loft,  have  won 
Their  perfect  ends,  and  crown'd  thofe  conftant  hearts 
With  lading  triumph,  whole  moft  virtuous  parts, 
Worthy  defires,  and  love,  {hall  never  end. 
Now  turn  we  round  thefcerie;  and,  great  Sir,  lend 
A  fad  and  ferious  eye  to  this  of  Death. 
This  black  and  difmal  triumph;  where  man's  breath, 
Defert,   and  guilty  blood,  afcend  the  ftage  ; 
And  view  the  tyrant,  ruin'din  his  rage.  [Exit.  Fkurijh. 

Enter  Laval!,  Gabriellay  and  Maria, 

Gab.  N0,  good  my  lord,  I  am  not  now  to  find 
Your  long  neglect  of  me  :  All  thofe  affections 
You  came  firit  clad  in  to  my  love,  like  fummsr, 
Lufty  and  full  of  life  ;  all  thofe  defires 
That  like  the  painted  fpring  bloom'd  round  about  ye, 

Giving 
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Giving  the  happy  promife  of  an  harveft, 
How  have  I  fcrcn  drop  off,  and  fall  forgotten  f 
With  the  lead  luilre  of  another's  beauty, 
How  oft,  forgetful  lord,  have  I  been  blafted  ! 
Was  I  ib  eafily  won  ?  or  did  this  body 
Yield  to  your  falfe  embraces,  with  lefs  labour 
Than  if  you'd  carried  fome  ftrong  town  ? 

Lav.  Good  Gabriella  ! 

Gab.  Could  all  your  fubtilties  and  fighs  betray  me, 
The  vows  ye  fliook  me  with,  the  tears  ye  drown'd  me, 
'Till  I  came  fairly  off  with  honour'd  marriage  ? 
Oh,  fy,  my  lord  ! 

Lav.  Prithee,  good  Gabriella  ! 

Gab.  'Would  1  had  never  known  you,  nor  your 

honours  J 

They're  ftuck  too  full  of  griefs.    Oh,  happy  women, 
That  plant  your  love  in  equal  honeft  bofoms, 
Whofe  fweet  defires,  like  rofes  fet  together, 
Make  one  another  happy  in  their  bluihes, 
Growing  and  dying  without  fenfe  of  greatnefs, 
To  which  I  am  a  flave  !  and  that  bleit  facrament 
That  daily  makes  millions  of  happy  mothers, 
Link'd  me  to  this  man's  luft  alone,  there  left  me  : 
I  dare  not  fay  I  am  his  wife,  'tis  dangerous  ; 
His  love,  I  cannot  fay.    Alas,  how  many 

Lav.  You  grow  too  warm  -9  pray  you  be  content ! 

You  belt  know 

The  time's  neceflity,  and  how  our  marriage, 
Being  fo  much  unequal  to  mine  honour, 
While  the  Duke  lives,  I  (landing  high  in  favour, 
(And,  whilfl  I  keep  that  fafe,  next  to  the  dukedom) 
Muft  not  be  known,  without  my  utter  ruin. 
Have  patience  for  awhile,  and  do  but  dream,  wench, 
The  glory  of  a  duchefs. — How  fhe  tires  me  ! 
How  dull  and  leaden  is  my  appetite 
To  that  dale  beauty  now  !  Oh,  I  could  curfe 
And  crucify  myfelf  for  childifh  doting 
Upon  a  face  that  feeds  not  with  frefh  figures 
Every  frefh  hour  ^  Ihe's  now  a  furfeit  to  me! — 

Enter 
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Enter  Gentille. 

Who's  that  ?  Gentille  ? — I  charge. ye,  no  acquaintance. 
You  nor  your  majd,  with  him,  nor  no  difcourfe, 
'Till,  times  are  riper  ? 

Gent.  Fy,  my  noble  lord  ! 
Can  you  be  now  a  ftranger  to  the  court, 
When  your  mod  virtuous  bride  the  beauteous  Hellena^ 
Stands  ready  like  a  ilar  to  gild  your  happinefs  ? 
When  Hymen's  lufly  fires,  are  now  a-lighting, 
And  all  the"  flower  of  Anjou • 

Lav.  Some  few  trifles, 
For  matter  of  adornment,  have  a  little 
Made  me  fo  flow,  Gentille;  which  now  in  readinefs-j 
I  am  for  court  immediately. 

Gent.  Take  heed,  Sir  ! 
This  is  no  time  for  trifling,  nor  me  no  lady , 
To.  be  now  entertain'd  with  toys ;  'twill  coft  you      •  i 

Lav.  You're  an  old  cock,  Gentille. 

Gent.  By  your  lordihip's  favour — : — 

Lav.  Prithee,  away  !  'twill  lofe  time. 

Gent.  Oh,  my  lord. 
Pardon  me  that,  by  all i  means  ! 

Lav.  We  have  bufinefs 
A-foot,  man,  of  more  moment ! 

Gent*  Than  my  manners  ? 
I  know  none,  nor  I  feek  none. 

Lav.  Take  tomorrow ! 

Gent.  Even  now,   by  your  lordmip's  leave.— Ex-* 

cellent  beauty, 

My  fervice  here  I  ever  dedicate, 
In  honour  of  my  bed  friend,  your  dead  father^ 
To  you,  his  living  virtue;  and  wifli  heartily, 
That  firm  affection  that  made  us  two  happy, 
May  take  as  deep  undying  rootj  and  flourifti 
Betwixt  my  daughter  Cafta,  and  your  goodnefs, 
Who  fhall  be  ftill  your  fervanu 

Gab.  I  much  thank  you. 

Lav.  Pox  o'  this  dreaming  puppy  ! — Will  you  go? 

Sir  ? 
VOL.  X.  N  n  Gent. 
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Gent.  A  little  more,  good  lord ! 

Lav.  Not  now,  by  Heaven  ! 
Come,  I  muft  ufe  you. 

Gent.  Goodnefs  dwell  ftill  with  you  ! 

\Excunt  Gent,  and  Lav* 

Gal.  The  fight  of  this  old  gentleman,  Maria, 
Pulls  to  mine  eyes  again  the  living  pifture 
Of  Perolot  his  virtuous  fon,  my  firft  love, 
That  died  at  Orleans. 

Maria.  You  have  felt  both  fortunes, 
And  in  extremes,  poor  lady  !  for  young  Perolot, 
Being  every  way  unable  to  maintain  you, 
Durft  not  make  known  his  love  to  friend  or  father  ; 
My  lord  Lavall,  being  powerful,  and  you  poor, 
Will  not  acknowledge  you. 

Gab.  No  more  !  Let's  in,  wench  -, 
There  let  my  lute  fpeak  my  laments  !  they've  tir'd 
me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  fwo  Courtiers. 

1  Court,  I  grant,  the  duke  is  wondrous  provident 
In  his  now  planting  for  fuccefiion; 

I  know  his  care  as  honourable  in  the  choice  too, 
Marine's  fair  virtuous  daughter:  But  what's  all  this  ? 
To  what  end  excellent  arrives  this  travel, 
When  he  that  bears  the  main  roof  is  fo  rotten  ? 

2  Court.  You  have  hit  it  now  indeed ;  for,  if  Fame 

lie  not, 
He  is  tintemperate. 

1  Court.  You  exprefs'him  poorly, 

Too  gentle,-  Sir :  The  moft  debofh'd  and  barbarous, 
Believe  it ;  the  moft  void  of  all  humanity, 
Howe'er  his  cunning  cioke  it  to  his  uncle, 
And  thofe  his  pride  depends  upon. 

2  Court.  I  have  heard  too, 
Given  exceffively  to  drink. 

i  Court.  Moft  certain, 
And  in  "that  drink  moft  dangerous:  I  fpeak  thefc 

things 

To  one  I  know  loves  Truth,  and  dares  not  wrong  her. 

a  Court* 
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2  Court.  You  may  fpeak  on. 

x  Court.  Uncertain  as  the  fea,  Sir, 
Proud  and  deceitful  as  his  fin's  great  mailer  $ 
His  appetite  to  womenj  (for  there  he  carries 
His  main-fail  fpread)  lo  boundlefs  and  abominable, 
That  but  to  have  her  name  by  that  tongue  fpoken, 
Poifons  the  virtue  of  the  pureft  virgin. 

2  Court.  I  am  forry  for  young  Gabriella  then, 
A  maid  reputed,  ever  of  fair  carriage ; 
For  he  has  been  noted  Vifiting. 

1  Court.  She  is  gone  then ; 

Or  any  elfe,  that  promifes,  or  power; 
Gifts,  or  his  guileful  vows,  can  work  upon  : 
But  thefe  are  but  poor  parcels. 

2  Court.  'Tis  great  pity  ! 

1  Court.  Nor  want  thefe  fins  a  chief  faint  to  be*. 

friend  'em : 

The  devil  follows  him ;  and,  for  a  truth,  Sir^ 
Appears  in  vlfible  figure  often  to  him ; 
At  which  time  he's  poffefs'd  with  fudden  trances* 
Cold  deadly  fweats,  and  griping  of  the  confcience> 
Tormented  ftrangely,  as  they  fay, 

2  Court.  Heav'n  turn  him  ! 

This  marriage-day  may 'ft  thou  well  curfe,  fair  HeU 

len. — 
But  let's  go  view  the  ceremony* 

i  Court.  I'll  walk  with  you.  [Exeunt * 

Mttfick.  Enter  Gabriella  and  Maria  above ;  and  Lavall, 
Bride,  States  in  folemnity  as  to  marriage^  and  faff 
cver^  viz.  Duke,  Marine  and  Lcngaville. 

Maria.  I  hear  'em  come ! 

Gab.  'Would  I  might  never  hear  more  ! 

•Maria.  I  told  you  ftill ;  but  you  were  fo  incredu-» 

lous — 
See,  there  they  kifs ! 

Gab.  Adders  be  your  embraces  ! 
The  poifon  of  a  rotten  heart,  oh,  Hellen, 
Blaft  thee  as  I  have  been  !  Juft  fuch  a  flattery, 

N  n  2     -  With 
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With  that  fame  cunning  face,  that  fmile  iipon't, 

(Oh,  mark  it,  Mary,  mark  it  ferioufly  !) 

That  mailer  fmile  caught  me.  * 

Maria.  There's  th'  old  duke,  and 
Marine  her  father. 

Gal.  Oh! 

Maria.  There  Longavillej 
The  ladies  now. 

Gab.  Oh,  I  am  murder'd,  Mary ! — 
Beaft,  moft  inconftant  beaft ! 

Maria.  There 

.  Gab.  There  I  am  not  -, 

No  more — I  am  not  there.     Hear  me,  oh,  Heav'n  ! 
And,  all  you  pow'rs  of  juftice,  bow  down  to  me  ! 
But  you  of  pity,  die.     I  am  abus'd; 
$he  that  depended  on  ydur  providence, 
She  is  abus'd  !  your  honour  is  abus'd  ! 
That  noble  piece  ye  made,  and  call'd  it  mafty 
Is  turn'd  to  devil ;  all  the  world's  abus'd  ! 
Give  me  a  woman's  will,  provok'd  to  mifchief, 
A  two-edg'd  heart;  my  fuffering  thoughts  to  wildfires, 
And  my  embraces  to  a  timelefs  grave  turn  ! 

Maria.  Here  I'll  ftep  in ;  for  'tis  an  act  of  merit. 

Gab.  I  am  too  big  to  utter  more. 

Maria.  Take  time  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gent ille  and  Cvfta. 

Gent.  This  folitary  life  at  home  undoes  thee, 
Obfcures  thy  beauty  firfl,  which  fhould  prefer  thee"; 
Next/  fills  thee  full  of  fad  thoughts,  which  thy  years 
Mud  not  arrive,  at  yet \  they  choke  thy  fweetnefs  : 
Follow  the  time,  my  girl ;  and  it  will  bring  thee, 
Even  to  the  fellowfhip  of  the  nobleft  jvomen, 
Hellen  herfelf,-  to  whom  I  would  prefer  thee, 
And  under  whom  this  poor  and  private  carriage^ 
(Which  I  am  only  able  yet  to  reach  at) 
Being  caft  off,  and  all  thy  fweets  at  luflre, 
Will  take  thee  as  a  fair  friend,  and  prefer  thee. 

Caft  a.  Good  Sir,-  be  not  fo  crirel  as  to  feck 

To 
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To  kill  that  fweet  content  you've  bred  me  to. 
Have  I  not  here  enough  to  thank  Heav'n  for  ? 
The  free  air,  uncorrupted  with  new  Mattery  ? 
The  water  that  Itouch,  unbrib'd  with  odours 
To  make  me  fweet  to  others  ?  the  pure  fire 
Not  fmother'd  up,  and  choak'd  with  luftful  incenfe 
To  make  my  blood  fweat?  but  burning  clear  and  high, 
Tells  me  my  mind  mufb  flame  up  fo  to  Heav'n. 
What  fhould  I  do  at  court  ?  wear  rich  apparel  ? 
Methinks  thefe  are  as  warm!,  and,  for  your  ftate.  Sir, 
Wealthy  enough  :  Is  it,  you'd  have  me  proud, 
And,  like  a  pageant,  ftuck  up  for  amazements  ? 
Teach  not  your  child  to  tread  that  path;  for  fear,  Sir, 
Your  dry  bones,  after  death,  groan  in  your  grave 
The  miferies  that  follow. 

Gent.  Excellent  Cafta ! 

Cafta.  When  fliall  I  pray  again,  a  courtier  ? 
Or,  when  I  do,  to  what  god  ?  what  new  body 
And  new  face  muft  I  make  me,  with  new  manners 
(For  I  muft  be  no  more,  rnyfelf )  ?  whofe  miftrefs 
Muft  I  be  firft?  with  whofe  fin-offering  feafon'd  ? 
And  when  I'm  grown  fo  great  and  glorious 
With  proftit;ution  of  my  burning  beauties, 
That  great  lords  kneel,  and  princes  beg  for  favours, 
Do  you  think  I'll  be  your  daughter,  a  poor  gentle? 


man's, 


Or  know  you  for  my  father  ? 

Enter  Lav  all. 

Gent.  My  beft  Cafta! 
Oh,  my  moft  virtuous  child  !  Heav'n  reigns  within 

thee  ! 
Take  thine  own  choice,  fweet  child,  and  live  a  faint 

ftill.— 
The  lord  Lavall !  'Hand  by,  wench. 

Lav.  Gabriella — 

She  cannot,  nor  fhe  dares  not  make  it  known  ; 
My  greatnefs  crufhes  her,  whene'er  fhe  offers  • 
Why  (Jiould  I  fear  her  then  ? 

N  n 
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Gent.  Come ;  let's  pafs  on,  wench. 

Lav.  Gentille,  come  hither  !—  Who's  that  gentle 
woman  ? 

Gent.  A  child  of  mine,  Sir,  who,  obferving  cuftorrij 
Is  going  to  the  monaftery  to  her  prayers. 

Lav.  A  fair  one,  a  moft  fweet  one  !  fitter  far 
To  beautify  a  court,  than  make  a  votarift. — 
Go  on,  fair  beauty,  and  in  your  orizons 
Remember  me :  Will  you>  fair  fweet  ? 

Cafta.  Moft  humbly.  [Exit  with  Gent* 

Lav.  An  admirable  beauty !  haw  it  fires  me  ! 

Enter  a  Spirit. 

But  (he's  too  full  of  grace,  and  I  too  wicked.-— 
I  feel  my  wonted  fit :  Defend  me,  Goodnefs  ! 
Oh  !  it  grows  colder  ftill,  and  ftiffer  on  me ; 
My  hair  {lands  up,  my  fmews  lhake  and  fhrink ; 
Help  me,  good  Heav'n,   and  good  thoughts  dwell 

within  me ! 

Oh,  get  thce  gone,  thou  evil,  evil  fpirit; 
Haunt  me  no  more,  I  charge  thee  ! 

Spirit.  Yes,  Lavall ; 

Thou  art  my  vafTal,  and  the  flave  to  mifchief : 
I  blaft  thee  with  new  fin.     Purfue  thy  pleafurc  ! 
Cafta  is  rare  and  fweet,  a  blowing  beauty ; 
Set  thy  defires  afire,  and  never  quench  'em 
'Till  thou  enjoy 'ft  her !  make  her  all  thy  Heav'n, 
And  all  thy  joy,  for  fhe  is  ail  true  happinefs. 
Thou'rt  powerful ;  nfe  command  -,  if  that  prevail  not, 
Force  her  :  I'll  be  thy  friend. 

Lav.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me ! 

Spirit.  Her  virtue,  like  a  fpdl,  finks  me  to  dark- 
nefs.  [Exit. 

Enter \  Gentille  and  Cafta. 

Gent.  He's  here  ftilL— How  is't,  noble  lord?  M«- 

thinks,  Sir, 

You  look  a  little  wildly  ? — Is  it  that  way  ? 
*  Is't  her  you  ftare  on  fo  ?  I've  fpied  your  fire,  Sir, 

But 
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But  dare  not  ftay  the  flaming  :  Come  ! 

Lav.  Sweet  creature, 

Excellent  beauty,  do  me  but  the  happinefs 
To  be  your  humbler!  fervant. — Oh,  fair  eye-s  ! 
Oh,  blefTed,  blefTed  fweetnefs,  divine  virgin  ! 

Cafta.  Oh,  good  my  lord,  retire  into  your  honour ! 
You're  fpoken  good  and  virtuous,  plac'd  at  helm 
To  govern  others  from  mifchances  ;  from  example 
Of  fuch  fair  chronicles  as  great  ones  are, 
We  do,  or  fure  we  fhould,  direct  our  lives. 
I  know  you're  full  of  worth  3  a  fchool  of  virtue, 
Daily  intruding  us  that  live  below  you, 
I  make  no  doubt,  dwells  there. 

Lav.  I  cannot  anfwer ; 
Sh'  has  ftrnck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Cafta.  Goodnefs  guide  you  !  [Extuxt. 

Lav.  She's  gone,  and  with  her  all  light,   and  has 

left  me   . 

Dark  as  my  black  defircs.     Oh,  devil  Luft, 
How  doft  thou  hug  my  blood,  and  whifper  to  me, 
There  is  no  day  again,  no  time,  no  living, 
Without  this  lufty  beauty  break  upon  me ! 
Let  me  collect  myfelf ;  I  ftrive  like  billows^ 
Beaten  againft  a  rock,  and  fall  a  fool  frill. 
I  muft  enjoy  her,  and  I  will  ;  from  this  hour 
My  thoughts,  and  all  my  bufinefs  fhall  be  nothing-, 

Enter  Maria. 

My  eating,  and  my  fleeping,  but  her  beauty, 
And  how  to  work  it. 

Maria.  Health  to  my  lord  Lavall ! — 
Nay,  good  Sir,  do  not  turn  with  fuch  difpleafure  ! 
I  come  not  to  afflict  your  new-born  pieafures. 
My  honour'd  miftrefs — Neither  let  that  vex  you, 
For  nothing  is  intended,  but  fafe  to  you. 

Lav.  What  of  your  miftrefs  ?  I  am  full  of  bufinefs. 

Maria.  I  will  be  fliort,  my  lord.    She,  loving  lady, 
Confidering  the  unequal  tie  between  ye, 
how  your  ruin  with  the  duke  lay  on  it, 

N  n  4  A? 
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As  alfo  the  moft  noble  match  now  made, 
By  me  fends  back  all  links  of  marriage, 
All  holy  vows,  and  rights  of  ceremony, 
All  promifes,  oaths,  tears,  and  all  fuch  pawns 
You  left  in  hoftage ;  only  her  love  fhe  cannot, 
For  that  ftill  follows  you,  but  not  to  hurt  you; 
And  ftill  beholds  you$  Sir,  but  not  to  fhame  you  : 
In  recompenfe  of  which,  this  is  her  fuit,  Sir, 
Her  poor  and  laft  petition,  but  to  grant  her, 
When  weary  nights  have  cloy'd  you  up  with  kiffes, 
(As  iuch  muft  come)  the  honour  of  a  miftrefs, 
The  honour  but  to  let  her  fee  thofe  eyes, 
(Thofe  eyes  fhe  dotes  on,  more  than  gods  on  goodnefsj 
'And  but  to  kifs  you  only;  with  this  prayer, 
(A  prayer  only  to  awake  your  pity) 
And  on  her  knees  fhe  made  it,  that  this  night 
you'll  blefs  her  with  your  company  at  fupper. 
Lav.  I  like  this  well ;  and,  now  I  think  on't  better, 

I'll  make  a  prefent  ufe  from  this  occafion 

Maria.  'N  ay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  fo  cruel  to  her^ 
Eecaufe  fhe  has  been  yours  !  , 
Lav.  And  to  mine  own  end 
A  rare  v/ay  I  will  work. 

Maria.  Can  love  for  ever, 
The  love  of  her,  my  lord,  fo  perifh  in  you  ? — • 
/ts  yoy  defire  in*  your  defires  to  profpqr ! 
What  gallant  under  Heav'n,  but  Anjou's  heir,  ther> 
Can  brag  fo  fair  a  wife,  and  fweet  a  miftrefs  ? 
Good,  ^oble  lord  ! 

Lav.  You  mifapply  me,  Mary; 
Nor  do  I  want  true  pity  to  your  lady : 
Pity  and  Love  tell  me,  too  much  I've  wrong'd  her 
To  dare  to  fee  her  more :  Yet  if  her  fweetnefs 
Can  entertain  a  mediation, 
(And  it  muft  be  a  great  one  that  can  cure  me) 
My  love  again,   as  farr  as  honour  bids  me, 

jjMy  fervipe,  and  myfelf 

-  Maria.  That's  nobiy  fpoken  ! 
Lav, Shall  hourly  fee  her;  Want  fhall  never  know  her; 

ttor 
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\yhere  fhe  has  beftow'd  her  love,  repent  her. 
Maria.  Now  whither  drives  he  ? 
Lav.  I  have  heard,  Maria, 
That  no  two  women  in  the  world  more  lov'd, 
Than  thy  good  miftrefs  and  Gentille's  fair  daughter. 
Maria.  What  may  this  mean  ? — YouVe  heard  a, 

truth,  my  lord ; 

But  fince  the  fecret  love  betwixt  you  two, 
My  miftrefs  durft  not  entertain  fuch  friendihip  : 
Cafta  is  quick,  and  of  a  piercing  judgment. 
And  quickly  will  find  out  a  flaw. 

Lav.  Hold,  Mary: 

Shrink  not ;  'tis  good  gold,wench :  Prepare  a  banquet^ 
And  get  that  Cafta  thither  ;  for  fhe's  a  creature 
So  full  of  forcible  divine  perfuafion, 
And  fo  unwearied  ever  with  good  office, 
That  fhe  lhall  cure  my  ill  caufe  to  my  miftrefs. 
And  make  all  errors  up. 

Maria.  I'll  do  my  beft,  Sir: 
But  fhe!s  too  fearful,  coy,  and  fcrupulous, 
To  leave  her  father's  houfe  fo  late ;  and  bafhful 
At  any  man's  appearance,  that,  1  fear,  Sir, 
"Twill  prove  impoflible. 

Lav.  There's  more  gold,  Mary ; 
And  fain  thy  miftrefs  wondrous  fick,  to  death,  wench ! 

Maria.  I  have  you  in  the  wind  now,  and  I'll  pay  you* 

Lav.  She  cannot  chufe  but  come ;   'tis  charity, 
The  chief  of  her  profeflion  :  Undertake  this, 
And  I  am  there  at  night  -,  if  not,  I  leave  you. 

Maria.  I  will  not  lofe  this  offer,  tho'  it  fall  out 
Clean  crofs  to  that  we  caft. — I'll  undertake  its 
J  will,  my  lord  5  fhe  fhall  be  there. 

Lav.  By  Heaven  ? 

Maria.  By  Heaven,  fhe  fhall. 

Lav.  Let  it  be  fomething  late  then, 
For  being  feen  ! — Now  force  or  favour  wins  her. 
My  fpirits  are  grown  dull ;  ftrong  wine,  and  ftore, 
Shall  fet  'em  up  again,  and  make  me  fit 
f  o  draw  home  a,t  the  enterprize  I  aim  at,        [Exit. 


572    FOUR    PLAYS,    OR  MORAL 

Maria.  Go  thy  way,  falfe  lord !   if  thou  hold'ft, 

thou  pay'ft 

The  price  of  all  thy  lufts.     Thou  fhalt  be  there., 
Thou  modeft  maid,  if  I  have  any  working, 
And  yet  thy  honour  fafe ;  for  which  this  thief 
I  know  has  fet  this  meeting;  but  I'll  watch  him. 

Enter  Perolot. 
Per.  Maria! 

Maria.  Are  mine  eyes  mine  own  ?  or — blefs  me  J 
Am  I  deluded  with  a  flying  fhadow  ? 
Per.  Why  do  you  ftart  fo  from  me  ? 
Maria.  It  fpeaks  fenfibly, 
And  fhews  a  living  body  ^  yet  I'm  fearful. 
Per.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  Maria. 
Maria.  He  feels  warm  too. 
Per.  And  next  your  lips. 
Maria.  He  kifTes  perfectly : 

Nay,  an  the  devil  be  no  worfe  —  You  are  Perolot  ? 
Per.  I  was,  and  fure  I   fhould  be :  Can  a  fmall 

diftance, 

And  ten  fhort  months,  take  from  your  memory 
The  figure  of  your  friend,  that  you  ftand  wond'ring  ? 
Be  not  amaz'd !  I  am  the  felf-fame  Perolot, 
Living  and  well,  ion  to  Gentille,  and  brother 
To  virtuous  Cafta ;  to  your  beauteous  miftrefs, 
The  long-fmce  poor  betroth'd,  and  flil  1-vow'dfervant. 
Maria.  Nay,  fure  he  lives ! — My  lord  Lav  all,  your 

mafter, 
Brought  news  long  fince  to  your  much-mourning 

miftrefs, 

You  died  at  Orleans  -,  bound  her  with  an  oath  too, 
To  keep  it  fccret  from  your  aged  father, 
Left  it  ihould  rack  his  heart. 

Per.  A  pretty  fee  ret, 

To  try  my  miftrefs'  love,  and  make  my  welcome 
From  travel  of  more  worth ;  from  whence,  Heav'n 

thank'd, 

My  bufmefs  for  the  duke  difpatch'd  to  th'  purpofe, 

And 
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And  all  my  money  fpent,  I  am  come  home,  wench. 
How  does  my  miftrefs  ?  for  I  have  not  yet  feen 
Any,  nor  will  I,  'till  I  do  her  fervice. 

Maria.  But  did  the  lord  Lavall  know  of  your  love, 

Sir, 
Before  he  went  ? 

Per.  Yes ;  by  much  force  he  got  it, 
But  none  elfe  knew;  upon  his  promife  too, 
And  honour,  to  conceal  it  faithfully 
•Till  my  return :  To  further  which,  he  told  me, 
My  bufmefs  being  ended,  from  the  duke 
He  would  procure  a  penfion  for  my  fervice, 
Able  to  make  my  miftrefs  a  fit  hufband. 

Maria.  But  are  you  fure  of  this  ? 

Per.  Sure  as  my  fight,  wench. 

Maria.  Then  is  your  lord  a  bafe  dhTembling  villain, 
A  devil  lord,  the  damn'd  lord  of  all  lewdnefs, 
And  has  betray'd  you,  and  undone  my  miftrefs, 
My  poor  fweet  miftrefs  (oh,  that  lecher  lord]) 
Who,  poor  foul,  fince  was  married ! 

Per.  To  whom,  Maria  ? 

Maria.  To  that  unlucky  lord,  a  plague  upon  him ! 
Whofe  hot  horfe-appetite  being  allay 'd  once 
With  her  chafte  joys,  married  again  (fcarce  cool'd, 
The  torches  yet  not  out  the  yellow  Hymen 
Lighted  about  the  bed,  the  fongs  yet  founding) 
Marine's  young  noble  daughter  Hellena, 
Whofe  mifchief  (lands  at  door  next.  Oh,  that  recreant! 

Per.  Oh,  villain  !  oh,  moft  unmanly  falfhood  1 
Nay,  then,  I  fee  my  letters  were  betray'd  too. 
Oh,  I  am  full  of  this,  great  with  his  mifchiefs, 
Loaden  and  burft  !  Come,   lead  me  to  my  lady. 

Maria.  I  cannot,  Sir ;  Lavall  keeps  her  conceaFd  : 
Befides,  her  griefs  are  fuch,  (lie  will  fee  no  man. 

Per.  I  muft,  and  will  go  to  her;   I  will  fee  her: 
There  be  my  friend,  or  this  fnall  be  thy  furtheft  ! 

Maria.  Hold,  and  I'll  help  thee !    But  firft  you 

(hall  fwear  to  me, 
As  you  are  true  and  gentle,  as  you  hate 

This 
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This  beaftly  and  bafe  lord,  where  I  fhall  place  youj 
(Which  fhall  be  within  fight)  'till  I  difcharge  you, 
Whate'er  you  fee  or  hear,  to  make  no  motion, 

Per.  I  do,  by  Heaven ! 

Maria.  Stay  here  about  the  houfe  then, 
'Till  it  be  later;   yet,  the  time's  not  perfect: 
There  at  the  back-door  I'll  attend  you  truly. 

P^r.Oh,monftrous,monftrous, beaftly  villain !  [Ex. 

Maria.  Ho wcrofs  this  falls,and from  all  expectation! 
And  what  the  end  fliall  be,  Heav'n  only  yet  knows ; 
Only  I  wifh,  and  hope.     But  I  forget  ftill  $ 
Cafta  muft  be  the  bait,  or  all  mifcarries.         [Exit* 

Enter  Gentille  with  a  torch,  Shalloone  above. 

Gent.  Holla,  Shalloone! 

Sbalt  Who's  there  ? 

Gent.  A  word  from  th'  duke,  Sir* 

Shal.  Your  pleafure  ? 

Gent.  Tell  your  lord  he  muft  to  court  ftraight. 

Sbal.  He's  ill  at  eafe  -,  and  prays  he  may  be  pardon'4 
The  occafions  of  this  night. 

Gent.  Belike  he's  drunk  then. 
He  muft  away  5  the  duke  and  his  fair  lady, 
The  beauteous  Hellena,  are  now  at  Cent. 
Of  whom  fhe  has  fqch  fortune  in  her  carding, 
The  duke  has  loft  a  thoufand  crowns,  and  fwearSj 
He  will  not  go  to  bed,  'till  by  Lavall 
The  tide  of  lofs  be  turn'd  again.     Awake  him ! 
For  'tis 'the  pleafure  of  the  duke  he  muft  rife. 

Sbal.    Having   fo   ftrict   command,    Sir,    to  thg 

contrary, 
I  dare  not  do  it :  I  befeech  your  pardon, 

Gent.  Are  you  fure  he  is  there  ? 

Sbal.  Yes.. 

Gent.  And  afleep  ? 

SbaL  I  think  fo. 

Gent.  And  are  you  fure  you  will  not  tell 
Shallcrone  ? 

SbaL  Yes,  very  fure, 

m    •  .-     ' 
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Gent.  Then  I  am  fure,  I  will  : 
Open,   or  I  muft  force. 

Shal.  Pray  you  ftay  !  he  is  not, 
Nor  will  not  be  this  night  :  You  may  excufe  it. 

Gent.  I  knew  he  was  gone  about  fome  woman's 

labour. 

As  good  a  neighbour,  tho'  I  fay  it,  and  as  comfortable! 
Many  fuch  more  we  need,Shalloone.  Alas,  poor  lady, 
Thou'rt  like  to  lie  crofs-leg'd  to-night.  Good 

monfieur, 

I  will  excufe  your  matter  for  this  once,  Sir, 
Becaufe  fometimes  I've  lov'd  a  wench  myfelf  too. 

Shal.  JTis  a  good  hearing,  Sir. 

Gent.  But  for  your  lie,  Shalloone, 
If  I  had  you  here,  it  fhould  be  no  good  hearing  ; 
For  your  pate  I  would  pummel. 

Sbal.  A  fair  good  night,  Sir  !  [Exif. 

Gent.  Good  night,  thou  noble  knight^SirPandarus'6! 
My  heart  is  cold  o'  th'  fudden,  and  a  ftrange  dullnefs 
PofTefTes  all  my  body  :  Thy  will  be  done,  Heav'n  ! 

[Exif. 

Enter  Gabriellay  Cafta>  and  Maria  with  a  taper. 

Cafta.  'Faith,  friend,  I  was  even  going  to  my  bed, 
When  your  maid  told  me  of  your  fudden  ficknefs: 
But  from  my  grave  (fo  truly  I  love  you) 
I  think  your  name  would  raife  me.     You  look  ill 
Since  lafl  I  faw  you,  much  decay'd  in  colour  ; 
Yet,  I  thank  Hcav'n,  I  find  no  fuch  great  danger 
As  your  maid  frighted  me  withal  :  Take  courage, 
And  give  your  ficknefs  courfe  !  Some  grief  you  have 


. 

That  feeds  within  upon  your  tender  fpirits> 
And,  wanting  open  way  to  vent  itfelf, 
Murders  your  mind,  and  chokes  up  all  your  fweetnef*. 
Gab.  It  was  my  maid's  fault,  worthy  friend,  to 

trouble  you^ 

So  late,  upon  fo  light  a  caufe  -,  yet,  fince  I  have  you, 
Oh,  my  dear  Cafta  -  - 

*6  Sir  PanJarus.}  See  Tioiius  and  Crcffida.  /?. 

Cajla. 
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Cajla.  Out  with  it,  i'  God's  name  ! 

Gab.  The  clofet  of  my  heart  I  will  lock  here  ITJ 
wench,  \_Lavall  knocks  within. 

And  things  fhall  make  you  tremble. — Who's  that 
knocks  there  ? 

Maria.  'Tis  La  vail. 

Gab.  Sit  you  ftill ! — Let  him  in. — 
I  am  refolv'd ;  and*  all  you  wronged  women. 
You  noble  fpirits,  that,  as  I,  have  fuffer'd 
Under  this  glorious  beaft,  infulting  man  3% 
Lend  me  your  caufes,  then  your  cruelties ; 
For  I  muft  put  on  madnefs  above  women ! 

Cafta.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ghaftly  ? 

Gab.  Peace !  no  harm,  dear, 

Enter  LavaiL 
Lav.  There,  take  my  cloak  and  fword. — Wherfc 

is  this  banquet  ? 
Maria.  In  the  next  room. 
Cafta.  How  came  he  here  ?  Heav'n  blefs  me  ! 
Lav.  Give  me  fome  wine,  wench  j  fill  it  full,  and 

fprightly 

Gab.  Sit  ftill,  and  be  not  fearful. 
Lav.  'Till  my  veins  fwell, 

And  my  ftrong  finews  ftretch  like  that  brave  Centaur, 
That  at  the  table  ihatch'd  the  bride  away 

3~  The  clofet  of  my  bzart,  I  will  lock  here,  wentb.]  It  is  more 
natural  to  read, 

__  /  will  unlock,  ivcncb. 

as  Mr.  Sympfon  would  read,  and  at  firft  fight  the  fame  change  oc 
curred  to  me,  bat  the  old  reading  is  certainly  fenfe,  and  a  ftronger 
fcnfe,  'v/x  That  fhe  would  lock  up  ail  her  fecrets  in  Caiia's  breail, 
which  (he  muft  lay  her  hand  on  or  point  to  while  file  {peaks.  Se-icard. 

35  Under  this  glorious  beaft  infulting  man^\  This  compound  word 
jTiuft  be  drained  very  much,  to  force  it  into  any  meaning  that  will 
fuit  the  context.  Mr.  Sympfon  therefore  agrees  with  me  in  fuppofing 
it  corrupt.  I  hpd  read, 

Uvdcr  this  glarhus  bead  ;  infulting  man, 

but  his  conjefture,  though  not  quite  fo  near  the  trace  of  the  letters, 
makes  better  fenfe,  and  I  therefore  prefer  it, 

IJnder  fbis  ghrims  bafe  infulting  man.  -  Seivard. 

He  is  called  bsajl  more  than  once  before :  Bafe  comes  in  but 
poorly  here. 

Ill 
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In  fpite  of  Hercules. 

Cafta.  I  am  betray'd  ! 

Lav.  Nay,  ftart  not,  lady  !  'tis  for  you  that  I  come, 
And  for  your  beauty  :  'Tis  for  you,  Lavall 
Honours  this  night ;  to  you,  the  facred  fhrine 
1  humbly  bow,  offering  my  vows  and  prayers ; 
To  you  I  live. 

Gab.  In  with  the  powder  quickly ! 
So;  that  and  the  wine  will  rock  you. 

Lav.  Here  -,  to  the  health 
Of  the  moil  beauteous  and  divine  fair  Cafta, 
The  flaroffweetnefs! 

Gab.   Fear  him  not ;  I'll  die  firft. — 
And  who  fhall  pledge  you  ? 

Lav.  Thou  lhalt,  thou  tann'd  gipfey ! 
And  worfhip  to  that  brightnefs  give,  cold  Tartar !-~* 
By  Heaven,  you  fhall  not  itir !  You  are  my  miftrefs, 
The  glory  of  my  love,  the  great  adventure, 
The  mifbrefs  of  my  heart,  and  Ihe  my  whore  ! 

Gab.  Thou  lieft,  bafe,  beailly  lord !  drunker  than 

anger, 

Thou  fous'd  lord,  got  by  a  furfeit,  thou  lieft  bafely ! 
Nay,  ftir  not !  I  dare  tell  thee  fo. — Sit  you  ftill.— * 
If  I  be  whore,  it  is  in  marrying  thee, 
That  art  fo  abfolute  and  full  a  villain, 
No  facrament  can  fave  that  piece  tied  to  thee* 
How  often  haft  thou  wooed,  in  thofe  flatteries, 
Almoft  thofe  very  words,  my  conftancy  ? 
What  goddefs  have  I  not  been,  or  what  goodnefs  ? 
What  ftar,  that  is  of  any  name  in  Heaven, 
Or  brightnefs  ?  which  of  all  the  virtues 
(But  drunkennefs,  and  drabbing,  thy  two  morals) 
Have  notl  reach'd  to  ?  what  fpring  was  ever  fweeter  ? 
What  Scythian  fnow  fo  white  ?  what  cryftal  chafter  ? 
Is  not  thy  new  wife  now  the  fame  too  r   Hang  thee^ 
Bafe  bigamift,  thou  honour  of  ill  women  39 ! 

39  Bafe  biganrift,  thou  honour  of  ill  women. ~\   Reward  reads, 

— .  Thou  horror  of  all  women  : 

But  HONOUR  of  ILL  women  may  mean  a  man  in  requeft  with  profti* 
tutes :  So,  he  is  afterwards  called  SALT-//L-£.  &c.  and  immediately 
before,  Bafe  bigamift. 
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Cafta.  How's  this  ?  Oh,  Heav'n  defend  me  ! 

Gab.  Thou  falt-itch, 

For  whom  no  cure  but  ever-burning  brimftone 
Can  be  imagin'd ! 

Lav.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Gab.  Doil  thou  laugh,  thou  breaker 
Of  all  law,  all  religion  ?  of  all  faith 
Thou  foul  contemner  ? 

Lav.  Peace,  thou  paltry  woman  !-— • 
And  fit  by  me,  fweet. 

Gab.  By  the  devil  ? 

Lav.  Come, 
And  lull  me  with  delights. 

Gab.  It  works  amain  now. 

Lav.  Give  me  fuch  kifles  as  the  queen  of  fhadows 
Gave  to  the  fleeping  boy  fhe  ilole  on  Latmos ; 
Lock  round  about  4°,  in  fnaky  wreaths  clofe-foldedj 
Thofe  rofy  arms  about  my  neck,  oh,  Venus  ! 

Gab.  Fear  not,  I  fay. 

Lav.  Thou  admirable  fweetnefs, 
Diftil  thy  blefiings  like  thofe  filver  drops, 
That,  falling  on  fair  grounds,  rife  all  in  rofeS  ; 
Shoot  me  a  thoufand  darts  from  thofe  fair  eyes, 
And  thro'  my  heart  transfix  'em  all*  I'll  ftand  'em; 
Send  me  a  thoufand  fmileSj  and  prefently 
I'll  catch  'em  in  mine  eyes,  and  by  Love's  power 
Turn  'em  to  Cupids  all,  and  fling  'em  on  thee. 
How  high  fhe  looks,  and  heav'nly ! — More  wine 
for  me ! 

Gab.  Give  him  more  wine  j  and^  good  friend,  be 
not  fearful ! 

Lav.  Here  on  my  knee,  thou  goddefs  of  delights> 
This  lufty  grape  I  offer  to  thy  beauties : 
See,  how  it  leaps  to  view  that  perfect  rednefs 
That  dwells  upon  thy  lips  !   now,   how  it  blufhes 
To  be  out-blufti'd  !  Oh,   let  me  feed  my  fancy ! 
And  as  I  hold  the  purple  god  in  one  hand, 
Dancing  about  the  brim  and  proudly  fwelling, 

*®  Look  round  about,  &c.]   So  all  copies  but  tiril  folio. 

Deck'd 
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Deck'd  in  the  pride  of  Nature,  young  and  blowing, 

»So  let  me  take  fair  Semele  in  the  other, 
And  fing  the  loves  of  gods,  then  drink  their  netftar, 
Not  yet  denVd  ! 
Cafta.  Oh! 

Lav.  Then,  like  lufty  Tarquin, 
Turn'd  into  flames  with  Lucrece*  coy  denials, 
His  blood  and  fpirit  equally  ambitious, 
I  force  thee  for  mine  own. 

Cafta.  Oh,  help  me,  juflice  !  help  me,  my  chaflity ! 
Lav.  Now  I  am  bravely  quarried.  [Perolot  above. 
Per.  'Tis  my  filler ! 

Gab.  No,    bawdy  (lave,    no,  treacher,   Ihe's  not 
carried.  [Exit  Cafta. 

Per.  She's  loofe  again,  and  gone.     I'll  keep  my 

place  ffill. 
Maria.  Now  it  works  bravely.    Stand  !  he  cannot 

hurt  you. 

Lav.  Oh,  my  fweet  love,  my  life ! 
Maria.  He  finks. 

Lav.  My  bleflmg !  [He  falls  down  and  Jleeps. 

Maria.  So  ;  now  he  is  fafe  awhile. 
Gab.  Lock  all  the  doors,  wench ; 
Then  for  my  wrongs ! 

Per.  Now  I'll  appear  to  know  all. 
Gab.  Be  quick,  quick,  good  Maria,  fure  and  fudden, 
Per.  Stay !  I  muft  in  firft. 
Gab.  Oh,  my  confcience ! 

It  is  young  Perolot :  Oh,  my  flung  confcience  ! 
It  is  my  firft  and  nobleft  love. 

Maria.  Leave  wondring, 
And  recollect  yourfelf:  The  man  is  living; 
Equally  wrong'd  as  you,  and  by  that  devil. 

Per.  'Tis  mofl  true,  lady ;  your  unhappy  fortune 
I  grieve  for  as  mine  own  j  your  fault  forgive  too, 
If  it  be  one.     This  is  no  time  for  kifles  : 
I  have  heard  all,  and  known  all,  which  mine  ears 
Are  crack'd  a-pieces  with,  and  my  heart  perilh'd. 
I  faw  him  in  your  chamber,  faw  his  fury, 
And  am  a-fire  'till  I  have  found  his  heart  out. 

VOL.  X.  O  o  What 
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What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  for  I'll  make  one. 

Gab.  To  make  his  death  more  horrid  (for  he  fhall 
die 

Per.  He  muft,  he  muft. 

Gab.  We'll  watch  him  'till  he  wakes, 
Then  bind  him,  and  then  torture  him. 

Per.  'Tis  nothing ! 

No;  take  him  dead-drunk  now,  without  repentance, 
His  lechery  infeam'd  upon  him41. 

Gab.  Excellent  ! 

Per.  Til  do't  myfelf  >  and,  when  'tis  done,  provide 

ye; 
For  we'll  away  for  Italy  this  night. 

Gab.  We'll  follow  thro'  all  hazards. 

Per.  Oh,  falte  lord, 

Unmanly,  mifchievous  !  how  I  could  curfe  thee! 
But  that  but  blafts  thy  fame :  Have  at  thy  heart,  fool ! 
Loop-holes  I'll  make  enough  to  let  thy  life  out. 

Lav.  Oh !  does  the  devil  ride  me  ? 

Per.  Nay,  then  ! 

Lav.  Murder ! 
Nay,  then,  take  my  fhare  too. 

Per.  Help  !  oh  !  h'has  flain  me. 
Bloody  intentions  muft  have  blood. 

Lav.  Ha! 

Per.  Heaven [Dies. 

Gab.  He  finks,  he  finks,  for  ever  finks  !  Oh,  For 
tune  ! 

Oh,  Sorrow  !  how  like  feas  thou  flow'ft  upon  me  ! 
Here  will  I  dwell  for  ever.     Weep,  Maria, 
Weep  this  young  man's  misfortune.  Oh,thoutrueft— 

*'  Take  him  dead-drunk,  £5>.]  This  horrid  fentiment  Teems  to  have 
been  adopted  from  a  fimilar  one  in  Hamlet ;  where  that  prince,  de 
bating  on  the  purpofed  death  of  the  King,  fays, 

When  he  is  drunk,  afleep,  or  in  his  rage  ; 

Or  in  the  inceftuous  pieafures  of  his  bed, 

At  gaming,  fwearing  ;  or  about  fome  act 

That  has  no  relifti  of  falvation  in't: 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven  ; 

And  that  his  foul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  Hell,  whereto  it  goes.'  #• 

Enter 
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Enter  Spirit* 

Lav.  What  have  \  done  ? 

Spirit.  That  that  has  mark'd  thy  foul,  man. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  come  again,  thou  difrnal  Spirit? 

Spirit.  Yes,  to  devour  thy  laft. 

Lew.  Mercy  upon  me  ! 

•Spirit.  Thy  hour  is  come :   SuccefTion,  honour, 

pleafure, 

And  all  the  luflre  thou  fo  long  haft  look'd  for, 
Muft  here  have  end :  Summon  thy  fins  before  thee. 

Lav.  Oh,  my  affrighted  foul ! 

Spirit.  There  lies  a  black  one  ; 
Thy  own  befl  fervant  by  thy  own  hand  flain : 
Thy  drunkennefs  procured  it ;  there's  another : 
Think  of  fair  Gabriella  !  there  fhe  weeps  i 
And  fuch  tears  are  not  loft. 

Lav.  Oh,  miferable  ! 

Spirit.  Thy  foul  intention  to  the  virtuous  Cafta. 

Lav.  No  more,  no  more,  thou  wildfire ! 

Spirit.  Laft,  thy  laft  wife, 
Think  on  the  wrongs  (he  fuffers. 

Lav.  Oh,  my  mifery  ! 
Oh,  whither  fhall  I  fly  ? 

Spirit.  Thou  haft  no  faith,  fool. 
Hark  to  thy  knell !  [Sings,  andvanifoes. 

Lav.  Millions  of  fins  mufter  about  mine  eyes  now; 
Murders,  ambitions,  luft,  falfe  faiths :  Oh,  Horror, 
In  what  a  ftormy  form  of  death  thou  rid'ft  now  1 
Methinks  I  fee  all  tortures,  fires,  and  frofts, 
Deep-finking  caves,where  nothing  butDefpair  dwells, 
The  baleful  birds  of  night  hovering  about  'em  -% 
A  grave,  methinks,  now  opens,  and  a  hearfe, 
Hung  with  my  arms,  tumbles  into  it.    Oh  1 
Oh,  my  afflicted  foul !  I  cannot  pray  -, 
And  the  leaft  child  that  has  but  goodnefs  in  him 
May  ftrike  my  head  off,  fo  ftupid  are  my  powers: 
I'll  lift  mine  eyes  up  tho'. 

Maria.  Ceafe  thefe  laments  ! 
They  are  too  poor  for  vengeance  ;  Lavall  lives  yet. 

O  o  2  Gab* 
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Gab.  Then  thus  I  dry  all  forrows  from  thefe  eyes  ; 
Fury  and  rage  poflefs  'em  now  !  Damn'd  devil ! 

Lav.  Ha! 

Gab.  This  for  young  Perolot ! 

Lav.  Oh,  mercy,  mercy  ! 

Gab.  This  for  my  wrongs ! 

Lav.  But  one  fhort  hour  to  cure  me  !  [Knock  within. 
Oh,  be  not  cruel :  Oh  !  oh  ! 

Maria.  Hark,  they  knock ! 
Make  hafle,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  miflrefs  ! 

Gab.  This  for  Cafta  ! 

Lav.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  !  [He  dies. 

Maria.  He's  dead  -y  come,  quickly  !  let's  away  with 

him, 
'Twill  be  too  late  elfe. 

Cab.  Help,  help,  up  to  th'  chamber ! 

[Exeunt  with  Lav  all's  body. 

Enter  Duke,  Hellena,  Gentille,  Cafta,   and  Attendants 
with  lights. 

Duke.  What  frights  are  thefe  ? 

Gent.  I'm  fure  here's  one  paft  frighting. 
Bring  the  lights  nearer :  I've  enough  already. 
Out,  out,  mine  eyes !  Look,  Cafta. 

Lord.  'Tis  young  Perolot ! 

Duke.'When  came  he  over?  Hold  the  gentlewoman ! 
She  finks ;  and  bear  her  off. 

Cafta.  Oh,  my  dear  brother  !  [Exit. 

Gent.  There  is  a  time  for  all  •,  for  me,  I  hope  too, 
•  And  very  fhortly.     Murder'd  ? 

[Gubriclla,  Maria,  with  Lavall's  body,  above. 

Duke.  Who's  above  there  ? 

Gab.  Look  up,  and  fee. 

Duke..'  What  may  this  mean  ? 

Gab.  Behold  it ; 
Behold  the  drunken  murderer 
Of  that  young  gentleman ;  behold  the  ranked, 
The  vileft,  bafeft  flave  that  ever  flourifh'd  ! 

Duke.  Who  kill'd  him  ? 

Gab.  F;  and  there's  the  caufe  I  did  it : 

Read, 
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Read,  if  your  eyes  will  give  you  leave. 

Hel.  Oh,  monftrous ! 

Gab.  Nay,  out  it  fhall :  There,  take  this  falfe  heart 

to  ye, 

The  bafe  difhonour  of  a  thoufand  women  ! 
Keep  it  in  gold,  duke ;  'tis  a  precious  jewel. 
Now  to  myfelf !  for  I  have  liv'd  a  fair  age, 
Longer  by  fome  months  than  I  had  a  mind  to. 

Duke.  Hold! 

Gab.  Here,  young  Perolot,  my  firft-contrafted ! 
True  love  fhall  never  go  alone. 

Duke.  Hold,  Gabriella ! 
I  do  forgive  all. 

Gab.  I  {hall  die  the  better. 
Thus  let  me  feek  my  grave,  and  my  fhames  with  me  ! 

Maria.  Nor  fhalt  thou  go  alone,  my  noble  miftrefs : 
Why  fhould  I  live,  and  thou  dead  ? 

Lord.  Save  the  wench  there  ! 

Maria.  She  is,  I  hope ;  and  all  my  fins  here  written. 

Duke.  This  vyas  a  fatal  night. 

Gent.  Heav'n  has  his  working, 
Which  we  cannot  contend  againft. 

Duke.  Alas! 

Gent.  Your  Grace  has  your  alas  too. 

Duke.  'Would  'twere  equal ! 
For  thou  haft  loft  an  honeft  noble  child. 

Gent.  'Tis  heir  enough  h'has  left,  a  good  remem 
brance  4*. 

Duke.  See  all  their  bodies  buried  decently ; 
Tho'  fome  deferv'd  it  not ! — How  do  you,  lady  ? 

Hel.  Even,  with  your  Grace's  leave,  ripe  for  a 

monaftery ; 

There  will  I  wed  my  life  to  tears  and  prayers, 
And  never  know  what  man  is  more. 

Duke.  Your  pleafure. 
How  does  the  maid  within  ? 

Lord.  She  is  gone  before,  Sir, 
The  fame  courfe  that  her  lady  takes. 

4*  'Tis  heir  enough   has  loft   a  good  remembrance. ,]  Corre&ed  by 
Sympfon. 

Oo  Gent* 
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Gent.  And  my  courfe 

Shall  be  my  beads  at  home,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace 
To  give  me  leave  to  leave  the  court. 

Duke.  In  peace,  Sir ; 
And  take  my  love  along ! 

Gent.  I  fhall  pray  for  you. 

Duke.  Now  to  ourfelves :  Retire  we,  and  begin 
By  this  example  to  correct  each  fin !   \_Exe.  Flourijh* 

Eman.  By  this  we  plainly  view  the  two  impoflhumes 
That  choak  a  kingdom's  welfare;  eafe  and  wantonnefsj 
In  both  of  which  Lavall  was  capital : 
For,  firft,   eafe  dole  away  his  mind  from  honour, 
That  active  noble  thoughts  had  kept  ftill  working  5 
And  then  deliver'd  him  to  drink  and  women, 
Lufl  and  outrageous  riot;  and  what  their  ends  are^ 
How  infamous  and  foul,  we  fee  example. 
Therefore,  that  great  man  that  will  keep  his  name, 
And  gain  his  merit  out  of  Virtue's  fchools, 
Muft  make  the  pleafures  of  the  world  his  fools. 

[Flounjh. 

The  Triumph. 

Enter  Muficians ;  next  them,  Perokt,  with  the  wound 
he  died  with ;  then  Gabriella  and  Maria,  with  their 
wounds ;  after  themy  four  furies  with  banner  ets>.  in- 

Jcribed,  Revenge,  Murder,  Luft,  and  Drunkennefs,. 

Jinging ;  next  them,  Lavall  wounded  -,  then  a  chariot 
with  Death,  drawn  by  the  Deftinies.  [Flourijb* 

Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  From  this  fad  fight  afcend  your  noble  eye, 
And  fee  old  Time,  helping  triumphantly, 
Helping  his  mafter  Man :  View  here  his  vanities ; 
And  fee  his  falfe  friends,  like  thofe  glutted  files, 
That,  when  they've  fuck'd  their  fill,  fall  off,  and  fade 
From  all  remembrance  of  him,  like  a  ftiade  i 
And  lafb,  view  who  relieves  him  !  and  that  gone, 
We  hope  your  favour,  and  our  play  is  done. 

[Flourifo. 

Enter 
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Enter  Antbropos,  Defire,  Fain-Delight,  and  Bounty. 

Anth.  What  haft   thou  done,   Defire  ?   and  how 

employed 

The  charge  I  gave  thee,   about  levying  wealth 
For  our  fupplies  ? 

Defire.  I  have  done  all,  yet  nothing ; 
Tried  all,  and  all  my  ways,  yet  all  mifcarried : 
There  dwells  a  fordid  dulnefs  in  their  minds, 
Thou  Ton  of  Earth,  colder  than  that  thou'rt  made  of. 
J  came  to  Craft  \  found  all  his  hooks  about  him, 
And  all  his  nets  baited  and  let 4J ;  his  fly  felf 
And  greedy  Lucre  at  a  ferious  conference 
Which  way  to  tie  the  world  within  their  ftatutes: 
Bufinefs  of  all  fides  44  and  of  all  forts  fwarming, 
Like  bees  broke  loofe  in  fummer:  I  declared 
Your  will  and  want  together,  both  enforcing 
With  all  the  power  and  pains  I  had,  to  reach  him; 
Yet  all  fell  fhort. 

Anth.  His  anfwer  ? 

Defue.  This  he  gave  me: 

Your  wants  are  never  ending  ;  and  thofe  fupplies 
That  came  to  flop  thofe  breaches,  are  ever  laviih'd, 
Before  they  reach  the  inain^  in  toys  and  trifles, 
Gewgaws,  and  gilded  puppets.     Vain-Delight, 
He  fays,  has  ruin'd  you,  with  clapping  all 
That  comes  in  for  fupport,  on  cloaths  and  coaches, 

45    all  }jls  hooks  clout  him, 

And  all  bis  nets  baited  and  f*t.~\  Mr.  Syrnpfon  fays,  that  to 
bait  and  fet  nets  is  inaccurate,  and  therefore  would  have  books  and 
nets  change  places :  But  nets  arc  fomt  times  baited  and  fet  as  well  as 
ho>>ks,  as  for  ciay  filh,  gngs,  c5f.  fo  that  the  change  is  not  ne- 
ceiTary.  Seward. 

**  Bufae/s  of  all  fide  t  and  of  all  forts.']   Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  the 
common  expreliion  was  the  original  here, 

Eujlnefs  of  all  fize  and  of  all  farts, 

or  elfe  of  all  fiz.es.  But  J  can  by  no  means  admit  either  into  the 
text,  for  the  old  reading  is  perfed  good  fenie.  And  the  jfiifl.  change 
propofed  is  fcarce  Englifh  ;  the  other  hurts  the  meafure  ;  and  its  being 
a  vulgar  expreiiion  is  the  very  reafon  why  a  poet  would  not  ufe  it. 

Senuard. 

We  think  Sympfon's  firft  conjedure  not  inelegant,  and  very  plau- 
fible.     OF  all  fides  is  very  vu'gar. 

O  o  4  Perfumes 
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Perfumes  and  powder'd  pates ;  and  that  your  miftre/s, 

The  lady  Pleafure,  like  a  fea  devours 

At  length  both  you  and  him  too.  If  you  have  houfes, 

Or  land,  or  jewels,  for  good  pawn,  he'll  hear  you, 

And  will  be  ready  to  fupply  occaiions ; 

If  not,  he  locks  his  ears  up,   and  grows  ftupid. 

From  him,  I  went  to  Vanity,  whom  I  found 

Attended  by  an  endlefs  troop  of  tailors, 

Mercers,  embroiderers,  feather-makers,   furriers, 

All  occupations  opening  like  a  mart, 

That  ferve  to  rig  the  body  out  with  bravery  ; 

And  thro*  the  room  new  faihions  flew,  like  flies, 

In  thoufand  gaudy  fhapes  ;  Pride  waiting  on  her, 

And  bnfily  furveying  all  the  breaches 

Time  and  decaying  Nature  had  wrought  in  her, 

Which  ftill  with  art  fhe  picc'd  again  and  ftrengthen'd : 

I  told  your  wants;  fhe  fhew'd  me  gowns  and  head-tires, 

Embroider'd  waiftcoats,    fmocks  feam'd  thro'  with 

cut-works, 

Scarfs,  mantles,  petticoats,  muffs,  powders,  paintings, 
Dogs,  monkies,  parrots,  which  all  iecm'd  to  (hew  me 
The  way  her  money  went.     From  her  to  Pleaiure 
I  took  my  journey. 

Anth.  And  what  fays  our  bed  midrefs  ? 
De/ire.  She  danc'd  me  out  this  anfwer  prefentlv  : 
Revels  and  mafques  had  drawn  her  dry  already. 
I  met  old  Time  too,  mowing  mankind  down, 
Who  fays  you  are  too  hot,  and  he  muft  purge  you, 

Antb.  A  cold  quietus  I  Miierable  creatures, 
Born  to  fnpport  and  beautify  your  mailer, 
The  godlike  Man,  fet  here  to  do  me  fervice, 
The  children  of  my  will,  why,  or  how  dare  ye, 
Created  to  my  ufe  alone,  difgrace  me  ? 
Beads  have  more  courtefy  ;  they  live  about  me, 
Offering  their  warm  wool  to  the  {hearer's  hand 
To  cloath  me  with,  their  bodies  to  my  labours ; 
Nay,  even  their  lives  they  daily  facrifice, 
And  proudly  prefs  with  garlands  to  the  altars, 
To  fill  the  gods'  oblations.     Birds  bow  to  me, 
Striking  their  downy  fails  to  do  me  fervice, 

Their 
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Their  fweet  airs  ever  echoing  to  mine  honour, 
And  to  my  reft  their  plumy  ibfts  they  fend  me. 
Fifties,  and  plants,  and  all  where  life  inhabits, 
But  mine  own  curled  kind,  obey  their  ruler  j 
Mine  have  forgot  me,  mifer able  mine, 
Into  whofe  ftony  hearts,  neglect  of  duty, 
Squint-ey'd  Deceit  and  Self-love  are  crept  clofely! 
None  feel  my  wants  ?  not  one  befriend  me  4S  ? 

Defire.  None,  Sir. 

Anth.  Thou    haft  forgot,  Defire,  my  beft  friend 

Flattery  •, 
He  cannot  fail  me. 

Delight.  Fail  ?  he'll  fell  himfelf, 
And  all  within  his  power,  clofe  to  his  fkin  firft. 

Deftre.  I  thought  fo  too,  and  made  him  my  firft  ven 
ture; 

But  found  him  in  a  young  lord's  ear  fo  bufy, 
So  like  a  fmiling  fliower  pouring  his  foul 
In  at  his  portals  -,  his  face  in  thoufand  figures, 
Catching  the  vain  mind  of  the  man  :  I  pull'd  him, 
But  ftill  he  hung  like  bird-lime ;  fppke  unto  him  j 
His  anfwer  ftill  was,  '  By  the  lord,  fweet  lord,' 
And  c  By  my  foul,  thou  mafter-piece  of  honour!' 
Nothing  could  (lave  him  off:  He  has  heard  your 

flood's  gone, 
And  on  decaying  things  he  feldom  fmiles,  Sir. 

Antb.  Then  here  I  break  up  ftate,  and  free  my  fol- 
lowers,  ____ 

45  —~ are  crept  clofely  : 

None  feel  my  wants,  not  one  mend  with  me. 

Defiie.  None,  Sir  ?  \  The  next  line  mews  evidently  that  all 
the  points  here  were  wrong.  The  laft  line  of  Anthropos's  fpeech 
fhould  be  disjoined  from  the  foregoing,  and  be  a  queftion  which 
Defire  fhould  anfwer,  but  thefe  were  not  the  woifl  of  the  miflake  in 
this  pailage,  for  what  is 

•  •  MU  not  one  mend  with  me  ? 

One  might  force  a  fort  of  fenfe  out  of  it,  but  'tis  much  more  probable 
that  it  is  a  miilake  of  the  prefs,  and  that  we  mould  read  either, 
•  not  one  friend  with  me? 

or,        not  one  befriend  me  f 

The  former  is  neareft  the  trace  of  the  letters,  but  the  latter  gives  2 
more  eafy  fenfe.  Seivatd. 

The  fiift  i?,  we  think,  the  beft  of  the  two. 

Putting 
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Putting  my  fortune  now  to  Time  and  Juftice  : 
Go  leek  new  matters  now ;  for  Anthropos, 
Negle&ed  by  his  friends,   mufl  feck  new  fortunes. 
Dsiire,  to  Avarice  I  here  commend  thee, 
Where  thou  may'ft  live  at  full  bent  of  thy  wifhes. 
And,  Vain-Delight,  thou  feeder  of  my  follies, 
With  light  Famafticknefs  be  thou  in  favour  ! 
To  leave  thee,  Bounty,  my  moil  worthy  fervant, 
Troubles  me  more  than  my  own  mifery  •, 
But  we  muft  part :  Go  plant  thyfelf,  my  bed  friend, 
In  honourable  hearts  that  truly  know  thee, 
And  there  live  ever  like  thyieif,  a  virtue  ! 
But  leave  this  place,  and  icek  the  country  ; 
For  Law  and  Lull,  like  fire,  lick  all  up  here. 
Now  none  but  Poverty  mud  follow  me, 
Defpis'd  patch'd  Poverty  •,  and  we  two  married, 
Will  leek  Simplicity,  Content,  and  Peace  out, 

Enter  Poverty. 

And  live  with  them  in  exite.     How  uncall'd  on 
My  true  friend  comes ! 

Pov.  Here  hold  thee,  Anthropos  ! 
Thou  art  almoft  arriv'd  at  reft46 :  Put  this  on, 
A  penitential  robe,  to  purge  thy  pieafures  ± 
Off  with  that  vanity  ! 

Anth.  Here,  Vain-Delight, 
And,  with  this,  all  my  part  to  thee  again 
Of  thee  I  freely  render. 

Pov.  Take  this  ftaff  now, 
And  be  more  conflant  to  your  fteps  hereafter  ! 
The  ftaff  is  Staidnefs  of  Affections. 
Away,  you  painted  flies,  that  with  man's  fummer 
Take  life  and  heat,  buzzing  about  his  bloffoms  ! 
When  growing  full,  ye  turn  to  caterpillars, 
Gnawing  the  root  that  gave  you  life.     Fly,  fhadows ! 

[Exeunt  De/ire  and  Ddigbt. 
Now  to  Content  I'll  give  thee,  Anthropos, 
To  Reft  and  Peace  :  No  Vanity  dwells  there, 

46  Twit  act  uiiinj:  .irm'd  at  rejl.~\    Amended  by  S\  mpfon. 

Defire, 
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Defire,  nor  Pleafure,  to  delude  thy  mind  more  ; 
No  Flattery's  fmooth-fiTd  tongue  fhall  poiibn  thee. 

Anth.  Oh,  Jupiter,  if  I  have  ever  ofler'd 
Upon  thy  burning  altars  but  one  facrifice 
Thou  and  thy  fair-ey'd  Juno  imiPd  upon  ; 
If  ever,  to  thine  honour,  bounteous  feafts, 
Where  all  thy  itatues  fweat  with  wine  and  incenfe, 
Have  by  the  fon  of  Earth  been  celebrated  ; 
Hear  me  (the  child  of  Shame  now)  hear,  thou  helper, 
And  take,  my  wrongs  into  thy  hands,  thou  juftice, 
Done  by  unmindful  man,  unmerciful, 
Againft  his  malter  done,  againtl  thy  order; 
And  raife  again,  thou  father  of  all  honour, 
The  poor,  ctefpis'd,  but  yet  thy  nobieit  creature  ! 
Raife  from  his  ruins  once  more  this  funk  cedar, 
That  all  may  fear  thy  power,  and  I  proclaim  it!  [Exe. 

Jupiter  and  Mercury  dejcend federally .    Soft  Mufick. 

Jup.  Ho  !   Mercury,  my  winged  fon  ! 

Merc.  Your  .lervant. 

Jup.  Whofe  powerful  prayers  were  thofe  that  reach'd 

our  ears, 
Arm'd  in  fuch  fpells  of  pity  now  47  ? 

Merc.  The  fad  petitions 

Of  the  fcorn'd  fon  of  Earth,  the  god-like  Anthropos; 
He  that  has  fwell'd  your  facred  fires  with  incenfe, 
And  piPd  upon  your  altars  thoufand  heifers  ; 
He  that  (beguird  by  Vanity  and  Pleafure, 
Defire,  Craft,  Flattery,  and  fmooth  Hypocrify) 
Stands  now  deipis'd  and  ruin'd,  left  to  Poverty. 

Jup.  It  mu ft  not  be;  he  was  not  rais'd  for  ruin  5 
Nor  fhall  thofe  hands  heav'd  at  my  altars  perifh : 
He  is  our  nobleft  creature.     Flee  to  Time  ; 
And  charge  him  prefently  releafe  the  bands 
Of  Poverty  and  Want  this  fuitor  finks  in  : 
Tell  hima  among  the  fun-burnt  Indians, 

4"  Armdinfucbfpelh  tf/'pity.]  The/pelts  were  undoubtedly  thofe 
of  piety,  which  might  awake  pity  in  Jupiter,  but  could  not  for  that 
jeafon  be  culled  the  fpelh  of  pity.  Seiuard. 

We  ice  no  reaibn  iur  vaiutUon. 

That 
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That  know  no  other  wealth  but  peace  and  pleafure, 
He  fhall  find  golden  Plutus,  god  of  riches, 
Who  idly  is  ador'd,  the  innocent  people 
Not  knowing  yet  what  power  and  weight  he  carries: 
Bid  him  compel  him  to  his  right  ufe,  honour, 
And  prefently  to  live  with  Anthropos. 
It  is  our  will.     Away  ! 
Merc.  I  do  obey  it. 

[Jupiter  and  Mercury  of  c  end  again,     Mufick. 

Enter  Plutus,  with  a  troop  of  Indians  finging  and  danc 
ing  wildly  about  him,  and  bowing  to  him  -,  which 
Enter  Time. 


Time.  Rife,  and  away!  'tis  Jove's  command. 

Plutus.  \  will  not  ! 

Ye  have  fome  fool  to  furnifh  now;  fome  Midas^ 
That  to  no  purpofe  I  muft  choak  with  riches, 
Who  mud  I  go  to  ? 

'Time.  To  the  fon  of  Earth  ; 
He  wants  the  god  of  wealth. 

Plutus.  Let  him  want  ftill  ! 
I  was  too  lately  with  him,  almoft  torn 
Into  ten  thoufand  pieces  by  his  followers  : 
I  could  not  fleep,  but  Craft  or  Vanity 
Were  filing  off  my  fingers  ;  not  eat,  for  fear 
Pleafure  would  caft  herfelf  into  my  belly, 
And  there  furprize  my  heart. 

'Time.  Thefe  have  forfaken  him  : 
Make  hafte  then!  thou  muft  with  me.  Be  not  angry, 
For  fear  a  greater  anger  light  upon  thee. 

Plutus.  I  do  obey  then  :  But  will  change  my  figure; 
For  when  I  willingly  befriend  a  creature, 
Goodly  and  full  of  glory  I  ihew  to  him  ; 
But  when  I  am  compelPd,  old  and  decrepid, 
I  halt  and  hang  upon  my  ftaff.     Farewell,  friends  ! 
I  will  not  be  long  from  ye  :  All  my  fervants 
I  leave  among  ye  ftill,  and  my  chief  riches. 

[Exeunt  Indians,  with  a  dance. 

Oh,Time,  what  innocence  dwells  here,  what  goodnefs  ! 
They  know  me  not,  nor  hurt  me  not,  yet  hug  me. 

Away 
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Away  !  I'll  follow  thee  :  But  not  too  fail,  Time ! 

\Excuni  Plutus-and  Time. 

Enter  Anthropos,  Honejly,  Simplicity  >  Humility,    and 
Poverty. 

Humil.  Man,  be  not  fad  -,  neither  let  this  divorce 
From  Mundus,  and  his  many  ways  of  pleafure. 
Afflict  thy  fpirits !  which  confider'd  rightly, 
With  inward  eyes,  makes  thee  arrive  at  happy. 

Pov.  For  now  what  danger  or  deceit  can  reach  thee? 
What  matter  left  for  Craft  or  Covetize 
To  plot  againft  thee  ?  what  Defire  to  burn  thee  ? 

Ron,  Oh,  fon  of  Earth,  letHonefty  poffefs  thee! 
Be  as  thou  waft  intended,  like  thy  Maker ; 
See  thro'  thofe  gaudy  fhadows,  that  like  dreams 
Have  dwelt  upon  thee  long ;  call  up  thy  goodnefs, 
Thy  mind  and  man  within  thee,  that  lie  Ihipwreck'd ; 
And  then  how  thin  and  vain  thefe  fond  affections, 
How  lame  this  worldly  love,  how  lump-like,  raw, 
And  ill-digefted,  all  thefe  vanities 
Will  fhew^,  let  Reafon  tell  thee  ! 

SimpL  Crown  thy  mind48 

With  that  above  the  world's  wealth,  joyful  fuff'ring, 
And  truly  be  the  mafter  of  thyfelf, 
Which  is  the  nobleft  empire  !  and  there  ftand 
The  thing  thou  wert  ordain'd,  and  fet  to  govern  ! 

Pov.  Come,  let  us  fmg  the  world's  fhame :  Hear 
us,  Anthropos  ! 

Song :  And  then  enter  Time  and  Plu-tus. 

Hon.  Away  !  we  are  betray 'd.  [Exeunt  all  but 
Time.  Get  thou  too  after, 
Thou  needy  bare  companion  !  go  for  ever, 

*8     Cro<wn  thy  mind 

With  that  above  the^iuorlcT  s  wealth,  j°yfulfuff^r*ngi\  I 

With  that's  above 

i .  e.  with  that  which  is  above  the  world's  wealth,  joyful  fufFering. 
It  might  be  ftill  better  Engliih  to  fay, 

With  what's  above  the  ivories  ivealth, 

but  the  other  expreffion  is  very  frequent  with  our  Authors.    Seivard. 
The  old  text  is  beft,  and  moil  poetical. 

For 
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For  ever,  I  conjure  thee.  Make  no  anfwer !  [Exit  Pov. 

Antb.  What  mak'ft  thou  here,  Time  ?   thou  that 

to  this  minute 
Never  flood  ftill  by  me  ? 

Time.  I've  brought  thee  fuccour ; 
And  now,  catch  hold,  I'm  thine :  The  god  of  riches 
(Compeird  by  him  that  faw  thy  miferies, 
The  ever-juft  and  wakeful  Jove)  at  length 
Is  come  unto  thee  ;  uic  him  as  thine  own ; 
For  'tis  the  doom  of  Heav'n,  he  mufl  obey  thee. 

Antb.  Have  I  found  pity  then  ? 

'Time.  Thou  haft,  andjuftice 
Againft  thofe  falfe  feducers  of  thine  honour. 
Come,  give  him  prefent  helps  !  [Exit  Time. 

Induftry  and  the  Arts  dijcovered. 

Plutus.  Come,  Induftry, 

Thou  friend  of  life!  and  next  to  thee,  rife,  Labour! 

[  Plutus  ft  amps,  Labour  rifes. 
Rife  prefently ;  and  now  to  your  employments  ! 
But  firft  conduct  this  mortal  to  the  rock. 

[fhey  carry  Anthrofos  to  a  rock  and  fall  a-digging. 
What  fee'ft  thou  now  ? 

[Plutus  ftr  ikes  the  rocky  and  flames  fly  out. 
Antb.  A  glorious  mine  of  metal. 
Oh,  Jupiter,  my  thanks  ! 
Plutus.  To  me  a  little. 

Antb.  And  to  the  god  of  wealth,  my  facrifice  ! 
Plutus.  Nay,  then  I  am  rewarded.     Take  heed 

now,  fop, 

You  are  afloat  again,  left  Mundus  catch  you  ! 
Antb.  Never  betray  me  more ! 
Plutus.  I  muft  to  India, 
From  whence  I  came,  where  my  main  wealth  lies 

buried, 

And  thefe  imift  with  me.     Take  that  book  and 
mattock  49, 

49  Take  that  book  and  mattock.]  Mr.  Sympfon  would   read  hook 
and 'mattock  as  the  two  emblems  of  industry,  but  knowledge  and  virtue 

being 
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And,  by  thofe,  know  to  live  again  ! 

[Exeunt  Plutusy  Induftry,  Labour,  &V% 
Antb.  I  (hall  do.     - 

Enter  Fame,  founding. 

Fame.  Thro*  all  the  world  the  fortune  of  great 

Anthropos 

Be  known  and  wonder'd  at ;  his  riches  envied, 
As  far  as  fun  or  time  is;  his  power  fear'd  too !  [Exe. 

\_MuJick. 

Enter  Delight,  Pleajure,  Crafty  Lucre,  Vanity,  &c. 
dancing  (and  mafqued)  towards  the  rock,  offering 
fervice  to  Anthropos.  Mercury  from  above.  Mujitk 
heard.  One  half  of  a  cloud  draw.n,  fingers  are  dif- 
covered ;  then  the  other  half  drawn.  Jupiter  feen 
in  glory* 

M?n:.Take  heed,  weak  man !  thofe  are  the  fins  that 

funk  thee  -, 
Truft'emnomore:  Kneel,andgive  thanks  to  Jupiter. 

AntTo.  Oh,  mighty  .power  ! 

Jup.  Unmafk,  ye  gilded  poifons  ! — 
Now  look  upon  'em,  fon  of  Earth,  and  fhame  'em  ; 
Now  fee  the  faces  of  thy  evil  angels ; 
Lead  'em  to  Time,  and  let  'em  fill  his  triumph  ! 
Their  memories  be  here  forgot  for  ever. 

Antb.  Oh,  juft,   great  god  !   how  many  lives  of 

fervice, 

What  ages  only  given  to  thine  honour, 
What  infinites  of  vows  and  holy  prayers 
Can  pay  my  thanks  ? 

Jup.  Rife  up !  and,  to  afTure  thee 
That  never  more  thou  fhalt  feel  want;  flrike  Mercury, 
Strike  him ;  and  by  that  flroke  he  Ihall  for  ever 
Live  in  that  rock  of  gold,  and  ilill  enjoy  it. 
Be't  done,  I  fay  !  Now  fing  in  honour  of  him.  [Song. 

being  as  neceffary  to  Anthropos  as  indufu y,  I  underftanci  leak  ns  an 
emblem  of  them.  Seward-. 

Evter 


594  FOUR  MORAL  REPRESENTATIONS. 

Enter  the  Triumph.     Firft>  the  Muficiam :  Then  Vain- 

Delight,  Pleafure,  Craft,  Lucre,,  Vanity ',  and  other  of 

thf  vices :  Then  a  chariot  with  the  f  erf  on  of  Time 

fitting  in  it,  drawn  byfour$erjons\  reprefentingPIours, 

finging.  [Exeunt*     Flouriflo. 

Eman.  By  this  we  note*  fweetheart,  in  kings  and 

princes,. 

A  weaknefs,  even  in  fpite  of  all  their  wifdoms, 
And  often  to  be  mafter'd  by  abufes. 
Our  nature's  here  defcrib'd  too,  and  what  humours 
Prevail  above  our  reafons  to  undo  us  : 
But  this  the  laft  and  belt :  When  no  friend  ftands, 
gods  are  merciful,  and  lend  their  hands. 

[Flourifb.     Exeunt* 


EPILOGUE. 


NOW  as  the  hufbandman,  whofe  cofts  and  pain, 
Whofe  hopes  and  helps,  lie  buried  in-his  grain, 
Waiting  a  happy  fpring  to  ripen  full 
His  long'd-for  harveft  to  the  reaper's  pull, 
Stand  we  expecting  (having  fown  our  ground 
With  fo  much  charge,  the  fruitfulnefs  not  found) 
The  harvefl  of  our  labours  :  For  we  know 
You  are  our  fpring;  and  when  you  fmile  we  grow. 
Nor  charge  nor  pain  fliall  bind  us  from  your  pleafures. 
So  you  'but  lend  your  hands  to  fill  our  meafures ! 
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